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MY    DEAE    FATHEK 
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AND    BE    BUILDED    UP 

IN    THEIR 
MOST      HOLY      FAITH. 


PREFACE. 


IN  sending  forth  this  account  of  my  dear  father's  life  and 
work,  a  few  words  by  way  of  introduction  appear  to  be 
necessary.  Though  the  wish  was  often  expressed  by  a  few 
who  valued  his  testimony  and  honour  his  memory,  that  such 
an  account  should  be  written,  it  was  not  until  some  time  had 
elapsed  that  the  suggestion  was  made  to  me  that  I  should 
undertake  the  work.  But  feeling  my  incapacity  for  such  an 
undertaking,  besides  having  a  large  family  to  attend  to,  this 
appeared  at  first  an  impossibility.  However,  after  giving  the 
subject  long  and  serious  consideration,  I  was  constrained  to 
make  the.  attempt,  looking  unto  Him  Who  has  said,  "  Trust 
in  the  Lord  with  all  thine  heart  ;  and  lean  not  unto  thine  own 
understanding.  In  all  thy  ways  acknowledge  Him,  and  He 
shall  direct  thy  paths." 

My  father  was  often  heard  to  express  his  dislike  to  memoirs 
generally,  as  frequently  in  recording  the  lives  of  good  and 
gracious  men,  the  Name  which  is  above  every  name  was  over- 
shadowed in  the  attempt  to  eulogise  the  creature.  For  this 
reason,  as  far  as  possible,  his  life  is  given  in  his  own  words, 
gathered  from  his  own  writings,  and  in  this  form  it  is  hoped 
it  will  be  best  appreciated  by  those  who  love  and  esteem  his 
memory  for  the  truth's  sake.  May  what  has  been  written  be 
to  the  praise  and  glory  of  Him  Whom  my  father  loved  to 
honour  and  exalt  in  his  ministry. 

The  work  has,  of  necessity,  had  to  be  done  in  odd  moments, 
and  owing  to  illness  and  other  circumstances  lias  often  had 
to  be  laid  on  one  side  ;  but  what  at  first  appeared  to  be  an 
almost  impossible  task,  has  proved  to  be  indeed  a  labour  of 
love.  The  reviewing  of  God's  dealings  with  my  loved  and 
revered  father,  from  early  childhood,  until  his  work  on  earth 
was  done,  has  ofttimes  filled  my  heart  with  adoration  and 
praise  to  my  father's  God,  for  the  honour  He  thrust  upon 
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him,  in  making  and  keeping  him  a  "  faithful  steward  of  the 
mysteries  of  God,"  and  a  Messing  to  so  many  of  His  own  dear 
children. 

The  letters  I  have  received  since  I  commenced  this  work, 
hear  evidence  of  the  place  lie  occupies  in  the  affections  and 
memories  of  those  who  were  hlessed  under  his  ministry  ;  as 
one  dear  friend  of  his,  writing  to  me  says,  "  Surely  he  was  a 
master  in  Israel,  and  shunned  not  to  declare  the  whole  counsel 
of  God.  His  memory  is  most  sweet  and  hlessed  to  us." 

As  a  preacher  of  the  Word  lie  was  undoubtedly  hlessed  by  God 
with  exceptional  ability.  One,  who  is  himself  highly  esteemed 
for  his  Master's  sake,  has  given  a  faithful  description  of  him 
in  these  words  :  "  He  proclaimed  the  truth  of  God  as  revealed 
to  him  by  the  Spirit  of  God,  with  the  wisdom  ofanApollos,  the 
faithfulness  of  an  Antipas,  the  boldness  of  a  Peter,  and  the 
simplicity  of  the  humblest  follower  of  the  Lamb.  His  kindness 
and  sympathy  were  marked  features  of  his  long  life.  His 
penetration  in  Divine  realities  was  deep,  whilst  his  preaching 
was  characterised  hy  a  fearless  setting  forth  of  the  great 
mysteries  of  the  revealed  Word.  He  was  pre-eminently  an 
expositor  of  the  Word,  and  was  Divinely  enabled  to  crystallize 
with  great  power,  in  apt  sentences,  the  substance  of  the 
glorious  Gospel.  The  grand  object  of  his  life  was  to  magnify 
the  invincible  grace  of  a  covenant  keeping  God." 

If  this  attempt  to  extol  the  grace  that  was  manifested  in 
my  father's  life  and  ministry,  should  be  owned  and  blessed  by 
"  the  God  of  all  grace,"  it  will  not  have  been  undertaken  in 
vain. 

The  extracts  which  will  be  found  at  the  commencement  of 
each  chapter,  are  selected  from  my  father's  writings. 

MARY  A.  DOGGETT. 

Abbey  Lodge,  Beche  Road,  Cambridge, 
May,  1911. 
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CHAPTEE    I. 

"  Some  of  God's  dear  children  are  drawn  to  Him  in  their  youth- 
ful days,  and  by  the  power  of  His  love  and  fear  in  their 
hearts,  He  keeps  them  from  those  depths  of  sin  to  which 
others  are  left  to  fall.  Yet  sooner  or  later,  each  and  every 
member  of  the  election  of  grace  shall,  and  must,  be  brought 
by  the  cords  of  invincible  grace  to  the  feet  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ." 

THOMAS  BEADBURY,  the  eldest  son  of  John  Bradbury, 
and  Mary  Ann  his  wife,  was  born  in  Manchester,  March 
26th,  1831.  His  parents  were  poor  in  this  world's  goods, 
but  "  rich  in  faith,  and  heirs  of  the  kingdom  which  God 
hath  promised  to  them  that  love  Him." 

His  father  was,  however,  descended  from  the  Brad- 
burys  of  Ashbourne,  in  Derbyshire,  who  were,  a  few 
generations  ago,  a  very  wealthy  family.  The  name  may 
be  seen  on  many  tombstones  in  the  churchyard  there. 
It  was  there  that  he  attended  the  funeral  of  his  grand- 
mother, as  recorded  on  a  subsequent  page. 

When  old  enough,  he  was  sent  to  a  day  school,  but 
was  taken  away  at  the  age  of  eight  years  to  work  in  the 
cotton  mills.  His  father  used  to  take  him  there  at  four 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  to  work  until  late  in  the  evening. 
As  he  grew  older  he  attended  a  night  school,  for  from  his 
early  days  he  was  eager  after  knowledge ;  and  so  great 
was  his  love  of  learning,  and  so  retentive  his  memory, 
that  he  made  great  progress  in  such  subjects  as  were  set 
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before  him.  The  Bible  was  always  a  favourite  Book  of 
study,  even  from  his  childhood,  for  his  parents,  desirous 
of  bringing  up  their  children  in  "  the  nurture  and  admoni- 
tion of  the  Lord,"  instructed  them  in  the  .Scriptures, 
which  they  knew  were  able  to  make  them  wise  unto 
salvation. 

They  attended  the  church  of  St.  Jude's,  Manchester, 
where  the  late  Rev.  P.  J.  O'Leary  was  Incumbent,  under 
whose  ministry  he  was  first  brought  to  feel  himself  a 
sinner,  and  to  a  realization  of  the  awful  majesty  of  a 
holy  and  sin-hating  God.  His  mother,  whom  he  dearly 
loved,  died  when  he  'was  eight  years  of  age.  Referring 
to  his  early  days,  he  says :  "I  felt  it  was  God's  mercy 
that  my  mother  should  take  me  in  her  arms  when  she 
did,  and  cause  my  young  heart  to  thrill  with  her  sayings 
and  songs  of  redeeming  love.  That  was  a  time  I  shall 
ever  remember,  on  the  15th  day  of  April,  1839,  when  I 
sat  by  her  side,  and  looked  into  her  face,  but  she  noticed 
me  not.  Her  eyes  were  closed,  never  to  open  again  in 
this  world.  Her  lips  moved  ;  she  sang — 

'  And  am  I  born  to  die, 

To  lay  this  body  down  ? 
And  must  my  trembling  spirit  fly 

Into  a  world  unknown  ?  ' 

That  same  night  the  mother  left  her  boy  in  a  cold  and 
cruel  world ;  but  that  time  was  in  His  gracious  hand,  and 
up  to  this  time  every  step  has  been  paved  with  mercy." 

In  another  place  he  refers  to  an  earlier  period  than 
this,  when  God  began  to  attract  his  infant  mind  and  turn 
it  to  Himself.  He  says:  "  I  have  known  a  few  just  men 
in  my  time,  and  whenever  I  think  of  them  my  heart 
grows  too  full  to  express  itself.  Dear  old  John  Styan 
comes  into  my  mind ;  I  think  I  see  him  now.  He  had 
a  patriarchal  appearance,  his  grey  hair  hanging  in  pro- 
fusion round  the  back  of  his  head.  I  remember  his 
taking  me  upon  his  knee,  and  repeating  several  things 
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about  the  omniscience  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus 
Christ ;  especially  that  verse  in  Dr.  Watts'  '  Divine  and 
Moral  Songs,'  which  was  full  of  meaning  to  me,  and  has 
had  an  abiding  effect  in  me, — 

'  Almighty  God,  Thy  piercing  eye 

Strikes  through  the  shades  of  night ; 
And  our  most  secret  actions  lie 
All  open  to  Thy  sight.' 

"  I  was  only  a  little  over  four  years  old  then,  and  the 
old  man  and  his  verse  still  abide  with  me.  This  is  not 
because  of  the  good  use  I  make  of  my  memory,  but 
because  the  Covenant  Remembrancer  thus  befriends  me." 

Of  a  little  later  period  he  says  :  When  a  little  lad  in 
the  Sunday  School  of  Old  St.  Jude's,  Canal  Street, 
Ancoats,  Manchester,  my  affections  were  won  by  that 
dear  saint  whose  delight  it  was  to  speak  well  of  the 
crucified  One  from  the  pulpit  of  the  said  Church.  Under 
the  force  and  power  of  that  precious  truth  which  flowed 
so  eloquently  from  the  lips  of  Patrick  Joseph  O'Leary, 
I  first  trembled  under  a  sense  of  God's  righteous  indig- 
nation and  wrath  against  sin.  The  good  seed  of  the 
kingdom  was  sown,  which  was  to  germinate  and  bring 
forth  fruit  in  days  to  come." 

He  speaks  of  another  time  thus:  "  The  clergyman  of 
the  Church  (St.  Jude's)  and  his  teachers  would  have  the 
scholars  commit  to  memory  large  portions  of  the 
Scriptures.  Subjects  were  given  to  us,  and  we  had  to 
search  for  proof.  One  subject  was,  '  The  Immutability 
of  God.'  I  searched  the  Book,  learned  the  texts,  and 
trembled  at  the  truth." 

A  circumstance,  the  memory  of  which  remained  with 
him  all  his  life,  was  that  of  being  taken  by  his  father  to 
the  funeral  of  his  grandmother  Bradbury ;  and  when  at 
the  graveside  his  grandfather,  an  old  man  with  flowing 
white  locks,  gave  out  the  verse  of  the  hymn  : 

"  What  is  the  world  with  all  its  store  ? 
'Tis  but  a  bitter  sweet ; 
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When  I  attempt  to  pluck  the  rose, 
A  pricking  thorn  I  meet." 

A  dear  old  man  was  he,  who  loved  and  preached  the 
doctrines  of  distinguishing  grace,  and  is  now  in  glory, 
drinking  in  to  the  full  of  that  enduring  happiness  which 
is  found  in  Christ  alone. 

Bef erring  to  him  my  father  says  :  "  The  name  of 
Robert  Bradbury,  my  paternal  grandfather,  yields  sweet 
fragrance  to  my  spiritual  nature,  as  I  remember  him 
repeating  those  words,  meant  for  another  upon  whom 
they  were  lost,  but  which  fell  with  abiding  savour  upon 
me :  '  In  all  thy  ways  acknowledge  Him,  and  He  shall 
dieect  thy  paths'  (Prov.  iii.  6).  There  is  something  very 
solemn  and  awful  in  the  thought  of  these  things  even 
now." 

He  was  favoured  as  he  grew  up  into  boyhood  to  have 
for  his  Sunday  School  teacher  a  man  who  loved  his 
Bible,  and  who  taught  the  boys  to  search  theirs.  It  was 
a  great  pleasure  in  after  years  when  this  teacher, 
Mr.  White  by  name,  spent  a  Sunday  at  Grove  Chapel, 
and  heard  with  delight  his  former  pupil  preach  two  God- 
honouring  sermons. 

Writing  of  this  period  he  says :  "  How  is  it  the 
Gospel  came  into  my  neighbourhood  and  singled  me  out? 
I  can  tell  you  something  in  reference  to  that.  There 
was  a  class  of  Sunday  School  lads,  and  we  were  a  mis- 
chievous lot.  There  is  no  mistake  at  all  about  it.  I  was 
about  the  most  mischievous  of  the  whole  class.  Well,  it 
is  wonderful  to  me  when  I  think  about  it.  Not  one  of 
those  lads  ever  was  found  giving  glory  to  God,  but  one. 
This  overwhelms  me  with  gratitude  to  God.  Why  me  ? 
Ask  John  Bradford.  When  he  saw  a  criminal  going  to 
execution,  he  said,  '  There  goes  John  Bradford,  but  for 
the  grace  of  God.' 

"When  I  was  a  child  the  history  of  Joseph  had 
peculiar  charms  for  me.  Those  around  me  little  thought 
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of  the  interest  God  was  thus  giving  me  in  His  blessed 
Book,  or  of  the  truth  I  then  enjoyed,  to  be  known  and 
felt  increasingly  in  days  to  come.  Before  I  was  in  my 
teens  God  interested  my  mind  with  the  truth  of  His 
sovereignty  as  opened  up  in  the  history  of  Joseph. 
Some  may  think  this  truth  too  high  for  young  minds  to 
reach,  and  to  be  interested  therein  ;  but  if  it  were  too 
high  for  me,  I  was  not  too  low  for  a  covenant  God  to 
teach.  Blessed  be  His  Name,  from  that  day  to  this,  '  By 
the  word  of  His  lips,  He  has  kept  me  from  the  paths  of 
the  destroyer.'  I  know  what  I  am  talking  about,  for  as 
a  child  I  have  known  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  though  I 
have  oftentimes  to  cry,  '  Remember  not  the  sins  of  my 
youth,'  yet  as  a  child  I  was  the  subject  of  deep  con- 
victions, sighing  out  my  sins  and  sorrows  in  secret. 
From  that  .time  to  this,  a  spiritual  necessity  has  been 
laid  upon  me,  so  that  I  must  draw  near  as  a  sin-convinced 
sinner,  hoping  for  forgiveness  and  for  the  revelation  of 
God's  Christ  in  me  as  my  salvation." 

Quoting  his  own  words  again  :  "  God's  perfect  know- 
ledge of  me  was  the  very  first  truth  which  exercised  my 
young  mind,  and  all  from  the  pages  of  Divine  inspiration. 
The  very  thought  that  God  was  always  with  me — saw 
everything  I  did,  knew  everything  I  thought,  marked 
everything  I  felt,  noticed  every  movement  of  my  mind — 
filled  my  soul  with  terror  and  my  face  with  confusion, 
and  made  me  think,  even  as  a  little  child,  that  at  the 
winding  up  of  all  my  affairs  there  would  be  nothing  but 
hell  for  me.  The  world  looked  upon  me  as  a  '  little 
innocent  child,'  but  I  knew  and  felt  something  different 
from  that.  I  knew  I  was  a  sinner  deserving  wrath, 
death,  and  hell.  '  The  eyes  of  the  LOED  are  in  every 
place,  beholding  the  evil  and  the  good.'  By  this  I  was 
confident  that  He  could  see  no  good  in  me.  Paul's 
experience  was  that  of  my  young  heart :  '  For  I  know 
that  in  me,  that  is,  in  my  flesh,  dwelleth  no  good  thing ; 
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for  to  will  is  present  with  me,  but  how  to  perform  that 
which  is  good  I  find  not.'  I  tried  to  be  good,  and  to 
banish  all  that  was  evil  from  my  thoughts,  but  I  was  left 
to  the  experience  of  the  very  opposite,  and  there  I  was 
kept  for  many  a  long  year.  God  could  see  me  as  I  was 
in  myself — a  sinful  creature ;  a  creature  full  of  sin, 
according  to  my  standing  in  Adam  the  First,  deserving 
nothing  but  His  eternal  wrath  and  indignation.  But 
there  He  left  me  not.  He  would  teach  me  something  of 
His  knowledge  of  me  in  my  grace-oneness  with  Him  in 
the  Son  of  His  love.  I  was  sinful,  polluted,  vile,  when 
He  brought  me  to  the  footstool  of  sovereign  mercy  to  the 
feet  of  a  precious  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  who 
alone  could  wash  away  all  my  sin,  and  clothe  me  in  His 
pure,  white,  spotless  robe  of  righteousness.  And  this  He 
was  graciously  pleased  to  do." 

In  after  years  he  frequently  loved  to  dwell  on  the  days 
of  his  childhood  and  youth,  and  to  trace  out  and  recognise 
the  loving-kindness  of  a  gracious  God  in  preserving  and 
keeping  him,  teaching  and  educating  him  in  Divine 
mysteries  through  the  instrumentality  of  many  of  His 
own  sent  ministers. 

Speaking  of  one  of  these  he  says :  "I  well  remember 
long  years  ago,  when  a  lad,  sitting  in  Old  St.  Jude's, 
Manchester.  It  was  the  morning  of  Christmas,  1847. 
Dear  Daniel  Foley  was  in  the  pulpit.  He  was  brought 
up  a  besotted  Papist  in  the  wilds  of  Kerry.  Sovereignly 
arrested  by  pure  grace,  he  was  brought  out  of  Home's 
dark  confederacy  to  preach  the  gospel  of  Christ  in  the 
United  Church  of  England  and  Ireland.  He  was  after- 
wards Regius  Professor  of  Irish  in  the  Dublin  University. 
That  morning  he  preached  most  blessedly  from,  '  They 
shall  call  His  name  Emmanuel,  which  being  interpreted  is, 
God  with  us.'  '  But,'  said  Dan,  '  interpreted  ?  We  want 
the  Interpreter  here — the  One  of  a  thousand !  He  who 
has  the  eloquent  speech,  whose  lips  are  full  of  grace. 
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Interpreted  ?  Yes,  but  not  into  or  from  Hebrew,  Greek, 
or  Latin.  No  !  A  reprobate  Pilate  could  do  all  that. 
The  interpretation  we  desire  is  in  the  language  of 
Canaan,  the  language  of  the  redeemed  sinner's  need.' ' 

Continuing  his  youthful  experience,  he  says:  "The 
subject  of  Divine  sovereignty  is  a  very  blessed  and 
precious  one  to  me.  I  was  not  taught  it  from  any 
human  system,  but  delighted  in  it  scripturally  before  the 
relative  terms  Calvinism  and  Arminianism  had  a  place  in 
my  understanding.  From  God's  own  Book  He  taught 
me  that  He  was  a  Sovereign,  and  that  His  counsels  of 
old  are  faithfulness  and  truth.  I  knew  God  as  the 
sovereign  Elector  to  salvation,  life,  grace,  and  glory  of  all 
whom  He  likes  and  loves.  I  knew  God  as  the  Redeemer 
of  all  His  elect,  leaving  all  whom  He  would  unredeemed. 
I  knew  very  well  that  all  those  who  were  chosen  in  love 
and  redeemed  by  blood  would  be  called  by  grace,  and 
regenerated  by  power  in  the  times  appointed  in  All- 
Wisdom.  And  I  was  scripturally  sure  that  all  for 
whom  God  designed  these  gracious  things,  would  be 
eternally  glorified  with  Him  up  yonder.  And  these  were 
covenant  verities  and  eternal  realities  to  me  before  I 
knew  anything  at  all  about  the  doctrines  of  Calvin  or 
Arminius.  And  sometimes  1  think  it  is  a  great  pity  that 
these  terms  should  be  used  in  the  ministry  of  grace  at  all. 
Why  ?  Simply  because  my  own  spiritual  education 
seems  to  have  been  hampered  and  clogged  with  them. 
Sovereign  grace  was  precious  to  rne  before  I  learned 
aught  of  the  doctrines  of  men.  The  dear  man  under 
whose  ministry  the  Lord  first  quickened  me  into  a 
spiritual  apprehension  of  Divine  things,  would  have  his 
young  folk  well  instructed  from  the  sacred  Scriptures  in 
everything  they  could  learn  concerning  the  existence 
and  attributes  of  God.  As  I  was  thus  led  through  my 
Bible,  searching  out  the  proofs  of  God's  immutability, 
omniscience,  and  sovereignty,  that  was  enough  for  me.  I 
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trembled  at  the  thought  of  sinning  against  Him.  I 
shuddered  at  the  hint  that  I  deserved  to  be  eternally 
shut  out  from  Him.  I  had  to  be  satisfied  to  sit  and  listen 
and  learn  just  as  much  from  Him  as  He  was  pleased  to 
give." 

As  years  went  by,  Mr.  O'Leary  began  to  notice  and 
draw  out  in  conversation  the  youth  in  whom  he  saw 
some  good  thing  towards  the  Lord  God  of  Israel,  and 
directed  his  mind  to  the  Word  as  the  source  of  all 
spiritual  knowledge ;  and  for  many  years  he  was 
privileged  to  sit  and  listen  to  this  deeply  taught  child  of 
God. 

Of  this  time  he  writes :  "  During  the  month  of 
September,  1849,  Mr.  O'Leary  sent  word  that  he  wished 
to  converse  with  me  upon  Divine  things.  Upon  my 
arrival  at  his  residence,  which  lay  in  a  secluded  clough  a 
few  miles  out  of  Manchester,  he  received  me  with  the 
kindness  and  affection  of  a  father.  It  seems  almost  an 
impossibility  to  forget  the  solemnity  of  that  short  season. 
From  the  overflowing  of  a  heart  warmed  with  the  love 
of  Christ  which  passeth  knowledge,  he  counselled  me 
against  the  temptations  and  follies  peculiar  to  youth, 
and  dwelt  upon  the  only  place  of  security  and  rest  for  a 
poor  law-condemned  sinner — a  personal  interest,  through 
the  grace  and  power  of  God  the  Eternal  Spirit,  in  the 
love,  blood,  righteousness  and  salvation  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ.  He  said,  '  If  Jesus  is  precious  to  your 
heart — Jesus,  I  say,  not  doctrines ;  Jesus,  not  notions — 
that  same  Jesus,  whose  agony  and  bloody  sweat,  whose 
fearful  cross  and  passion  alone  settled  the  question  of  sin 
between  a  just  God  and  a  poor  trembling  sinner — if  that 
Jesus  who  now  intercedes  for,  and  welcomes  to  his  heart, 
vile  sinners  like  us,  is  dear  to  you,  my  lad ' — he  paused 
for  a  moment,  and  then  with  emotion  added,  '  you  are 
dear  to  Him,  you  are  blessed  indeed.'  With  the  blessing 
of  JEHOVAH,  pronounced  from  the  heart  and  lips  of  this 
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dear  saint,  resting  upon  me,  I  returned  home.  My  mind 
was  ill  at  ease;  sins  pressing  heavily  upon  the  conscience 
proved  to  be  the  forerunners  of  that  sweet  peace  and 
rest  which  was  granted  when  the  glorious  truth  was 
revealed  to  my  heart  that  Jesus  had  settled  for  ever  the 
question  of  sin  between  an  all-holy  God  and  me,  a  poor 
trembling  sinner." 

Towards  the  close  of  the  same  summer  the  congregation 
and  schools  at  St.  Jade's  received  the  sorrowful  news  that 
Mr.  O'Leary  would  shortly  be  leaving  them.  Amongst 
those  who  felt  this  sorrow  the  keenest  were  the  subject  of 
these  pages  and  a  young  girl  to  whom  he  had  been 
irresistibly  attracted  for  many  years,  named  Ann  Tuley. 
They  had  attended  the  same  Sunday  School  from  child- 
hood, and  each  had  been  singled  out  by  Mr.  O'Leary  for 
words  of  loving  admonition  and  counsel  in  his  desire  for 
their  spiritual  and  eternal  welfare.  They  were  con- 
firmed at  the  same  time,  and  were  both  devotedly  attached 
to  Mr.  O'Leary.  On  October  3rd  of  the  same  year  they 
went  together  to  a  service  held  in  Harpurhey  Church, 
near  Manchester.  It  was  one  of  a  series  held  in 
humiliation  before  God  on  account  of  the  cholera  scourge 
then  raging.  The  preacher  was  Mr.  O'Leary.  This  was 
their  first  appearance  together  at  public  worship. 

On  the  last  Sunday  evening  of  the  same  year, 
Mr.  O'Leary  preached  his  farewell  sermon  in  the  pulpit 
of  St.  Jude's  to  an  overflowing  congregation,  whose  sighs 
and  tears  gave  evidence  of  their  love  and  attachment  to 
him. 

My  father  gives  an  interesting  account  of  his  com- 
mencing as  a  teacher  of  the  Word  when  about  eighteen 
years  of  age.  "  Many  years  ago  I  was  first  placed  in 
charge  of  a  class  of  boys  in  St.  Jude's  Sunday  School, 
situated  in  the  densely-populated  district  of  Ancoats, 
Manchester.  A  little  band  of  never-dying  sinners  was 
placed  under  my  direction,  but  who  or  what  was  1  that  a 


10  Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

post  of  such  vital  importance  should  be  conferred  upon 
me,  a  poor  sinner?  This  I  was  conscious  of,  but  scarcely 
more.  1  knew  there  was  a  sweetness  and  preciousness 
in  the  Name  and  Person  of  Jesus  which  I  experienced 
not.  That  dear  saint,  Patrick  Joseph  O'Leary,  whose 
privilege  it  was  to  proclaim  a  Saviour's  beauty,  worth, 
and  glory  in  the  pulpit  of  the  adjoining  Church,  mani- 
fested such  love  to  the  Man  of  sorrows  as  caused  the 
heart  of  many  a  tried  and  tempted  one  to  beat  with  hope 
and  expectation  of  one  day  seeing  Him  as  He  is,  and 
rejoicing  with  Him  for  ever.  But  I  was  left  to  tremble 
at  the  thought  of  death,  having  no  evidence  that  my 
iniquities  were  laid  upon  Jesus,  or  that  in  His  death  my 
sins  were  dead.  Strange  inconsistencies  sometimes 
show  themselves;  so  they  did  in  my  case.  In  the 
presence  of  my  companions  in  sin  and  folly  I  was  joyous 
and  contented,  in  secret  I  shuddered  at  the  thought  of 
my  sins,  and  feared  to  face  the  subject  of  eternal 

judgment. 

'  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor  ! ' 

Every  step  was  ordered  aright,  reflecting  the  highest 
honour  and  glory  upon  JEHOVAH'S  name,  while  shame 
and  confusion  were  my  only  due. 

"  What  was  I  to  do  with  my  youthful  charge?  I  took 
my  place  with  fear  and  trembling,  anxiously  longing  for 
the  knowledge  of  some  scheme  of  teaching  by  which  the 
attention  of  the  lads  might  be  won,  thus  causing  them 
to  look  with  some  degree  of  pride  upon  their  teacher.  In 
ignorance,  my  own  importance,  and  not  the  glory  of  God, 
was  uppermost  in  my  mind.  Poor  bankrupt  nature  would 
be  something  ;  my  credit,  not  Gods,  was  in  the  balance, 
and  I  must  labour  to  maintain  it.  How  wonderful, 
how  gracious  is  the  Lord  to  meet  a  poor  sinner  in  all  his 
weakness,  blindness,  and  vanity,  and  lead  him  by  a  way 
that  he  knew  not  to  a  knowledge  of  Himself  as  revealed 
in  the  Son  of  His  love. 
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"  I  cannot  remember  a  time  when  my  Bible  was  not  a 
treasure  to  me.  I  loved  to  read  its  sacred  pages,  and 
many  times  my  feelings  were  moved  with  deep  emotion 
by  the  narratives  concerning  Joseph,  Moses,  Daniel  and 
others.  Uneasiness  filled  my  soul,  and  a  fearful  dread 
overwhelmed  me  whenever  I  read  the  account  of  the  Son 
of  Man  coming  in  all  His  glory.  The  accounts  given 
by  the  Evangelists  of  the  God-man  in  '  gloomy,  dark 
Gethsemane,'  with  the  tragic  scenes  of  the  judgment  hall 
and  Calvary,  drew  out  my  sympathy,  sometimes  my  tears ; 
and  more  than  once  I  can  remember,  with  the  short- 
sightedness of  a  Peter,  I  would,  unwittingly,  have 
frustrated  the  purposes  of  redeeming  love  by  slaying  the 
murderers  of  my  gracious  Saviour  ere  they  could  have 
slain  Him.  Rest  for  my  troubled  soul  was  much  desired, 
but  sought  where  rest  is  never  found." 


CHAPTEK    II. 

"  Our  God  is  the  God  of  salvation — salvation  purposed  by  the 
Father  in  Christ  before  all  worlds ;  salvation  perfected  by  the 
Son  on  Calvary's  tree;  salvation  brought  to  the  heart  by  the 
Holy  Ghost  in  moments  of  doubt  and  darkness;  salvation 
in  Christ  Jesus  with  eternal  glory." 

SOON  after  Mr.  O'Leary  left  St.  Jude's,  a  series  of  events 
occurred  which  caused  my  father's  removal  from  the 
place,  and  in  which  he  said  he  saw  the  good  hand  of  God 
in  leading  him  to  another  sphere  of  labour. 

This  was  St.  Philip's,  Bradford  Road,  Manchester, 
where  the  Bev.  James  Bardsley  shortly  afterwards  became 
Incumbent.  Here  he  remained  for  several  years,  from 
about  1851  to  1859.  On  Easter  Tuesday,  April  13th, 
1852,  he  and  my  mother  were  married.  At  this  time 
they  were  both  teachers  in  the  Sunday  School.  The 
record  of  his  work  in  this  place  will  be  best  given  in  his 
own  words  : 

"  Here  I  found  myself  in  charge  of  a  class  of  young 
women.  How  to  lay  before  them  God's  truth  in  His  plan 
of  saving  sinners  I  knew  not.  Prayers  and  supplications 
ascended  to  God  from  the  thick  darkness  of  my  ignorance 
for  grace  and  guidance,  and  an  ability  to  communicate  to 
my  young  friends  that  which  He  might  make  known  to 
me.  About  this  time  the  light  of  the  glorious  gospel  of 
the  ever-blessed  God  dawned  upon  my  mind,  bringing  a 
sweet  sense  of  JEHOVAH'S  covenant  love  to  poor  unworthy 
me.  God's  declaration  that  all  His  sanctified  ones  were 
perfected  for  ever  by  the  offering  of  the  body  of  Jesus, 
gave  me  a  peace  and  joy  to  which  many  around  me  were 
strangers,  and  I  was  forced  in  a  great  measure  to  have 
my  faith  to  myself  before  God. 

"  Many  were  the  precious  seasons  the  Lord  favoured 
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me  with  in  the  class-room  of  St.  Philip's  Sunday  School, 
as  He  enabled  me,  feebly  but  faithfully,  to  expound  the 
way  of  life  from  the  blessed  Book.  The  Lord  gave  me  a 
fearful  insight  into  the  total  depravity  of  human  nature, 
and  the  desperate  wickedness  and  deceitfulness  of  my 
own  heart.  Several  with  whom  I  had  to  do  doubted  my 
wisdom  in  enforcing  these  humbling  truths.  However, 
the  Lord  upheld  me  in  the  way,  though  my  failures  and 
imperfections  were  legion.  The  first  chapter  of  Paul's 
Epistle  '  to  the  saints  and  faithful  brethren  at  Colosse  ' 
was  sweet  food  to  my  soul  during  a  succession  of  Sunday 
afternoons  in  the  class.  I  remember  well  the  fear  and 
trembling  I  experienced  on  one  occasion  when  Jer.  xiii.  23 
came  home  to  my  heart  as  the  message  from  God  to  my 
young  friends.  Satan's  craft  and  the  enmity  of  my  heart 
to  the  truth,  goaded  me  to  lay  it  aside  for  something  more 
in  keeping  with  the  capacities  of  my  scholars.  Ah,  Satan, 
how  cunning  are  thy  devices  !  All  the  capacity  that  poor 
nature  possesses  is  to  listen  with  indifference  to  the 
covenant  verities  of  the  God  of  our  salvation,  or  to  discard 
them  altogether.  The  snare  was  broken,  my  soul  had 
escaped,  and  the  Lord  sent  His  message  one  Sunday 
afternoon  from  the  words,  '  Can  the  Ethiopian  change  his 
skin  or  the  leopard  his  spots  ?  Then  may  ye  also  do  good 
that  are  accustomed  to  do  evil'  (Jer.  xiii.  23).  More 
than  ordinary  interest  was  manifested,  and  at  the  close  my 
heart  went  up  to  the  Lord  for  a  blessing  upon  the  souls 
of  those  present.  The  lesson  was  talked  over,  but  as  to 
its  acceptance  at  the  time  I  knew  nothing." 

Some  time  after  this,  my  father  walking  through 
Manchester  met  a  fellow-labourer  in  the  Gospel,  who 
asked  him  if  he  knew  a  young  woman  named  Ellen 
Wood.  Eeceiving  an  answer  in  the  affirmative,  he  said, 
"  She  would  be  very  glad  to  see  you.  She  told  me  it  was 
through  hearing  you  in  the  Sunday  School  explain  those 
words,  '  Can  the  Ethiopian  change  his  skin,  or  the  leopard 
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his  spots?  '  that  the  Lord  gave  her  to  enjoy  some  liberty 
in  the  knowledge  of  His  perfect  salvation  by  Jesus 
Christ." 

Years  passed  before  my  father  was  able  to  call  upon 
her.  When  he  did,  she  greeted  him  warmly,  and  in  the 
course  of  conversation  she  told  him  that  not  only  had  she 
been  much  blessed  through  that  Sunday  afternoon's 
lesson,  but  another  young  woman,  Annie  Dineley,  was 
made  to  feel  herself  a  sinner  in  the  sight  of  a  holy  God. 
Speaking  of  this,  he  says :  "  I  felt  overwhelmed  with  a 
sense  of  JEHOVAH'S  goodness  and  mercy  in  revealing  His 
great  love  to  the  dear  souls  1  had  visited.  Is  there  not 
great  encouragement  given  in  these  two  instances  to 
sow  the  good  seed  of  the  Kingdom  beside  all  waters? 
God's  own  Word  from  God's  own  mouth  shall  not  return 
unto  Him  void. 

'  All  victorious  is  its  course. 
Nothing  can  withstand  its  force.'  " 

My  father  was  greatly  encouraged  and  established 
under  Mr.  Bardsley's  ministry,  and  the  following  from 
his  pen  will  show  his  love  and  veneration  for  this  dear 
man.  "  Those  who  are  most  intimate  with  me  have 
heard  me  speak  of  Canon  Bardsley,  of  Manchester.  His 
memory  will  be  ever  blessed  to  me.  My  wife  and  I  sat 
under  his  ministry ;  we  taught  in  his  Sunday  School.  He 
was  '  mighty  in  the  Scriptures,'  and  rarely  made  a  state- 
ment without  referring  to  the  Book.  He  was  the  first 
to  hint  that  I  should  be  a  teacher  of  the  Word.  I 
objected.  He  said,  '  Thomas,  you  are  not  competent  to 
judge  for  yourself ;  let  those  whom  God  has  made  judges 
in  Israel  judge  for  you.  May  the  Lord  enable  you  to 
lay  this  matter  before  Him,  and  to  pray  to  Him  for  grace 
and  guidance.'  After  this  he  sent  for  me,  and  his  remarks 
on  the  imputation  of  the  righteousness  of  Christ  to  each 
member  of  His  spiritual  body  were  greatly  blessed  to  me. 
Eventually,  through  his  instrumentality,  I  was  engaged 
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as  missionary  in  connection  with  the  Manchester  City 
Mission  with  him  in  his  parish.  I  remember  one  evening 
hearing  him  preach  from  the  words,  '  God  hath  from  the 
beginning  chosen  you  to  salvation.'  During  the  sermon, 
in  which  he  clearly  enforced  the  doctrine  of  God's  election 
of  His  people  in  Christ  Jesus,  he  said,  '  I  know  well  that 
many  of  you  will  object  to  the  truth  I  am  stating,  and  to 
such  I  would  give  a  word  of  caution.  I  heard  you  to- 
night address  God  in  the  scriptural  language  of  our 
liturgy  :  "  And  make  Thy  chosen  people  joyful !  "  What 
do  you  mean  in  asking  God  to  make  joyful  a  people  whose 
existence  you  deny?'  From  that  moment  my  objection 
to  God's  sovereign,  eternal,  unconditional  election  of  His 
people  was  dead,  and  has  never  revived.  Wonder  not,  then, 
at  my  love  and  esteem  for  his  memory.  None  but  those 
who  were  brought  into  familiar  contact  with  him  can 
truly  testify  to  his  unselfish  devotion  to  his  work,  sim- 
plicity of  character,  benevolent  activities,  and  unceasing 
aim  to  help  all  associated  with  him  in  the  Lord.  I  know 
this  is  true,  and  have  abundant  reason  to  say  so.  For 
some  years  before  his  departure  to  his  house  of  everlasting 
rest  he  was  laid  aside  from  public  labour,  but  his  heart 
and  mind  were  as  active  as  ever  they  were  for  the 
Master's  sake.  In  May,  1886,  he  entered  his  '  house 
not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens.' 

"  '  The  memory  of  the  just  is  blessed.'  In  the  church- 
yard of  St.  Paul's,  Kersal,  Manchester,  his  ashes  peace- 
fully lie  until  the  glorious  resurrection  morning." 

Referring  to  one  who  took  great  interest  in  the  work 
of  the  City  Mission,  my  father  says :  "I  have  had  to 
thank  God  many  times  for  a  little  advice  given  to  me  by 
an  old  merchant  in  Manchester,  when  it  pleased  the 
Lord  to  send  me  forth  to  speak  in  His  Name.  This 
was  the  advice :  '  When  you  meet  with  captious  and 
carping  controversalists,  the  Lord  enable  you  to  meet 
them  with  a  plain,  "  What  saith  the  Scripture  ?  "  which 


16  Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

is  the  most  effective  way  to  silence  all  opposers  of  God's 
truth  and  salvation.'  You  may  rest  assured  that  this 
advice  from  the  lips  of  Samuel  Fletcher  was  not  lost 
upon  Thomas  Bradbury.  From  that  day  to  this,  it  has 
been  my  anxiety  to  find  in  God's  most  holy  Word  that 
which  thoroughly  substantiates,  not  simply  an  opinion 
given  or  an  idea  enunciated,  but  convictions  deeply 
wrought  in  the  heart  by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost." 
Through  all  his  long  career  as  a  teacher  and  preacher 
of  the  Word  his  Bible  was  his  daily  companion,  often  for 
many  hours  in  the  day.  These  are  his  own  words  when 
speaking  of  the  Scriptures :  "  What  is  our  estimate  of 
the  holy  writings  ?  What  estimate  do  we  put  upon  the 
mind,  will,  purpose,  and  pleasure  of  God  as  revealed 
therein  ?  Well,  if  you  ask  me  what  estimate  I  put  upon 
the  sacred  Scriptures,  I  answer  in  the  spirit  of  the  words 
of  dear  old  George  Smith,  of  Barrow  Hill,  when  I  asked 
him  what  he  was  reading.  He  answered,  '  Th'  yed  book 
in  aw  th'  wold.'  (The  head  book  in  all  the  world.)  That 
ignorant  old  man  was  wiser  than  the  learned  old  man  at 
Borne.  He  knew  the  meaning  of  the  Psalmist's  words, 
'  Thou  hast  magnified  Thy  Word  above  all  Thy  Name.' 
Dear  old  George  could  see  no  book  raised  to  the  same 
height  of  grandeur  and  glory  as  that  of  the  Scriptures  of 
truth.  This  is  the  Book  for  you  and  me.  In  it  we  are 
asked  many  seaching  and  salutary  questions.  Christ  asks, 
'  Have  not  I  written  to  thee  ?  '  We  may  well  ask,  Has 
the  Father  spoken  to  me  ?  Has  Jesus  said  aught  to  me  ? 
Has  the  Holy  Ghost  said  anything  to  me  concerning  my 
salvation  ?  And  all  from  the  Holy  Scripture  ?  To  sound, 
spiritual,  experimental  Protestants,  Holy  Scripture  con- 
tains all  things  necessary  for  salvation,  succour,  safety, 
security,  and  gracious  guidance  to  eternal  glory.  Every- 
thing necessary  for  the  knowledge  of  salvation  is  con- 
tained in  the  Book  of  Divine  inspiration.  '  Search  the 
Scriptures,'  says  Jesus  Christ.  '  To  the  law  and  to  the 
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testimony  :  if  they  speak  not  according  to  this  Word,  it 
is  because  there  is  no  light  in  them  '  (Isa.  viii.  20)." 

When  my  father  commenced  his  work  as  a  missionary, 
as  mentioned  on  a  previous  page,  a  part  of  his  duty  was 
to  keep  a  Journal,  in  which  he  registered  a  full  account 
of  his  visits  amongst  the  poor.  This  he  kept  up  for 
several  years,  and  many  an  interesting  account  was 
entered  therein,  as  I  can  bear  witness,  for  it  was  my 
delight  as  a  child  to  read  its  pages. 

Some  of  the  incidents  recorded  in  this  Journal  have 
been  published  by  my  father  in  his  book  entitled, 
"  Strangers  and  Pilgrims,"  which  has  been  read  with 
both  pleasure  and  profit  by  many  of  the  Lord's  family. 

In  his  preface  to  the  book  he  says,  "  Living  truth,  or 
truth  in  the  life,  is  set  forth  in  these  pages.  This  is 
always  acceptable  to  living  souls  who  enjoy  the  com- 
munion of  saints  and  companionship  with  Christ.  The 
narratives  written  by  my  own  hand  are  true  and 
substantially  correct." 

As  this  book  is  now  out  of  print,  I  need  offer  no  excuse 
for  giving  a  few  extracts  from  it,  as  an  illustration  of  my 
father's  work  at  this  period  of  his  life,  showing  that  the 
gospel  he  proclaimed  was  undoubtedly  the  Lord's  message 
by  the  Lord's  messenger  (Hag.  i.  13). 

The  following  incident  occurred  during  his  mission 
work  in  St.  Philip's  Parish.  He  says :  "  Towards  the 
close  of  the  year  1856,  when  winter's  icy  mantle  was 
thrown  over  the  face  of  nature,  and  stern  necessity  made 
many  a  manly  spirit  bend,  I  was  directed  to  a  humble 
dwelling  where,  on  a  bed  of  affliction,  lay  an  aged  pilgrim. 
He  was  bound  in  poverty's  strong  chain,  and  few  were 
the  comforts  of  this  world  which  he  enjoyed.  Having 
introduced  myself,  I  said,  '  So  you  are  very  ill.' 

"  '  Ay,  and  to  all  appearance  it  will  be  my  last,'  was 
the  quiet  and  patient  reply. 

" '  Do  you  feel  prepared  for  the  journey  which  is 
evidently  before  you  ?  ' 
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"  '  Sometimes  I  do,  and  sometimes  I  do  not.  But 
however  much  I  may  change,  God  changes  not.' 

"  '  We  will  read  a  portion  of  God's  Word.' 

"  '  Thank  you." 

"  Having  read  part  of  2  Cor.  iv.,  and  after  conversing 
a  little,  I  said,  '  Shall  I  pray  with  you  ? ' 

"  Turning  his  weary  head,  with  a  look  which  seemed  to 
pierce  my  very  heart,  the  afflicted  one  replied,  '  Yes,  you 
may,  if  you  know  what  I  want  I ' 

"  Oh,  what  searchings  of  heart  did  this  answer  beget  ! 
Something  admitted  the  justice  of  the  reply,  something 
rebelled  most  furiously  against  it.  This  was  a  damper  to 
the  zeal  of  the  religious  enthusiast.  Poor  fleshly  pride 
was  wounded  to  think  that  such  a  kind  offer  should  meet 
with  so  cool  a  reception.  Nevertheless,  I  have  been  con- 
strained to  thank  God  a  thousand  times  for  so  timely  and 
suggestive  an  answer. 

"  '  If  you  know  what  I  want !  '  How  those  words 
tingled  in  my  ears  !  Want !  want !  !  want  !  !  !  The 
subsequent  conversation  drew  out  many  of  the  wants  of 
this  old  pilgrim,  which  were  all  of  a  spiritual  nature. 
Sweet  was  the  little  communion  we  held  together  in  union 
with  Him  in  whom  the  Father  has  invested  every  supply 
to  meet  the  wants  of  His  poor  and  needy  ones.  This 
afflicted  one  confessed  himself  a  stranger  and  pilgrim 
upon  earth.  Electing  grace  was  his  ground  of  hope, 
redeeming  love  his  trust  and  confidence,  quickening 
mercy  his  peace  and  joy. 

"  A  few  days  after  the  visit  recorded  above  I  went 
again,  but  the  house  was  empty ;  my  old  friend  was  gone. 

" '  Do  you  know  where  the  people  have  moved  to  from 
this  house  ? '  1  enquired  of  a  neighbour  who  was  passing. 

" '  No,  I  do  not,'  was  the  reply,  '  but  I  heard  he  has 
gone  somewhere  to  die ;  they  could  not  afford  to  stay 
here.' 

"  '  Do  you  know  his  name  ? ' 
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"'I  cannot  say;  I  never  heard  it.  He  was  a  queer 
man.  They  say  he  was  one  of  Gadsby's  antinomians.' 

"  '  Be  he  what  he  may,  he  loved  to  speak  of  the  things 
of  God,  of  holiness,  of  heaven,  and  to  hear  of  the  good 
news  of  salvation  through  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ ;  and 
that  is  what  many  of  you  folk  do  not  desire,'  I  retorted, 
as  I  passed  away. 

"  I  never  heard  of  my  old  friend  again,  but  I  hope  to 
meet  him  '  where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,'  and 
where  JEHOVAH'S  weary  ones  are  for  ever  at  rest,  beyond 
the  reach  of  mocking,  insulting  Ishmaels,  and  where  per- 
secuting Esaus  have  no  place.  Many  are  the  lessons 
which  the  Lord  has  graciously  taught  His  poor  servant 
through  the  means  of  this  little  incident." 

It  was  during  the  same  winter  that  he  came  across  an 
old  woman  named  Jenny  Murphy,  of  whom  he  writes : 

. "  Old  Jenny  resided  in  a  poverty-stricken  nook  of  the 
populous  city  of  Manchester.  Bending  to  the  earth 
beneath  the  weight  of  age  and  affliction,  and  surrounded 
by  unhappy  associations,  she  manifested  a  composure  and 
peace  of  mind  which  was  maintained  by  direct  communi- 
cation with  His  sacred  Majesty  in  the  court  of  heaven. 
Her  husband,  son  and  daughter  were  in  the  world,  and 
revelled  there  in  the  most  profligate  and  dissipated 
manner.  This  was  a  sore  grief  to  one  whom  grace  had 
taught  to  tread  the  beaten  path  of  tribulation  which 
leads  to  the  pilgrim's  home  above.  It  was  in  the  winter 
of  1856  I  first  met  Old  Jenny.  Through  a  narrow 
passage  I  wended  my  way,  and  on  arriving  at  her  door  I 
knocked,  when  a  voice  from  the  interior  cried,  '  Open  the 
door,  and  come  in  ! ' 

"Obedient  to  the  summons,  I  entered.  Near  to  the 
fire,  and  bent  nearly  double,  sat  the  poor  old  creature. 

"  '  Well,  and  what  is  your  business? '  she  enquired. 

"  '  I  am  seeking  for  a  sinner,'  I  replied,  '  whose  heart 
longs  after  Jesus,  or  one  who  may  be  seeking  to  know 
Him.' 
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" '  Sit  you  down,  and  draw  up  to  the  fire,'  she  cried. 
1  Why,  I  thought  there  were  none  of  your  sort  about  this 
part.' 

"  '  God  knows  best  what  His  people  want,  when  they 
should  have  their  wants  supplied,  and  the  means  for  the 
supply  of  them.  Jesus,  who  is  the  "  Head  over  all  things 
to  His  Church,"  will  send  His  messengers  at  the  right 
time  and  to  the  right  place.' 

"  '  Ay,  we  believe  that  sometimes,  when  we  are  in 
health  and  strength,  and  we  can  get  out  to  church  to 
praise  and  worship  Him,  and  hear  His  blessed  gospel 
preached  ;  but  when  sickness  and  affliction  come,  and  we 
cannot  get  out  to  hear  God's  ministers,  and  nothing  but 
sin  and  ungodliness  is  dinned  into  our  ears  from  those 
around  us,  it  is  different  then.  God  takes  some  of  our. 
ministers  away — He  knows  best  why,  and  others  come 
not  near  us,  and  the  old  proverb  seems  to  be  true,  "When 
poverty  comes  in  at  the  door,  love  flies  out  at  the 
window."  Then,  like  Jeremiah,  we  are  ready  to  cry, 
"  My  strength  and  my  hope  is  perished  from  the  Lord." 

"  '  Where  did  you  learn  to  love  such  truths  as  these  ?  ' 

"  '  God  taught  me  them  at  St.  Jude's  Church,  in  Canal 
Street,'  she  answered.  '  I  was  living  in  Canning  Street 
then.  The  Scripture  Reader  called,  and  invited  me  to 
the  Sunday  night  service  at  the  Church.  I  went,  and  oh, 
mercy  of  mercies !  God  met  me — me,  a  poor,  miserable 
sinner.  That  night  proved  to  be  "  the  time  of  love  "  to 
me.  I  went  there  ignorant  of  God's  great  love,  careless 
about  my  never-dying  soul,  a  proud,  guilty  rebel,  and  a 
despiser  of  His  goodness ;  and  yet,  for  all  that,  He  singled 
me  out.  His  own  sent  servant,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Walker,* 
was  the  minister  who  preached,  and  he  took  his  text  from 
Judges  xvii.  and  the  last  verse :  "  Then  Micah  said,  Now 
know  I  that  the  Lord  will  do  me  good,  seeing  I  have  a 
Levite  to  be  my  priest.'" 

*  The   Rev.   Dr.  Walker,  late  Rector  of   Cheltenham,  who  was   then 
Incumbent  of  St.  Jude's,  Manchester,  succeeding  the  Rev.  P.  J.  O'Leary. 
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"  '  But  how  could  such  a  text  as  that  be  the  means  of 
awakening  you  ?  '  I  asked. 

"  '  Eh,  bless  you  !  that  is  God's  Word  as  well  as  the 
rest.  As  the  minister  explained  it,  I  could  see  that  I  was 
a  Micah.  I  had  not  a  Levite  to  be  my  priest,  but  I  had 
lots  of  things  to  look  at  instead  of  the  one  Mediator, 
the  one  Sacrifice  once  offered  on  Calvary's  tree.  I  could 
do  very  well  without  Jesus  then.  I  was  ignorant  of  God's 
righteousness,  and  I  wanted  to  establish  my  own 
righteousness,  and  I  was  too  proud  to  submit  to  the 
righteousness  of  God.' 

"  '  Were  you  able  to  submit  to  God's  plan  of  saving 
sinners  that  night  ?  ' 

"  '  Oh  dear,  no  !  '  she  answered.  'I  could  see  that  I 
was  a  guilty,  undone,  miserable  sinner.  My  comeliness, 
like  Daniel's,  was  corruption,  and  my  righteousness  was 
as  filthy  rags.  I  was  a  foolish  old  woman  ;  I  thought  I 
was  somebody,  but  I  found  I  wras  worse  than  nothing. 
There  was  no  place  but  hell  fit  for  such  a  sinner  as  me. 
I  got  my  Bible  and  looked  for  something  that  would 
give  me  a  little  comfort,  but  I  could  find  none.  I  kept 
in  that  way  for  some  time,  and  I  was  laughed  at,  which 
hurt  me  very  much.' 

" '  But  what  gave  you  peace  and  rest  at  last  ?  '  I 
enquired. 

"  '  Well — ay,  it  was  well!  One  Sunday  night  I  was  at 
church,  and  the  minister,  Mr.  Walker — bless  him  ! — 
made  use  of  those  words  in  his  sermon,  "Come  unto  Me, 
all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give 
you  rest."  Oh  dear  !  when  I  heard  those  words,  my  poor 
soul  was  drawn  in  such  a  way  as  I  cannot  describe,  and 
it  did  run.  It  could  do  nothing  else  but  run  to  Jesus.  I 
felt  that  He  had  took  all  my  sins,  and  that  He  had  given 
me  His  righteousness.  I  found  that  true  religion  was 
something  that  was  brought  home  to  the  heart,  Jesus' 
love  warming  it.  .  .  You  cannot  tell  how  glad  I  am 
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to  see  you.  I  thought  I  was  not  going  to  see  another 
of  the  family  till  the  Lord  was  pleased  to  take  ine,  and 
that  cannot  be  long.' 

"  Poor  dear  old  soul,  she  little  knew  how  her  heartfelt 
confession  warmed  and  cheered  my  soul.  Not  another 
was  to  be  found  in  the  same  street  who  could  talk  after 
that  fashion,  and  how  could  they?  The  two  or  three 
who  made  any  profession  at  all  are  well  described  in  the 
language  of  the  Lord  by  Isaiah  :  '  This  people  draw  near 
Me  with  their  mouth,  and  with  their  lips  do  they 
honour  Me,  but  have  removed  their  heart  far  from  Me, 
and  their  fear  toward  Me  is  taught  by  the  precept  of 
men.'  These  people  were  too  nice  and  respectable  to 
take  notice  of  a  child  of  God,  a  King's  daughter  in  a 
hovel. 

"  Poor  old  Jenny  !  she  never  went  half-a-dozen  yards 
from  her  own  door  afterwards.  Her  sufferings  increased, 
and  for  a  period  of  several  months  she  was  not  able  to 
move  without  intense  pain.  In  all  her  sufferings — and 
she  never  complained  of  one  too  many — she  was  wonder- 
fully sustained.  She  was  comforted  oftentimes  with  the 
presence  of  a  blessed  Sympathiser.  She  rejoiced  in  the 
knowledge  of  Him  whom  Isaiah  describes  in  these  sweet 
words  :  '  In  all  their  affliction  He  was  afflicted,  and  the 
Angel  of  His  presence  saved  them  ;  in  His  love  and  in 
His  pity  He  redeemed  them,  and  He  bare  them  and 
carried  them  all  the  days  of  old.'  She  felt  honoured  in 
being  truly  a  suffering  member  of  the  suffering  body  of 
Christ.  My  visits  to  her  were  continued  up  to  a  few 
days  of  her  death,  and  were  always  most  precious  and 
profitable.  She  was  truly  one  of  God's  hidden  ones  ; 
hidden  from  the  world,  but  not  from  Him  whose  founda- 
tion— His  covenant  settlements  in  Christ  Jesus — standeth 
sure,  having  this  seal,  '  The  Lord  knoweth  them  that  are 
His.'  " 


CHAPTEE    III. 

"  The  gospel  is  God's  message  of  love  and  grace  to  His  unworthy 
ones.  It  is  a  distinct  and  definite  declaration  of  sovereign 
goodness  to  distinct  and  definite  persons,  who  were  fore- 
ordained to  this  glorious  privilege.  Those  who  are  honoured 
by  God  to  be  entrusted  with  so  rich  a  treasure,  have  simply 
to  declare,  proclaim,  or  preach  it,  but  have  no  offers  to 
make,  and  possess  no  power  to  apply  it." 

EABLY  in  the  year  1859,  the  firm  of  Eichard  Evans  &  Co., 
colliery  proprietors,  of  Haydock,  near  St.  Helens,  Lan- 
cashire, applied  to  the  Manchester  City  Mission  for  a 
missionary  to  work  amongst  the  colliers.  In  the  all-wise 
providence  of  God  my  father  was  chosen  for  the  work, 
and  commenced  his  labours  in  February  of  that  year. 

The  Evans  were  a  God-fearing  family,  and  took  a 
great  interest  in  my  father's  visits  among  the  poor,  often 
calling  at  our  home  at  Holly  Bank  or  asking  him  to  visit 
them  at  their  home,  the  Grange,  to  talk  over  his  work. 
A  Bagster  Bible  presented  to  him  by  Miss  Euth  Evans, 
and  now  in  my  possession,  bears  abundant  evidence  of 
the  use  it  was  to  him  in  his  study  of  the  Scriptures. 

It  was  soon  manifest  that  God  had  a  special  work  for 
him  to  do  in  this  place.  His  time  was  spent  chiefly  in 
visiting  the  poor  in  their  cottages,  preaching  in  the  open- 
air,  and  also  in  farm  kitchens  and  cottages. 

As  the  months  went  by,  he  saw  that  God  was  marvel- 
lously blessing  his  labours  in  making  him  the  instrument 
in  bringing  dead  sinners  to  realise  their  union  with  a 
living  Christ.  Looking  back  to  this  time  in  after  years, 
he  says:  "  Haydock  !  the  very  mention  of  the  name  will 
thrill  through  many  a  heart.  Within  its  bounds 
JEHOVAH'S  mercies  and  judgments  have  been  solemnly 
displayed.  Here  the  gospel  of  the  grace  of  God  has 
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been  sounded  forth  for  many  a  long  year,  and  weary 
pilgrims  on  the  way  to  Emmanuel's  glory  land  have 
been  refreshed  and  comforted.  At  certain  times,  appointed 
by  the  Father,  faithful  ministers  of  Christ  visited  the 
scattered  flock  and  dealt  forth  from  a  Spirit-wrought 
experience  God's  precious  truth,  which  was  blessed  to  the 
quickening,  comforting,  and  establishing  of  many  living 
souls. 

"Here  dear  old  John  Kershaw  traced  out  the  evidences 
of  regenerating  grace,  and  spoke  so  well  of  his  Master 
that  anxious  souls  were  encouraged  and  established  in 
the  faith  of  God's  elect.  Here  the  uncompromising 
William  Parks  was  heard  at  times  contending  earnestly 
for  the  faith  once  delivered  to  the  saints.  Here  I 
sojourned  for  seven  years  and  nine  months  declaring  the 
testimony  of  the  Lord  in  weakness,  in  fear,  and  much 
trembling.  Here  the  gospel  of  the  grace  of  God  is  still 
loved  by  a  remnant  reserved  according  to  the  election  of 
grace.  Here,  in  the  Particular  Baptist  Chapel,  Zion's 
mourners  find  spiritual  rest  and  sweet  refreshment." 

It  was  his  custom  to  walk  many  miles  in  his  visits  to 
the  poor,  calling  at  a  cottage  here  and  there  on  his  way  ; 
sometimes,  as  he  passed  a  coal  mine,  stopping  and  talking 
to  the  men  on  the  pit  brow,  or  halting  a  few  minutes  to 
have  a  chat  with  a  man  breaking  stones  at  the  wayside  I 
always  with  the  same  object — that  of  leading  their  minds 
to  eternal  realities,  and  showing  them  that  the  way  of 
salvation  was  through  the  work  of  Christ  alone. 

From  the  commencement  of  his  labours  at  Haydock, 
and  throughout  the  time  of  his  stay  there,  he  usually 
visited  Edge  Green  (a  little  hamlet  about  four  miles 
away)  on  the  Monday  in  each  week,  and  spent  the  greater 
part  of  the  day  visiting  the  people  in  their  cottages, 
reading  and  expounding  to  them  the  gospel  of  the  ever 
blessed  God.  In  one  of  these  cottages  lived  old  Alice 
Banks,  an  account  of  whom  is  here  given  in  his  own  words : 


Labours  amongst  the  Colliers.  25 

"  The  first  time  I  met  this  old  pilgrim  was  in  the 
spring  of  1859.  She  lived  in  an  old  thatched  cottage  in 
Edge  Green  Lane,  into  which  I  was  not  allowed  to  enter. 
On  Good  Friday,  1861,  two  religious  visitors  stopped  at 
the  door  and  enquired  did  Mr.  Bradbury  call  to  see  the 
inmates,  when  the  daughter  replied,  'No,  my  father  will 
not  allow  him  to  call  here  ; '  so  it  was.  Poor  Banks  ! 
as  hardened  a  wretch  against  God's  truth  and  people  as 
ever  existed,  but  devotedly  attached  to  his  parish  church 
and  clergy,  forbade  any  but  these  to  cross  the  threshold 
of  his  house  on  religious  matters. 

"  In  the  spring  of  1862  he  was  seized  with  a  serious 
illness,  which  terminated  his  mortal  life.  Prayers  and 
entreaties  from  the  sorrowing  soul  of  his  wife  besieged 
the  mercy  seat  on  his  behalf.  She  ventured  at  length  to 
ask  him  might  she  send  for  Mr.  Bradbury,  to  her 
astonishment  and  joy  he  consented. 

"  With  a  trembling  heart  I  hastened  to  the  bedside  of 
this  aged  sinner,  while  the  dear  old  woman,  unknown  to 
myself,  crouched  outside  the  chamber  door,  eagerly 
listening  for  some  word  to  fall  from  his  lips  which  she 
might  accept  as  an  evidence  of  the  good  Spirit's  regen- 
erating grace.  I  found  him  very  weak  and  fearfully 
ignorant.  What  could  I  do  ?  The  Lord  knew  best.  He 
inclined  my  heart  to  say  but  little.  Suitable  portions  of 
God's  Word  were  read,  and  a  few  words  of  explanation 
given  at  each  visit.  The  total  depravity  of  the  sinner 
and  salvation  by  grace,  wholly  of  God's  will,  by  the 
doing  and  dying  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  was  stated  to 
him.  Will  the  enmity  of  his  wretched  nature  manifest 
itself  ?  He  lay  in  silence.  Commending  him  to  God  and 
to  the  Word  of  His  grace,  I  continued  my  visits  to  him, 
but  never  heard  a  word  of  spiritual  concern  from  his 
lips. 

"  On  Monday,  June  23rd,  I  found  him  very  low.  The 
Lord  directed  me  to  read  the  xxvth  Psalm.  I  spoke  to 
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him  of  David's  great  sin,  and  of  God's  greater  mercy  in 
revealing  to  him  His  secret ;  His  way  of  punishing  sin, 
and  accepting  the  sinner  in  the  Son  of  His  love.  The 
old  man  was  moved ;  1  enquired,  Do  you  know  of  any- 
thing in  which  you  can  trust  for  the  salvation  of  your 
never-dying  soul?  'I  have  been  a  great  sinner,'  he 
replied,  '  I  am  still  a  great  sinner ;  I  can  see  nothing  but 
sin  in  me.  This  makes  me  afraid  to  die  when  I  think  at 
it.  I  would  trust  in  God,  in  Jesus  Christ.' 

"  He  said  he  wished  he  could  repent  and  pray  as  he 
ought ;  and  when  asked  if  he  would  be  better  prepared 
for  heaven  then,  he  said,  '  No  ;  I  can  see  no  fitness  for 
heaven  but  in  Jesus  Christ.  He  must  do  all  for  me.'  I 
did  not  prolong  the  conversation,  but  read  a  few  verses 
from  the  end  of  Rom.  vii.,  prayed  with  him,  and  left. 

"  On  the  Thursday  following  I  called  again  ;  the  old 
man  was  gone.  If  the  words,  '  I  can  see  no  fitness  but  in 
Christ;  Re  must  do  all,'  were  the  utterance  of  an 
anxious,  longing  soul,  there  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  his 
acceptance  in  the  courts  of  heaven.  '  The  day  will 
declare  it.'  Thankfulness  filled  the  heart  of  dear  old 
Alice  in  witnessing  the  goodness  of  God  leading  her 
husband  to  listen  to  the  message  of  sovereign  love  and 
mercy  to  hell-deserving  sinners.  She  delighted  to  attend 
the  meetings  where  '  the  Word  of  the  truth  of  the  gospel ' 
was  proclaimed.  Many  precious  seasons  I  enjoyed  in  her 
her  company.  She  loved  to  dwell  upon  the  Father's 
electing  love,  the  redemption  work  of  God  the  Son,  and 
the  blessed  Spirit  working  out  that  glorious  redemption 
in  her  every-day  experience.  She  well  understood  the 
true  nature  of  growth  in  grace  as  the  exclusive  work  of 
God  the  ever-blessed  Spirit.  Upon  one  occasion  she  was 
confronted  by  a  pious  Arminian  upon  the  subject.  She 
lamented  her  want  of  faith  in,  and  love  to,  the  God  of 
all  her  mercies.  Her  visitor  said,  '  Ah,  but  you  ought 
to  grow  in  grace.' 
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" '  I  hope  I  do,'  replied  Alice;  '  but  my  growing  is  very 
much  like  the  cow's  tail,  the  longer  it  grows  the  nearer  it 
comes  to  the  ground.' 

"  '  You  do  not  mean  to  say  there  is  no  growing  meet- 
ness  for  heaven,  do  you  ?  ' 

"'But  I  do;  my  rneetness  is  in  Jesus,'  she  quickly 
replied ;  '  the  more  I  know  of  this,  the  worse  I  grow  in 
my  own  eyes  ;  but  Jesus  grows  more  precious.  If  I  do 
not  feel  myself  a  guilty  wretch  to-day,  I  shall  not  prize 
His  precious  blood  much.  If  I  am  never  hungry,  the 
bread  of  life  will  be  of  no  use  to  me.' 

"  Our  weekly  meetings,  held  in  Ambrose's  farm  kitchen, 
situate  not  far  from  old  Alice's  cottage,  were  greatly 
prized  by  her.  At  them  she  received  many  a  lift  by  the 
the  way,  and  enjoyed  much  of  her  Lord's  confirming 
grace.  One  day  as  I  sat  conversing  with  her  in  her 
house,  she  burst  forth  in  the  following  confession  of 
Spirit-wrought  assurance  :  '  Well !  the  Lord  did  bless  us 
the  other  night.  My  heart  was  in  heaven.  Eh,  mon  ! 
I  forgot  this  owd  carcase  altogether ;  sin  was  gone ;  Jesus 
was  precious  ;  there  mightn't  have  been  a  devil.  Well, 
when  Jesus  is  All  in  all  to  our  hearts,  the  devil  is  put  to 
flight.' 

"  During  the  month  of  September,  1862,  the  faithful 
and  uncompromising  William  Parks,  Rector  of  Openshaw, 
Manchester — who  was  much  beloved  by  the  poor  of  the 
flock  in  these  parts — visited  the  neighbourhood,  and 
preached  most  blessedly  in  the  farm  kitchen  from  Mai.  iii. 
16,  17.  He  preached  through  his  tears — tears  of  God's 
own  giving. 

"  Some  time  after  this,  as  we  were  conversing  on  the 
faithfulness  and  clearness  of  Mr.  Parks'  teaching,  she 
said  :  '  I  say  !  I  thought  there  were  no  such  rectors  i'  th' 
Church  now-a-days.  All  that  I  come  across  build  up  and 
pull  down.  It's  in  and  out,  on  and  off,  with  them  ;  but 
this  man  testifies  of  a  perfect  salvation  for  perfect  sinners. 
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I  am  one  of  'em.  Well,  isn't  it  a  mercy  that  we  can 
think  upon  His  name  ?  Yea,  I  can  get  there  when  there's 
nowhere  else  for  me  to  creep  to.' 

"  In  the  autumn  of  1863  I  stepped  into  her  cottage  in 
company  with  a  friend.  We  were  led  to  compare  notes 
on  the  subject  of  temptation  and  the  assaults  experienced 
by  the  children  of  God  at  the  hands  of  the  devil.  My 
friend  said  to  her,  '  I  say,  old  lady,  you  must  be  very 
careful,  for  the  devil  walketh  about  as  a  roaring  lion 
seeking  whom  he  may  devour.'  '  Ay,  ay,  that's  true,' 
replied  Alice,  '  but  what  about  those  whom  he  mayn't 
devour  ?  '  My  friend  laughed  heartily,  being  delighted  at 
finding  himself  in  company  with  one  who  understood  so 
well  the  everlasting  security  of  the  lambs  and  sheep  of 
Christ's  flock. 

"  The  last  time  I  saw  her  was  in  the  month  of  Sep- 
tember, 1868.  She  lay  in  bed ;  a  smile  stole  over  her 
face  as  I  entered  her  chamber.  She  exclaimed,  'Eh, 
dear  !  why  that's  th'  owd  face  again  ;  I  thowt  I  should 
never  see  it  again  before  we  meet  in  glory.' 

"  '  Then  you  do  hope  to  get  there  at  last  ? ' 

"  '  Well,  I  could  hardly  tell  you  sometimes.  If  God 
has  nothing  better  than  this  owd  carcase  to  look  at,  I 
shall  never  get  there.  Don't  you  see  it's  accepted  in  the 
Beloved  I  am — not  in  myself?  Not  on  me,  not  on  me, 
it's  on  Jesus  God  looks,  and  He  sees  me  there.  What  a 
mercy ! ' 

"'Why  you  must  feel  like  a  king's  daughter  in  this 
old  hovel.' 

"'Owd  hovel!  why,  mon,  it's  a  palace  to  me;  you 
mustn't  talk  o'  that  way  about  th'  owd  house.  God 
supplies  all  my  wants  in  it,  and  what  more  can  anybody 
have  ?  ' 

"  I  read  2  Cor.  iv.  15 — v.  9,  and  commented  upon  a 
few  words  of  it,  when  my  knees  bent,  and  my  heart  was 
poured  out  before  the  throne  on  her  behalf.  It  was  a 
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precious,  hallowed  moment ;  the  sweets  of  the  far-off 
land  were  enjoyed ;  Jesus  was  very  nigh.  When  I  arose 
from  my  knees  the  big  tears  stood  in  her  eyes;  she  took 
my  hand  in  hers,  and  said  with  true  heart  feeling : 
4  Good-bye.  God  Almighty  bless  thee,  and  make  thee  a 
blessing  to  His  poor  people  wherever  thou  goest.  We 
may  never  meet  down  here  again  ;  but  we  shall  meet,  I 
believe,  where  no  vile  body  shall  plague  us,  no  sin  will 
torment  us,  and  no  devil  will  tease  us — we  shall  see 
Jesus ;  that's  what  we  want.  Good-bye ;  and  God 
Almighty  bless  thee.' 

"  We  parted  ;  I  never  saw  her  again.  She  gradually 
grew  weaker  and  weaker,  until  the  Lord  graciously  put  a 
period  to  all  her  cares  and  conflicts.  Angels,  ay,  and  the 
angels'  Lord,  were  there  to  convey  her  ransomed  spirit 
to  the  joys  of  Emmanuel's  glory  land.  Her  last  words 
were  :  '  I  want  to  go  home  from  all  this  sin  and  corrup- 
tion. I  do  not  fear,  though  I  am  the  greatest  sinner  that 
ever  breathed.  This  is  my  hope — my  life  is  hid  with 
Christ  in  God,  and  nowt  can  touch  it  there.'  Early  the 
next  morning,  December  19th,  1868,  her  weary  spirit 
rested  in  a  loving  Saviour's  bosom." 

Sunday  morning  and  afternoon  were  usually  spent  by 
my  father  in  the  Sunday  School  when  he  was  not  holding 
services  in  the  open  air ;  and  during  the  whole  of  his 
time  there,  he  superintended  the  school  himself.  He 
taught  the  children  to  search  their  Bibles,  giving  them 
subjects  one  Sunday  to  search  out  for  the  next,  and  often 
the  greater  part  of  the  afternoon  was  spent  by  the 
children  reading  out  and  giving  chapter  and  verse  for  the 
subject  they  had  sought  out.  Often  during  the  summer 
months  he  would  dismiss  the  school  rather  early  and 
walk  over  to  Pemberton,  a  distance  of  nine  miles,  for  the 
purpose  of  preaching  in  the  evening  at  the  Strict  Baptist 
Chapel  there,  arriving  just  in  time  to  have  a  cup  of  tea 
and  go  straight  into  the  pulpit.  He  continued  to  preach 
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at  that  place,  at  intervals,  during  the  greater  part  of  his 
life. 

It  was  during  one  of  his  visits  to  Edge  Green  early  in 
the  year  1859  that  he  first  became  acquainted  with  Sarah 
Hatton,  but  I  will  give  the  account  in  his  own  words  : 

"  I  generally  found  time  during  my  weekly  visit  to 
step  into  the  cleanest  cottage  in  the  vicinity.  Here  lived 
old  Sarah  Hatton.  I  always  felt  interested  in  her 
company ;  there  was  something  so  guileless  and  simple 
about  her  which  won  my  affection  and  esteem.  She  was 
never  ashamed  to  own  and  acknowledge  her  ignorance. 
Invariably  she  paid  marked  respect  to  the  reading  of 
God's  Word,  but  remained  totally  destitute  of  the  know- 
ledge of  that  saving  grace  which  abounds  by  Jesus 
Christ,  the  glorious  Keeper  of  all  spiritual  blessings, 
gifts,  and  privileges  for  His  afflicted,  poor  and  needy 
people.  Yet,  though  she  knew  Him  not,  she  was  well 
known  to  her  covenant  God  and  Father,  who,  in  pure 
electing  love  before  all  worlds,  gave  her  a  place  and  a 
name  in  His  house  better  than  of  sons  and  of  daughters. 
During  the  long  period  of  eighty-six  years  she  lived  and 
knew  not  Jesus  but  in  name.  To  hear  of  her  total  de- 
pravity and  utter  helplessness  was  indeed  news  to  her ;  but 
to  be  stripped  of  every  rag  of  her  own  fancied  righteousness 
was  painful  in  the  extreme.  How  could  it  be  otherwise  ? 
Her  character  was  highly  moral,  and  though  poor,  she 
was  greatly  respected  by  all  who  knew  her.  She  was 
not  what  the  world  or  deluded  Pharisees  would  call  a 
sinner ;  and  now  to  be  told  that  her  righteousnesses  were 
as  filthy  rags  perfectly  overwhelmed  her.  Many  times, 
when  I  left  the  house,  she  expressed  a  hope  that  I  might 
never  call  to  see  her  again.  But  God's  all-wise  pre-deter- 
mination  could  not  be  frustrated.  This  jewel  in  the 
rough  must  be  polished,  however  painful  the  process. 

"  '  The  people  of  JEHOVAH'S  choice 
Are  registered  on  high, 
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And  they  shall  hear  His  sovereign  voice, 
And  by  His  grace  draw  nigh. 

Far  off,  depraved,  and  prone  to  stray, 

But  they  shall  surely  come  ; 
For  covenant  love  marks  out  the  way, 

And  brings  the  outcasts  home.' 

"  The  time  due  for  JEHOVAH  the  Spirit  to  reveal  a 
precious  Christ  in  her  at  length  arrived.  I  well  remember 
visiting  her  in  the  afternoon  of  Thursday,  July  28th, 
1859  ;  more  than  ordinary  interest  was  manifested  by 
her ;  half  smilingly,  but  with  an  expression  of  bewilder- 
ment in  her  countenance,  she  received  me.  I  had 
scarcely  entered  the  house  when  she  said,  '  You  have 
come  to  see  us  once  more.  You  will  make  a  prayer  for 
me  ?  '  These  words  she  repeated  three  or  four  times. 
Having  taken  a  seat,  I  drew  my  Bible  from  my  pocket, 
when  she  made  as  though  she  would  have  knelt  down. 
I  asked  her  to  sit  still.  '  Are  you  not  going  to  pray  for 
me  ?'  she  asked,  apparently  greatly  surprised. 

"  '  N^o,'  I  answered,  '  we  will  see  first  what  God  may 
say  to  us  in  His  Word,  and  then  perhaps  we  shall  be  in 
a  better  state  of  mind  to  pray  to  Him.'  I  opened  my 
Bible,  when  my  mind  was  directed  to  the  xxiiird  Psalrn, 
which  I  read  for  her.  When  1  had  finished  reading,  I 
said,  '  David  was  one  of  those  who  could  say,  "  We  are 
His  people,  and  the  sheep  of  His  pasture."  What  a 
mercy  it  must  be  to  know  that  we  are  His  sheep,  and  He 
our  Shepherd  !  ' 

"  '  Eh,  mester  !  I  wish  I  was  fit  for  that.' 

"  '  Fit !    What  do  you  mean  by  being  fit  ?  '  I  asked. 

"  '  Why,'  she  answered  with  some  little  hesitation,  '  I 
am  not  good  enough  yet.' 

"  '  Good  enough  you  never  will  be  ;  bad  enough  you 
may  be.' 

"  '  Mester,  you  frighten  me.' 

"  '  If  God's  truth  frightens  you,'  I  replied,  '  I  can 
assure  you  I  am  not  sorry.' 
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"  '  If  I  am  not  to  make  myself  better,  how  is  it  then?' 
she  inquired,  trembling  in  every  limb. 

"  I  answered,  '  Let  us  see  what  God's  Word  says. 
David  expresses  his  experience  in  these  things  thus — "  I 
have  gone  astray  like  a  lost  sheep  ;  seek  Thy  servant." 
Isaiah  says,  "  All  we  like  sheep  have  gone  astray."  Peter 
says,  "  Ye  were  as  sheep  going  astray."  Now  when  a 
sheep  goes  astray,  can  it  find  its  way  back  ? ' 

"  '  No,  that  it  cannot ;  for  there's  nothing  so  silly  as  a 
sheep,'  she  answered. 

"  '  Well,  then,  do  you  not  see  that  each  of  Christ's 
sheep  have  this  mark  upon  them — they  have  gone  astray  ? 
The  Lord  Himself  says,  "  My  people  have  been  lost 
sheep!"  How  often  have  we  confessed  with  our  lips, 
"  We  have  erred,  and  strayed  from  Thy  ways  like  lost 
sheep.  We  have  followed  too  much  the  devices  and 
desires  of  our  own  hearts.  We  have  offended  against 
Thy  holy  laws.  We  have  left  undone  those  things 
which  we  ought  to  have  done  ;  and  we  have  done  those 
things  which  we  ought  not  to  have  done  ;  and  there  is 
no  health  in  us."  Now,  then,  do  you  believe  this  is  all 
true  concerning  YOU  ?  ' 

"  '  Mester,  you  make  me  tremble  ! ' 

"  '  Trembling  at  God's  Word  is  a  blessed  evidence  of 
being  one  of  Christ's  sheep.' 

" '  Eh,  mester,  I  am  a  great  sinner  !  ' 

"  '  Jesus  Christ  came  into  the  world  to  save  such.  He 
says,  "  I  am  not  come  to  call  the  righteous,  but  sinners 
to  repentance  !  " 

"  The  poor  old  woman  was  silent.  Her  soul  was 
troubled  within  her  ;  tears  burst  from  her  eyes,  and  ran 
copiously  down  her  furrowed  cheeks.  I  continued :  '  I 
am  glad  to  hear  you  own  that  you  are  a  great  sinner.  To 
feel  the  burden  of  sin  and  hate  it  can  only  be  produced 
by  the  Holy  Spirit  of  God.  It  is  His  to  convince  of  sin. 
By  nature  we  can  do  nothing  but  sin.' 
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" '  If  that's  it,  what  must  I  do  then  ?  ' 

"  '  Nothing,'  was  my  reply. 

"  With  earnest  anxiety  pictured  in  her  face,  she 
exclaimed,  '  Then  my  poor  soul  must  be  lost  for  ever. 
Mus'n't  I  pray  ?  ' 

"'If  you  are  truly  anxious  after  your  soul's  welfare, 
you  cannot  help  praying  ;  can  you  ?  ' 

" '  No  !  I  do  pray.    But  you  know  I  am  very  ignorant/ 

"  '  Well,  my  dear  old  friend,  do  not  think  me  merely 
inquisitive  when  I  ask  you,  What  kind  of  prayers  do  you 
offer  to  God  ?  ' 

"For  a  moment  or  so  she  hesitated,  and  then  exclaimed, 
'Why,  "Our  Father,"  th'  "I  Belief,"  and  the  "Ten 
Commandments. ' ' 

"  I  could  scarcely  suppress  a  smile,  but  remembering 
that  I  might  be  dealing  with  one  of  the  lambs  of  Christ's 
flock,  I  observed,  '  Why,  you  read  your  own  death 
warrant,  and  call  that  praying  !  ' 

"  '  My  own  death  warrant !  '  she  exclaimed  ;  '  I  do  not 
understand  you.  How  do  you  make  that  out  ?  ' 

" '  The  Ten  Commandments  form  God's  holy  law  which 
is  binding  upon  you  and  me.  It  says :  "  Obey  Me  per- 
fectly ;  love  Me  above  everything,  or  you  are  lost  if  you 
fail  in  the  least." 

"  '  Eh  dear !  but  that's  hard  !  ' 

"  '  Ay,  you  may  be  sure  of  that.  It  is  hard,  indeed, 
when  we  find  that  we  have  broken  and  disobeyed  it  in 
every  part.' 

"  'Then  we're  all  lost?' 

"  '  If  you  and  I  know  that  we  are  among  the  favoured 
number ;  "  For  the  Son  of  Man  came  to  seek  and  to 
save  that  which  is  lost."  Jesus  says,  "  I  am  not  sent 
but  to  the  lost  sheep  of  the  house  of  Israel."  He  invites 
all  such  to  confide  or  trust  in  Him.' 

"  '  Then  I've  been  making  a  mistake  all  the  days  of  my 
life !  I  always  thought  I  should  make  myself  better  by 
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praying  and  doing  good  things,  and  then  the  Lord  would 
save  me !  ' 

"  '  Ay,  ay,  and  you  are  not  alone  there.  But  God's 
ways  are  not  as  our  ways ;  we  do  good  to  those  who  are 
kindly  disposed  toward  us,  but  God  does  good  to  those 
who  have  done  nothing  but  sin  against  Him.  Oh  !  how 
sweet  is  the  Shepherd's  voice  to  such,  "  Come  unto  Me, 
all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give 
you  rest."  And  then  He  says,  "All  that  the  Father 
giveth  Me  shall  come  to  Me  ;  and  him  that  corneth  unto 
Me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out." 

"  '  Eh  dear,  mester  !  how  different  it  all  seems  now!  I 
feel  I  could  trust  such  a  good  Shepherd  for  everything. 
I  didn't  see  that  I  was  altogether  lost  before.  I  feel  He 
has  found  me,  a  poor  lost  sheep.  You  will  pray  with  me 
now,  won't  you?' 

"  Poor  dear  old  creature,  how  her  tears  of  joy  and 
gratitude  fell  on  her  lap  as  she  ran  over  these  last  words, 
forcibly  reminding  me  of  the  word  of  the  Lord  by 
Jeremiah,  '  They  shall  come  with  weeping,  and  with 
supplications  will  I  lead  them.' 

"  At  her  request  we  knelt  before  our  Father's  throne 
to  ask  His  blessing  on  the  reading  of  His  Word  and  the 
conversation  we  had  held  together.  I  felt  my  soul  drawn 
out  to  God  for  her.  Her  subsequent  history  (short  as  it 
was)  proved  that  our  prayers  were  registered  in  heaven. 
I  left,  promising  to  call  and  see  her  whenever  I  visited 
the  Green. 

"  Many  were  the  precious  seasons  I  had  the  privilege 
to  enjoy  in  her  company  ;  Jesus'  person,  love,  blood,  and 
righteousness  became  more  endeared  to  me  through  the 
artless  confidence  manifested  by  this  dear  old  saint.  I 
never  met  with  one  of  a  more  teachable  disposition.  She 
continued  to  the  last  as  a  little  child  desiring  the  sincere 
milk  of  the  Word.  The  day  the  summons  descended 
from  heaven  for  her  departure  '  from  these  lower  scenes 
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of  night,'  she  called  her  daughter  Hannah  to  her  bedside, 
and  faintly  whispered,  '  Precious  Jesus  !  blessed  Jesus  !  ' 
Then,  in  a  louder  tone,  she  cried,  '"0  death  !  where  is 
thy  sting?  0  grave!  where  is  thy  victory?"'  And 
when  she  had  said  this,  she  fell  asleep." 


CHAPTER    IV. 

"  The  love  of  the  Father  is  great  as  it  shines  forth  in  our 
election.  The  love  of  the  Son  is  wonderful  as  it  is  revealed 
in  sin-bearing  and  enduring  the  judgment  due  to  the  sins  of 
God's  elect.  But  the  love  of  the  Spirit  is  marvellous,  when 
we  think  of  His  dwelling  in  such  vile  sinners  as  we  know 
ourselves  to  be." 

FREQUENTLY  during  my  father's  stay  at  Haydock  other 
members  of  the  Manchester  City  Mission,  whose  teaching 
was  in  accordance  with  his  own,  would  spend  a  few  days 
with  him.  On  these  occasions  they  would  visit  together 
the  houses  of  the  poor  and  afflicted  members  of  the  one 
body,  to  whom  it  was  my  father's  delight  to  minister  in 
holy  things.  The  friendship  and  sympathy  of  these 
gracious  men  was  very  encouraging  and  confirming  to 
my  father  in  his  work  and  labour  of  love.  His  discourage- 
ments were  numerous,  as  he  experienced  much  opposition 
from  many  who  made  a  profession  of  religion.  Man's 
inability  and  God's  sovereignty  were  truths  too  humbling 
for  them.  The  declaration  that  man  could  do  nothing  in 
the  matter  of  his  own  salvation  roused  the  offended 
dignity  of  these  opposers  of  God's  righteousness.  Several 
who  at  first  attended  his  meeting  very  soon  absented 
themselves,  but  only  to  deride  the  doctrines  of  dis- 
tinguishing grace. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  accounts  of  the  dear  old  pil- 
grims at  Haydock  will  not  weary  the  reader ;  but  a  record 
of  my  father's  work  in  and  around  Haydock  would  not 
be  complete  without  them.  The  Lord  signally  blessed 
him  and  honoured  him  above  many  in  making  him  a 
faithful  minister  of  the  Word,  in  blessing  the  reading  and 
expounding  of  the  holy  Scriptures  in  his  daily  house  to 
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house  visitations,  cottage  meetings,  and  services  in  the 
farm  kitchen  belonging  to  the  Ambroses,  at  Edge  Green. 

The  first  summer  of  his  work  here  was  full  of  incident, 
and  another  interesting  account  is  here  given  : 

"  On  Sunday,  July  24th,  I  was  directed  to  a  cluster  of 
houses  called  North  Boston,  in  the  township  of  Haydock. 
Groups  of  men  idled  away  their  time  during  the  whole  of 
those  precious  days  which  God  had  given  to  His  Church 
for  hallowed  intercourse  and  communion  with  Himself. 
I  was  moved  to  visit  that  part  and  drop  a  word  of 
warning,  speaking  as  opportunity  served  to  those  careless 
ones — those  home  heathen,  'the  unsearchable  riches  of 
Christ.'  During  the  forenoon,  while  I  was  thus  occupied, 
two  women  called  at  my  house  and  left  a  request  with  my 
wife  that  I  would  go  and  see  a  woman  who  was  given  up 
to  despair. 

"  In  the  afternoon,  according  to  an  appointment  I  had 
made  in  the  morning,  an  open-air  meeting  was  held  in 
the  lane,  when  I  was  enabled  to  deliver  my  Master's 
message.  After  the  meeting  was  over,  I  set  off  to  see 
this  strange  woman.  When  I  arrived  at  the  house,  I 
found  the  women  had  not  exaggerated  her  case.  The 
poor  creature  was  upstairs  moaning  piteously  ;  hearing 
me  in  the  house,  she  descended.  As  she  came  near,  her 
low,  plaintive  wail  of  '  I  am  lost  ! '  produced  a  very 
solemn  impression  upon  my  mind.  When  she  appeared, 
what  a  sight  met  my  gaze !  A  perfect  picture  of  misery 
and  wretchedness,  she  cried  out,  '  Oh,  1  am  so  glad  you 
have  come  ! ' 

"  I  took  my  seat  beside  her  and  said,  '  Well,  my  dear 
woman,  why  have  you  sent  for  me  ? ' 

"  She  wrung  her  hands  in  bitter  anguish  and  exclaimed, 
with  a  pungency  which  made  my  very  flesh  creep,  '  Oh 
dear  !  oh  dear  !  I  am  a  lost  woman  !  I  am  damned ! 
The  devil  has  me  now  ! ' 

"Seeing  the  poor  woman  in   such  a  condition  I  felt 
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bewildered ;  I  was  a  fool  indeed.  From  a  sense  of  rny 
perfect  incompetency  to  deal  with  this  poor  creature's 
case,  and  knowing  that 

4  None  but  Jesus, 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good,' 

I  cried  inwardly,  '  Lord,  who  is  sufficient  for  these 
things  ?  Speak  to  the  heart  of  this  poor  sinner.  Enable 
me  to  show  this  transgressor  Thy  way,  that  she  may  be 
converted  unto  Thee.'  In  the  strength  of  that  sufficiency 
which  is  of  God,  I  stammered  out,  '  Well,  my  dear 
woman,  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it.' 

"  Poor  soul,  she  was  quite  shocked,  and  completely 
overcome  with  astonishment.  At  length  she  said,  '  Well, 
that's  a  settler.  The  parson  was  here  this  week ;  he  told 
me  to  pray.  I  told  him  I  couldn't,  and  he  said  I  was  a 
very  wicked  woman.  I  screamed  out,  and  told  him  I 
knew  that  a  great  deal  better  than  he  could  tell  me.  He 
could  make  nothing  of  me  and  he  left.  Then  some 
Methodys  came,  and  they  gave  me  more  to  do  than  I  was 
able  and,  I  think,  much  more  than  they  could  do  properly. 
They  left  me  a  great  deal  worse  in  my  mind  than  they 
found  me.  But  this  bangs  all.  You  are  very  glad  to  see 
me  in  this  state,  are  you  ?  ' 

" '  I  am  very  glad  whenever  I  hear  a  poor  sinner,  like 
myself,  coming  to  a  just  sense  of  her  true  character  before 
God,'  I  answered. 

"  '  What  do  you  mean  ?  '   she  anxiously  enquired. 

"  '  I  mean  that  you  and  I,  and  every  other  sinner  by 
nature,  are  lost,  ruined,  and  under  the  curse.  The  devil 
leads  us  all  captive  at  his  will,  and  until  God  the  Holy 
Ghost  opens  our  eyes  and  convinces  us  of  our  sinful 
state  we  are  the  children  of  wrath  ;  we  are  not  only  led 
captive,  but  we  are  the  devil's  willing  captives.' 

"  '  Well,  well !  '  she  exclaimed,  '  that  is  true,  for  I  have 
been  his  willing  captive  long  enough.' 

"  '  Then  you  are  not  his  captive  willingly  now  ?  ' 
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"  '  No,  I  am  not,'  she  replied  ;  '  but  there  is  no  mercy 
for  me.' 

"  '  Who  told  you  that  ?  ' 

"  With  some  little  hesitancy  she  answered,  '  Why,  my 
conscience — my  heart.' 

"  '  But  God  tells  us,  "  That  every  imagination  of  the 
thoughts  of  the  heart  are  only  evil  continually." 

"  '  Well,  well,'  she  cried,  '  I  cannot  get  it  out  of  my 
head  that  I  am  lost.  There's  no  mercy  for  me.' 

"  '  For  you  to  say  you  are  lost  is  perfectly  right.  You 
can  find  something  about  that  in  God's  Word,  but  you 
cannot  find  there  is  no  mercy  for  you.  On  the  contrary 
we  read,  "  The  Son  of  man  is  come  to  seek  and  to  save 
that  which  was  lost."  Would  you  allow  me  to  ask,  Is 
there  anything  particular  which  has  caused  you  all  this 
trouble  ?  ' 

"  '  It's  because  I  feel  I  am  a  sinner — a  great  sinner,  a 
lost  sinner  !  '  she  replied. 

"  '  But  is  it  some  particular  sin  you  have  committed  ?  ' 
I  inquired.  Here  her  countenance  indicated  deep  mental 
anxiety. 

"  She  replied,  '  Eh,  mester  !  it's  because  I  have  sinned 
against  God  and  nobody  else,  and  He  knows  all  about  it.' 

"  '  David,  the  man  after  God's  own  heart,  was  like 
you,  for  he  says,  "If  Thou,  Lord,  shouldst  mark  iniquity, 
O  Lord,  who  shall  stand?  Against  Thee,  Thee  only, 
have  I  sinned,  and  done  this  evil  in  Thy  sight."  He  felt 
as  you  do,  that  left  to  himself  he  could  not  stand  before 
God.' 

"  At  this  part  of  our  conversation  I  endeavoured  to 
point  out  to  her  the  nature  and  design  of  the  obedience 
and  sacrifice  of  Christ.  From  the  Psalms  I  set  before 
her  Jesus'  righteousness  as  David's  only  hope  and  con- 
fidence. She  listened  with  breathless  suspense  and 
anxiety,  and  at  length  said :  '  Well,  that's  something 
better  ;  but  oh  !  I  wish  I  was  alright !  ' 


40  Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

"  '  Jesus  says,  "  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn,  for  they 
shall  be  comforted." 

"  '  Blessed  !  comforted  !  what  with  ?  '  she  asked. 

'"With  the  blessed  assurance  of  His  own  Word,  which 
says,  "  Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy 
laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest."  Blessed  and  comforted 
with  all  spiritual  blessings  in  heavenly  places  in  Christ.' 

" '  And  can  a  poor  sinner  like  me  enjoy  such  blessings 
as  these  ?  '  was  her  prompt  enquiry. 

"  '  Yes,'  I  answered  ;  '  none  but  sinners  do  enjoy  them. 

"  Raise  thy  downcast  eyes  and  see 

Numbers  do  His  throne  surround  ; 
These  were  sinners  once  like  thee, 
But  have  full  salvation  found." 

Salvation,  because  Jesus,  His  own  self,  bare  their  sins  in 
His  own  body  on  the  tree,  that  they  being  dead  to  sins, 
should  live  unto  righteousness ;  by  whose  stripes  they 
were  healed.' 

"  '  But  how  is  it  that  His  stripes  can  heal  us  ?  ' 

"  '  How  is  it  that  the  husband  can,  and  does,  pay  the 
wife's  debt  ?  '  I  asked  her  in  reply. 

"  '  And  is  it  in  that  way  He  does  it  ? ' 

"  '  It  is,  my  poor  woman.  As  the  Husband,  Friend, 
and  Surety  of  His  Church,  which  is  composed  of  a 
countless  multitude  of  sinners,  Jesus  stood  in  their  room 
and  stead  ;  He  paid  all  their  debts — that  is  to  say,  He 
endured  all  the  wrath  and  suffering  which  they  deserved ; 
He  obeyed  all  the  commands  and  precepts  of  the  law  for 
them,  thus  arching  over  the  great  gulf  sin  had  made 
between  them  and  an  all  holy  God.  It  is  here  the  believing 
sinner  meets  with  God  on  friendly  terms.' 

"  After  a  little  further  conversation  I  left,  commending 
her  to  God  and  to  the  Word  of  His  grace. 

"  The  Thursday  following  I  called  to  see  her  again. 
She  gave  me  a  hearty  welcome,  and  appeared  more 
composed  than  she  was  when  I  left  her  on  Sunday. 
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After  reading  and  conversing  with  her  a  short  time,  she 
said  :  '  I  cannot  think  that  God  will  forgive  me,  I  arn  too 
great  a  sinner.' 

"  '  Why  do  you  think  so  ? '  I  asked. 

"  '  Well,  mester,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  one  day,  when 
something  happened  i'  th'  house  that  I  didn't  like,  I 
cursed  God  for  letting  it  be  so  ;  and  I  feel  sure  He  will 
never  have  mercy  on  such  a  guilty  wretch.' 

"  'Hold,  hold  a  little!'  said  I,  'you  are  sadly  mistaken, 
I  think.  Don't  you  remember  the  Apostle  Paul?  He 
says,  "  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord  putting  me  into  the 
ministry,  who  was  before  a  blasphemer,  and  a  persecutor, 
and  injurious,  but  I  obtained  mercy." 

'"  Ay,  for  sure  he  says  he  was  as  bad  as  I  am  in  that 
respect ;  but  there  never  was  as  great  a  sinner  lived  in 
this  world  as  me  ! ' 

"  '  Well,  well,'  said  I,  smiling,  '  Paul  and  you  might 
be  brother  and  sister.  See  what  he  says  in  stating  the 
blessed  truths  of  pardoning  mercy :  "  This  is  a  faithful 
saying,  and  worthy  of  all  acceptation,  that  Jesus  Christ 
came  into  the  world  to  save  sinners;  of  whom  I  am  chief." 
Now,  then,  what  poor  sinners,  with  Paul's  case  before 
them,  can  question  the  love  and  power  of  Jesus  to  save  ? ' 

"'No,  my  word,'  she  replied,  'there  is  no  mistake 
about  it,  I  see  ;  there  is  no  occasion  for  me  to  doubt  any 
longer.  He  says  He  is  able  and  willing  to  save  me;  and 
oh !  how  I  feel  myself  drawn  to  such  a  Saviour  !  ' 

" '  May  you  ever  feel  drawn  to  Him.  He  is  a  complete 
and  perfect  Saviour  ;  He  loves  sinners,  saves  them,  keeps 
them,  and  does  them  eternal  good.' 

"'  Eh  dear!'  she  ejaculated,  'I  wish  I  could  do  nothing 
but  love  and  serve  Him ;  for  it  has  comforted  me  to  hear 
of  what  He  has  done  for  poor  sinners  like  me.' 

"  'And  hearing  of  what  He  has  done  for  poor  sinners, 
you  feel  you  can  trust  the  well-being  of  your  never-dying 
soul  in  His  hands,  and  to  none  other  ?  '  I  asked. 
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"  '  Ay,  He  is  able  to  save/  was  her  reply  ;  '  that's  His 
work ;  and  as  you  have  shown  from  His  own  Word,  He 
finished  His  work,  and  God  is  satisfied  with  Him  ;  and 
why  shouldn't  I  ?  God  knows  I'm  satisfied.' 

"  We  now  knelt  at  the  throne  of  grace  to  ask  the 
blessing  of  our  covenant  God  on  this,  which  was 
evidently  His  own  good  work  begun ;  and  truly  our 
fellowship  was  with  the  Father  and  with  His  Son  Jesus 
Christ,  by  the  grace  and  operation  of  God  the  ever- 
blessed  Spirit." 

In  my  father's  visits  among  the  poor,  he  came  across 
a  dear  old  man  named  John  Turton.  Entering  a 
thatched  cottage  in  Old  Boston,  Hay  dock,  one  Sunday 
forenoon  to  see  a  poor  afflicted  man,  he  found  old  John 
sitting  by  the  bedside  reading  to  him  from  God's  Word. 
"  After  this,"  my  father  says,  "  I  oftentimes  came  across 
this  dear  old  man  as  he  was  busily  engaged  in  his  daily 
occupation  about  the  fields.  A  few  words  of  precious 
truth  always  passed  between  us.  One  remarkable  feature 
I  noticed  in  him  was,  he  would  invariably  converse  in 
the  exact  language  of  God's  own  Book.  Little  did  I 
imagine  on  these  occasions  that  such  an  interesting  and 
affectionate  bond  of  union  would  be  formed  by  the  special 
grace  and  discriminating  mercy  of  Israel's  covenant  God, 
as  that  which  now  exists  between  the  members  of  old 
John's  family  and  myself  in  a  precious  Christ." 

Old  John's  wife,  dear  old  Ellen,  was  a  sweet,  gracious 
woman,  and  referring  to  their  union  my  father  says,  "  A 
happier  or  more  suitable  match  heaven  never  made." 
They  had  five  children — three  sons  and  two  daughters — 
to  whom  it  was  their  father's  delight,  after  his  day's  hard 
toil  was  over,  to  read  the  records  of  redeeming  mercy 
from  the  Book  of  books. 

Continuing  the  narrative,  my  father  says  :  "  The  lads 
were  sent  to  work  in  the  coal  mines  of  the  place,  where 
they  fell  into  bad  company.  Wild,  rude,  and  reckless 
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they  were,  to  the  grief  of  poor  old  John  and  Ellen.     In 
this  state  they  continued  for  some  time,  but — 

'  Glory  to  God.  they  ne'er  could  rove 
Beyond  the  limits  of  His  love  ; 
Fenced  with  JEHOVAH'S  shalls  and  wills, 
Firm  as  the  everlasting  hills.' 

"  John,  the  eldest  son,  was  the  first  I  noticed  to  shew 
signs  of  spiritual  and  eternal  life.  He  came  now  and 
then  to  the  cottage  meetings  in  the  lane,  at  first  sitting 
outside  the  back  door  to  listen.  At  length,  the  sheer 
force  of  God's  truth  drew  him  inside,  where  he  manifested 
a  deep  interest  in  the  truths  he  heard.  The  pleasures  of 
sin  had  firm  hold  upon  him,  and  for  a  time  he  was  lost 
sight  of.  But  how  precious  is  the  truth,  '  He  which  hath 
begun  a  good  work  in  you  will  perform  it  until  the  day 
of  Jesus  Christ.'  He  who  has  said,  '  I  will  work,  and 
who  shall  let  it? '  stirred  up  John  once  more  in  his  nest. 
Heartily  concerned  about  his  never-dying  soul,  he  found 
no  peace,  no  rest,  no  quiet  for  his  wounded  conscience. 
The  flesh  was  weak,  but  JEHOVAH-JESUS  was  greater 
than  them  all.  A  precious  sight  of  Calvary's  bleeding 
Lamb  removed  all  burdens ;  where  iniquities  prevailed, 
peace,  through  the  blood  of  the  cross,  was  richly  enjoyed. 
On  the  resurrection  side  of  the  cross  he  saw  the  fading 
of  all  earth's  joys  and  beauties,  and  though  temptation's 
furnace  oft  was  hot  and  his  poor  flesh  was  weak,  yet  a 
precious  Jesus  nigh  at  hand  with  His  almighty  grace 
both  strengthened  and  supported  him.  Poor  John  !  nay, 
rich,  happy  John,  oft  have  I  envied  thee  thy  sweet 
simplicity. 

"  How  the  call  and  regeneration  of  this  poor  wanderer 
must  have  gladdened  the  hearts  of  old  John  and  Ellen  ! 
but  greater  blessings  were  yet  in  store  for  them.  Mary 
Ann,  the  eldest  daughter,  was  always  of  a  quiet  dis- 
position;  but  James,  the  second  son,  was  a  grief  to  the 
family.  Were  I  asked  to  describe  them  in  two  words,  I 


44  Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

should  say,  Piety  and  Profligacy.  Evil  associations  had 
weaned  James'  mind  from  the  joys  and  pleasure  of  the 
old  hearthstone.  Many  were  the  riotous  scenes  he  took 
part  in,  and  oftentimes  the  midnight  revel  resounded 
with  his  noisy  glee.  Poor  old  Ellen !  often  from  thy 
aching  and  almost  broken  heart  have  sighs  most  sorrow- 
ful ascended  to  thy  Father  in  heaven  on  behalf  of  thy 
wayward  son.  He  heard  thy  groaning ;  He  remembered 
His  covenant;  He  looked  upon  the  children  ;  He  had 
respect  unto  them  ;  He  whose  delights  were  with  the 
elect  sons  of  men  before  the  daystar  knew  its  place, 
forgets  them  not  when  sunk  in  sin  and  shame. 

"  The  time  for  the  manifestation  of  the  promise  of 
eternal  life  in  Christ  Jesus  to  Mary  Ann  and  James  had 
arrived.  Through  conversation  and  association  with  a 
neighbour,  who  loved  the  truths  of  JEHOVAH'S  sovereign 
and  distinguishing  grace  and  who  seized  every  opportunity 
to  sit  under  the  sound  of  God's  gospel,  they  were  led  to 
our  Sunday  evening  meeting,  held  in  the  cottage  of  dear 
old  Jemmy  Atherton,  near  the  Old  Fold.  The  night  they 
first  appeared  will  ever  be  remembered  by  them.  The 
portion  of  His  Word  which  the  Lord  the  Spirit  laid  upon 
the  preacher's  heart  to  speak  from  was  Solomon's  Song 
iii.  1 — 4.  The  voice  of  the  heavenly  Bridegroom  was 
heard  by  those  two  anxious  ones,  who  were  evidently 
inquiring  their  way  to  Zion  with  their  faces  thitherward. 
The  piety  of  the  one,  and  the  profligacy  of  the  other, 
met  with  its  death-blow.  Many  are  the  precious  epistles 
I  have  received  from  them,  which  are  written  in  '  the 
language  of  Canaan.' 

"The  following  are  extracts  from  two  of  them.     Mary 

Ann  writes: 

4 

" '  My  dearest  Friend  in  the  faith  and  fear  of  a  precious 
and  compassionate  Jesus, — Your  very  kind  and  edifying 
epistle  came  in  due  time.  Blessed  be  the  name  of  our 
covenant  God,  who  gave  me  to  feel  a  saving  interest  in 
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the  truths  you   state  so  fully.       It  is  a  refreshing  feast 
to  my  hungering  and  thirsting  soul. 

" '  What  joy  springs  up  in  my  poor  heart  when  I  look 
back  and  trace  the  free  and  unmerited  favour  of  a 
covenant  God,  in  bringing  me  out  of  that  wretched  place, 
and  leading  me  to  Jesus,  "  the  true  and  living  Way." 
How  sweet  the  consciousness  that  He  put  away  my  sin 
by  the  sacrifice  of  Himself  !  Yes,  often  has  both  joy  and 
peace  abounded  when  I  heard  you  speak  of  His  dying 
love  for  His  Church,  a  people  chosen  in  Him  ;  of  His 
pardoning  blood  and  justifying  righteousness,  and  of  His 
rising  power  over  death,  hell,  and  sin.  Thus  being 
enabled  to  see  that  help  had  been  laid  upon  One  that  is 
mighty,  legality  received  a  fatal  blow,  and  I  was  given  to 
enjoy  a  sweet  liberty,  believing  that  Christ  had  made  me 
free.' 

"  The  following  is  from  James  : 

"  'I  hope  you  will  receive  these  few  lines  with  affection, 
for  I  feel  my  heart  glow  toward  you  with  love  and 
gratitude.  I  cannot  but  think  of  the  time  when  your  feet 
brought  salvation  to  me,  a  poor  unworthy  creature,  when 
you  published  peace,  and  it  flowed  into  my  soul  like  a 
river.  Ah,  I  found  "Him  whom  my  soul  loveth " 
(Song  iii.  1 — 4).  .  .  . 

"  '  I  can  never  forget  the  time  when  you  took  me,  as  it 
were,  by  the  hand,  and  led  me  to  see  that  dear  Lamb 
whose  precious  blood  has  washed  all  His  people's  sins 
away,  and  in  His  righteousness  I  can  only  trust.' 

"  Are  not  these  precious  indications  of  dear  old  John's 
desires  being  fulfilled  ? 

"  One  son,  the  youngest,  was  still  a  pain  and  grief  to 
the  dear  old  folk.  William,  still  heedless  to  all  entreaties 
on  his  mother's  part,  clung  to  his  ungodly  associates. 
Many  times  did  old  Ellen  beg  of  me  to  speak  to  him 
and  try  to  persuade  him  from  his  evil  ways.  I  remember 
one  day  she  followed  me  out  of  the  old  cottage  and  said, 
with  anxiety  pictured  upon  her  face,  '  Mr.  Bradbury,  do 
speak  a  word  to  our  Will ;  he  is  living  in  such  a  state. 
You  know  a  word  might  be  blessed  to  him.' 
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"  I  hesitated,  and  at  length  said,  'No,  I  will  not  speak 
a  word  to  him.' 

"  With  surprise  she  exclaimed,  '  What !  Then  must 
my  lad  be  lost  ?  ' 

"'No,  no!  Your  lad  will  not  be  lost.  I  believe  God 
has  designs  of  mercy  toward  him.  Do  not  be  too  hard 
upon  poor  Will.  I  shall  continue  to  call,  and  as  we  read 
God's  Word  and  converse  upon  the  precious  truths  we 
know,  no  doubt  he  will  be  drawn  into  conversation,  and 
"  Who  can  tell  ? "  May  the  Lord  send  home  His 
precious  truth  to  poor  Will's  heart.' 

"  '  Amen ! '  was  the  hearty  response  from  the  depths 
of  the  dear  old  woman's  anxious  spirit. 

"  Often  were  our  prayers  heard  at  the  Throne  of 
Grace  for  the  stray  one.  In  the  evenings,  round  the 
bright  fire  in  the  old  nook,  we  sat  and  read  the  blessed 
Book,  and  truly  we  may  say,  '  Did  not  our  heart  burn 
within  us '  while  a  precious  Jesus  blessed  us  with  His 
presence  and  opened  to  us  the  Scriptures  ?  One  grand 
truth  was  always  kept  prominently  before  us — the  exalted 
position  of  sinners  who,  by  the  distinguishing  grace  of 
JEHOVAH,  are  brought  into  living  experimental  union 
with  Jesus,  and  the  spiritual  blessings  they  enjoy  in,  by, 
and  through  Him.  As  these  Christ-exalting  and  sinner- 
humbling  truths  were  meditated  upon,  our  hearts  often- 
times burned  with  the  fire  of  Divine  love,  while  our  faces 
glistened  with  tears  of  God's  own  giving,  indicating  the 
state  of  the  soul  within.  This  contrasted  greatly  with 
Will's  anxious  and  careworn  face.  The  Word  of  God, 
by  His  blessed  Spirit,  was  doing  its  work.  The  heart 
was  touched,  and  out  of  its  fulness  Will  began  to  speak. 
At  the  feet  of  Jesus  he  was  found,  a  poor  suppliant  suing 
for  mercy.  Mercy,  free,  full,  and  bpunteous,  was  granted 
to  him.  One  day  in  the  first  week  of  September,  1806, 
dear  old  Ellen's  ears  and  heart  were  delighted  with  this 
confession  from  him,  '  Eh,  mother,  if  anybody  had 
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told  me  that  I  should  have  such  a  blessed  interest  in  the 
truths  of  my  Bible,  I  shouldn't  have  believed  them.'  " 

Knowing  the  interest  many  of  my  father's  friends 
have  taken  in  the  Turton  family,  I  asked  Mr.  James 
Turton  to.  send  me  a  little  account  of  his  first  meeting 
with  him.  He  has  sent  me  the  following  letter,  which 
I  am  sure  will  need  no  apology  for  reproducing  here : 

"123  Black  Brook,  Hay  dock, 
"9th  February,  1910. 

"  Dear  Sister, — I  cannot  tell  you  the  pleasure  it  gives 
me  to  write  anything  respecting  your  dear  father  and 
mine;  the  sweet  remembrance  of  him  grows  upon  me  as 
years  roll  on.  Oh,  how  pleasant  he  was  in  his  life,  and 
in  death  we  are  not  divided.  I  shall  go  to  him  some  day, 
and  join  the  everlasting  song — '  Unto  Him  that  hath 
loved  us,  and  washed  us  from  our  sins  in  His  Own  blood.' 

"  You  want  to  know  our  first  knowledge  of  him.  My 
dear  old  father  met  him  first  time  in  1859  by  the  bedside 
of  an  old,  bed-ridden  man,  that  had  lain  there  forty  years. 
It  was  my  father's  custom  on  a  Sabbath  morn,  after  the 
church  service  was  over,  to  call  and  see  this  man  and 
read  to  him  from  the  Holy  Book,  and  help  him  a  little 
when  he  could  with  '  a  cup  of  cold  water,'  knowing  that 
Christ  has  said,  '  Inasmuch.'  Now  this  was  the  time  God 
had  ordained  that  these  two  sons  of  His  should  meet. 
Now,  mark  the  spot — by  the  bedside  of  this  poor,  afflicted 
man  !  and  it  brought  about  a  union  that  will  never  be 
dissolved.  From  this  time  your  dear  father  sought  out 
my  dear  old  father's  abode,  and  he  used  to  call  and  visit 
our  home  week  by  week ;  and  he  began  to  preach  one 
night  a  week  in  a  cottage  near  to  us,  and  as  time  went 
on  I  was  persuaded  to  go  and  hear  him.  I  went  very 
reluctantly,  thinking  he  was  one  of  the  old  ranting  stamp, 
and  he  took  the  text,  '  I  am  the  Good  Shepherd.' 

"  Now  some  of  the  things  he  said  in  this  sermon  filled 
me  with  all  the  spleen  of  hell.  I  thought  if  those  things 
were  true,  I  would  shoot  down  every  man  that  taught 
such  devilish  things,  and  I  would  not  hear  him  again  for 
some  time ;  but  oh,  the  appointed  time  rolled  on  when  I 
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heard  him  on  the  very  brink  of  despair,  with  hell  in  my 
conscience,  the  devil  roaring,  and  my  deep,  dark  crimson 
sins  hanging  all  around  me.  I  had  longed  to  die  to  know 
the  worst ;  yea,  I  had  prayed  for  death,  but  that  could 
not  be  the  prayer  of  faith.  I  felt  sure  I  had  committed 
the  unpardonable  sin,  for  I  had  drunk  myself  drunk 
repeatedly,  and  I  hated  God's  dear  servant,  and  despised 
the  holy  things,  and  blasphemed  that  precious  Name  your 
dear  father  so  extolled.  Oh,  dear  sister,  I  had  not  the 
smallest  hope  of  mercy  !  Oh,  no  !  I  was  not  looking 
for  mercy ;  I  could  not  hope  for  mercy  in  my  wretched 
state.  I  had  nearly  broken  my  dear  parents'  hearts  ;  I 
had  sinned  beyond  recovery — the  devil  said  so,  my  con- 
science said  so,  and  the  Word  of  God  most  assuredly  said 
so  (with  double  force),  for  every  word  I  read  was  sharper 
than  a  sword  cutting  me  asunder — yea,  it  was  killing 
me.  But  oh,  that  memorable  night  when  I  heard  him 
preach  from  those  words  in  Sol.  Song  iii.  and  the  first 
verse  of  it,  my  soul  was  set  at  liberty.  I  was  really  in 
my  feelings  hanging  over  hell,  but  heaven  descended 
upon  me.  Oh,  if  I  could,  I  felt  I  would  give  my  soul  to 
recompense  the  injury  I  had  done  in  my  wicked  heart  to 
that  dear  man  ;  but  oh,  marvel  of  marvels  !  never  was 
love  like  ours.  Even  after  forty  years,  when  I  knew  he 
was  dying,  I  felt  I  would  willingly  die  in  his  stead. 

"  After  these  things,  now  the  old  house  of  my  father 
and  mother  became  a  real  Bethel ;  the  nightly  visits  of 
dear  Mr.  Bradbury  were  so  blessed  of  God,  that  we 
gathered  round  him  in  the  house  while  he  expounded  the 
Holy  Scriptures,  and  oh,  who  could  do  it  like  him  ?  Ah, 
the  tears  of  holy  joy,  the  unction  from  heaven  dropped 
down  like  manna,  and  we  sat  at  his  feet  whilst  we  ate  it. 
If  I  know  anything  about  '  Heaven  begun  below,'  that 
was  the  time  (and  I  have  had  some  sweet  repetitions  of 
it  with  a  dear  old  friend  and  brother  now  living,  but  the 
Lord  in  His  providence  has  taken  him  to  the  great  city, 
London) . 

"  But  to  return.  This  sweet  and  heavenly  favour 
lasted  till  he  left  Haydock,  1866,  and  oh,  what  a  loss 
we  felt !  When  he  used  to  leave  us  at  night  (often  late), 
we  used  to  go  with  him  on  the  way ;  then  we  would  stop, 
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then  go  on  again,  till  at  last  we  had  to  part.  Oh,  but 
then  I  cannot  half  tell  you  !  When  I  have  done  my  best 
you  will  not  know  half  the  blessedness  that  we  enjoyed 
at  that  time. 

"  I  will  just  tell  you  one  incident.  On  a  nice  afternoon 
we  were  together,  and  had  read  and  talked  a  while,  and 
he  said,  'I  will  sing  a  nice  hymn.'  He  began  with, 
'  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea,'  but  oh,  he  broke  down 
and  we  were  all  in  melting  tears.  I  will  never  forget 
it ;  it  was  a  time  of  love,  a  house  of  mercy.  It  came 
like  a  flowing  stream,  and  Christ  was  exalted,  and  all  the 
glorious  Triune  Persons  were  glorified.  And  my  dear 
old  parents  used  to  say,  '  0  what  a  man  of  God  he  is  !  ' 
and  I  saw  the  love-tears  run  down  their  furrowed  cheeks 
as  they  talked  of  the  goodness  of  God  in  sending  him 
to  that  poor  old  cottage.  But,  dear  sister,  if  I  wrote  all 
day  I  should  have  something  more  to  say,  for  a  folio 
would  not  hold  all  that  he  said  and  did  in  that  old 
cottage.  1  now  feel  glad  he  is  gone  to  his  eternal  home ; 
if  he  had  lived  to  see  us  in  our  old  age  and  low  estate  it 
would  have  troubled  him. 

"  But  we  are 

'  Safe  in  our  Redeemer's  hands, 

Who  bears  our  name  upon  His  heart.' 

.  We  have  the  sweet  and  blessed  promise,  '  I  will  never 
leave  thee,  nor  forsake  thee.'  God  bless  you,  your 
husband,  your  children — may  they  have  their  grand- 
father's God  for  their  God,  and  His  blessed  Word  for 
their  guide  through  life ;  then  I  trust  it  will  be  well  with 
them  in  death  and  to  all  eternity. 

"  We  send  you  our  best  united  love.  May  you  enjoy 
the  sweet  peace  which  passeth  all  understanding.  This 
is  our  prayer  for  you.  JAMES  TURTON." 
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''  Sovereign  grace  provides  everlasting  arms  to  keep  the  loved 
ones  from  falling  into  hell,  and  a  fence  around  them  to 
keep  them  from  wandering  finally  from  Him  they  love. 
Sovereign  grace,  full,  free,  bounteous,  will  be  the  theme  of 
rejoicing  which  will  ascend  from  elect  and  redeemed  souls 
throughout  all  eternity." 

IT  was  very  evident  that  the  blessing  of  the  Lord  which 
maketh  rich  attended  the  ministry  of  the  Word  con- 
tinually during  my  father's  labours  in  and  around 
Haydock,  and  that  the  Lord  had  sent  him  amongst  the 
people  in  the  fulness  of  the  blessing  of  Christ.  One  after 
another  of  God's  hidden  ones  were  made  manifest  as  he 
taught  them  from  the  Holy  Scriptures  the  things  which 
are  able  to  make  wise  unto  salvation  through  faith  which 
is  in  Christ  Jesus. 

The  following  is  an  account  of  a  dear  old  man,  at 
whose  house  my  father  held  a  service  every  Sunday 
evening  for  about  seven  years  : 

"  During  the  summer  and  autumn  of  1859  a  course  of 
outdoor  addresses  were  delivered  near  the  Old  Fold, 
Haydock.  At  one  of  these  meetings,  in  the  month  of 
June,  the  subject  of  the  address  was,  '  Can  the  Ethiopian 
change  his  skin?'  etc.  This  raised  the  ire  of  a  lot  of 
free-willers  who  attended,  and  the  lies  and  misrepresenta- 
tions which  sprang  from  them  were  legion.  Others  in 
whose  hearts  the  love  of  God  was  shed  abroad  by  the 
Holy  Ghost  were  led  into  the  way  of  truth,  to  hold  the 
faith  in  the  unity  of  the  Spirit,  in  the  bond  of  peace,  and 
in  righteousness  of  life.  Among  them  was  dear  old 
Jemmy  Atherton.  The  lav/  of  God,  brought  home  to  his 
conscience  by  the  gracious  operation  of  the  blessed 
Spirit,  killed  him  to  all  hope  of  obtaining  favour  with 
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God  but  through  the  merits  of  the  risen  and  accepted 
Surety. 

"  When  winter  set  in,  one  of  the  neighbours  invited 
us  into  his  house  to  hold  our  weekly  meetings.  Here  we 
stayed  until  the  beginning  of  the  summer  of  1860,  when 
unmistakeable  signs  manifested  themselves  that  a  free- 
grace  Gospel  did  not  make  matters  very  comfortable 
there.  I  mentioned  this  to  my  friend  when,  with  a  little 
hesitation,  he  said,  '  Well,  I  have  seen  for  some  time  the 
creature  is  laid  too  low  for  them.  You  put  down  all 
creature  doings  for  salvation,  and  it  is  more  than  they 
can  stand.  For  the  Lord  to  save  them  altogether  is  too 
much  for  carnal  nature,  but  it  will  do  for  me.'  - 

" '  How  will  it  be  if  we  hold  the  meetings  in  your 
house  ?  '  I  asked. 

"  '  You  are  quite  welcome,'  he  replied,  '  and  I  know  we 
shall  be  more  comfortable.' 

"  From  this  time  until  the  close  of  1866  we  held  our 
meetings  under  his  roof.  Many  were  the  happy  seasons 
we  enjoyed.  Once  or  more  poor  Jemmy  received  injuries 
in  the  pit  while  he  was  following  his  daily  employment. 
These  blows  on  his  constitution  appeared  in  my  eye  to 
hasten  the  time  of  his  dissolution,  but  his  hope  remained 
stedfast,  anchored  to  the  Bock  of  Ages  within  the  veil. 

"  The  last  time  I  saw  him  was  in  April,  1868,  when  it 
was  my  lot  to  proclaim  '  the  salvation  which  is  in  Christ 
Jesus  with  eternal  glory '  m  his  house.  The  old  favoured 
spot  was  filled  with  eager  listeners,  and  Jemmy  clearly 
showed  that  he  was  still  sheltering  within  the  cleft  of  the 
Bock  and  feeding  on  '  the  old  corn  of  the  land.' 

"  From  communications  which  I  received  from  his 
son-in-law,  James  Turton,  who  was  one  with  him  in  a 
precious  Christ,  we  find  his  end  was  peace." 

It  was  at  one  of  the  meetings  at  Jemmy  Atherton's 
that  my  father  first  met  a  strange  old  woman  named 
Peggy  Greenall.  She  worked  with  the  men  at  loading 


52  Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

coal  carts,  and  amongst  the  boats  on  the  canal.  Speaking 
of  his  first  meeting  with  her,  he  says  :  "  One  evening  I 
noticed  a  strange  woman  among  the  little  cluster  who 
were  gathered  together  to  hear  something  more  of  Him 
whom  their  souls  loved.  She  paid  marked  attention,  and 
was  often  in  tears.  After  the  service  was  over,  and  the 
people  had  departed  to  their  homes,  I  said  to  dear  old 
Jemmy,  '  Who  was  that  old  woman  sitting  next  to  the 
door  at  the  meeting  to-night  ?  ' 

"'Why,  don't  you  know?  It's  owd  Peggy  Greenall. 
She's  a  queer  sort  of  an  owd  body.  I  was  walking  by  th' 
canal  t'other  neet,  and  we  had  a  bit  of  talk  about  better 
things.  I'm  sure  th'  owd  lass  knows  something  o'  th' 
plague  of  her  own  heart.' 

"  '  Why  do  you  think  so  ? ' 

"  '  Well,  she  complained  about  her  sinfulness,  and  said 
her  only  hope  was  that  salvation  was  all  of  grace  ;  and  if 
it  isn't,  it'll  be  all  up  wi'her.  God  has  some  queer  ones 
in  His  family,  an'  I  believe  she's  one  of  His.' 

"  '  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  I  must  call  and  see 
her  one  of  these  days.' 

"  In  fulfilment  of  my  promise,  I  called  to  see  her.  She 
was  at  home,  and  upon  seeing  me,  said,  '  Come  in ;  we 
owt  to  spare  a  bit  of  time  when  the  Lord  sends  us  owt 
that's  good.' 

"  '  But  His  Word  says,  "  There  is  none  good  but  One, 
that  is  God."  ' 

"  '  Well,  you  needn't  be  so  sharp ;  if  there  is  none  good, 
the  Lord  sends  His  good  news,  an'  th'  good  things  of  His 
kingdom,  in  earthen  vessels — owd  mugs — and  those 
cracked  sometimes.'  This  was  said  with  a  seriousness 
and  gravity  which  commended  the  old  woman  and  her 
saying  to  my  heart. 

"  On  another  occasion,  as  we  sat  chatting  on  the  truths 
of  God's  Word,  the  imputed  righteousness  of  Christ 
became  the  subject  of  conversation ;  she  was  patching  an 
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old  threadbare  coat,  at  which  she  looked  intently  for  a 
moment  or  two,  then  referring  to  the  robe  of  Christ's 
righteousness,  she  exclaimed,  '  I  say,  there's  no  takkin' 
th'  nap  off  that  coat.' 

"  I  laughed,  and  yet  my  heart  was  in  no  laughing  mood. 
The  truth  which  above  all  others  had  been  made  ex- 
ceedingly precious  to  my  soul,  was  brought  out  with  a 
reality,  clearness,  and  fulness  I  did  not  anticipate.  '  That 
coat ! '  The  robe  of  Jesus'  righteousness,  which  excels 
in  glory,  beauty,  purity  and  splendour,  the  shining  gar- 
ments of  the  seraphic  host — the  spotless  obedience  of  the 
Church's  Husband  and  Surety — the  God-Man's  unremit- 
ting, unvarying  conformity  to  JEHOVAH'S  law,  imputed 
to  poor  bankrupt  sinners. 

"  A  year  or  more  elapsed,  when  one  evening,  old  Peggy 
was  in  her  usual  place  at  the  week-night  meeting  in 
Jemmy  Ather ton's  cottage.  The  Word  of  the  Lord  was 
sent  from  Zech.  ii.  5  :  '  For  I,  saith  the  LORD,  will  be 
unto  her  a  wall  of  fire  round  about,  and  will  be  the  glory 
in  the  midst  of  her.'  Dear  old  soul,  she  seemed  to  dwell 
in  the  land  of  Beulah  that  night.  On  passing  away  to 
her  home,  she  shook  me  warmly  by  the  hand,  and  said 
with  a  joyous  chuckle,  '  The  God  of  love  is  a  wall  of  fire 
round  about  His  people,  to  warm,  cheer,  and  comfort 
them,  and  if  the  devil  gets  too  near,  he'll  be  sure  to  get 
his  nose  burnt.' 

"  A  keen  insight  into  Divine  mysteries  appeared  to  be 
given  to  her.  How  well  she  understood  that  Satan  in  all 
his  schemes  and  contrivances  is  wholly  at  God's  control. 

"  Not  many  days  after  I  called  to  see  her,  and  during  a 
short  conversation  on  the  Lord  being  the  defence  and 
protection  of  His  people,  she  quaintly  observed,  '  No  ! 
Neither  death  nor  devil  can  ever  find  a  gap  in  that  hedge.' 

"  A  few  days  before  Peggy  left  these  lower  scenes  of 
night  for  the  land  which  sin  can  never  defile,  I  went  to 
see  her.  She  lay  in  bed,  unable  to  rise,  and  upon  my 
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entering  the  room,  said  with  some  surprise,  '  And  have 
you  come  all  this  way  to  see  me  ?  Eh,  dear  !  Why, 
what  am  I?  Nowt  but  a  heap  o'  rubbish ;  and  yet  God  is  so 
good,  He  not  only  comes  His  self,  but  He  sends  you,  with 
a  word  or  two  of  comfort  for  a  poor  body.' 

"  '  He  has  sent  me,  no  doubt ;  but  it  is  more  than  I 
can  do  to  speak  words  of  comfort  to  your  poor  sinking 
soul.' 

"'Nay — you  mustn't  say  that — I  don't  think  my  soul 
is  sinking ;  the  body  is,  and  if  it  wasn't  for  grace,  free 
grace,  both  body  and  soul  would  sink  to  hell ;  you  know 
salvation  reet  and  square  at  both  ends  'II  only  do  for  me.' 

"I  read  for  her  the  latter  part  of  Rom.  viii.  '  Who 
shall  lay  anything  to  the  charge  of  God's  elect  ?  It  is 
God  that  justifieth.  Who  is  he  that  condemneth  ?  ' 

"  When  I  had  finished,  she  said,  '  That'll  do.  Paul's 
salvation  was  like  David's  in  a  covenant  ordered  in  all 
things  and  sure  ! ' 

"  1  prayed  by  her  bedside,  and  felt  my  heart  drawn 
within  the  veil  as  she  fervently  responded  to  the  petitions 
poured  out  on  her  behalf.  No  more  after  this,  did  I 
see  this  stranger  and  pilgrim  upon  earth.  She  was  in 
deed  and  in  truth  '  a  queer  sort  of  an  owd  body  ;'  the 
world  knew  her  not,  and  very  few  were  privileged  to 
know  her  in  the  Lord." 

In  those  days  very  many  of  the  colliers  could  neither 
read  nor  write,  and  to  help  those  who  would  like  to  learn 
to  do  so,  my  father  formed  a  class  at  Pewfall,  a  little 
•village  on  the  outskirts  of  Haydock,  which  was  well 
attended.  One  evening  in  each  week,  the  men  met  in  a 
large  kitchen  in  one  of  the  houses.  At  the  commence- 
ment a  hymn  was  sung,  then  a  chapter  read,  followed  by 
a  short  prayer.  Then  books,  copy  books  and  slates  were 
brought  oat,  and  teacher  and  taught  worked  together  for 
an  hour  or  two,  the  men  interested  and  eager  to  gain  as 
much  knowledge  as  possible  in  the  time  allotted.  The 
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class  was  concluded  with  another  hymn  and  prayer.  No 
wonder  the  men  loved  him,  for  he  was  always  ready  to 
serve  them  temporally  and  spiritually. 

On  the  20th  of  Nov.,  1859,  his  fourth  son  was  born, 
and  that  night  was  one  long  to  be  remembered  by  many,  as 
two  coal  pits  connected  with  each  other,  the  "  Leigh  " 
and  the  "  Queen  "  caught  fire.  The  former  pit,  with  the 
flames  ascending,  was  plainly  seen  from  the  front  windows 
of  the  home  at  Holly  Bank.  With  a  heart  full  of  thank- 
fulness to  God  for  a  life  spared  and  a  life  given,  my  father 
passed  the  whole  of  that  night  on  the  pit  brow  helping 
with  the  poor  sufferers  as  they  were  brought  up.  There 
were  not  many  men  in  the  pit  at  the  time,  but  there  were 
many  horses  which  were  so  terror-stricken  that  it  was 
very  difficult  to  rescue  them.  And  on  into  the  morning 
the  rescuers  remained,  helping  as  long  as  help  was  needed. 

Whilst  living  at  Haydock  he  became  acquainted  with 
the  Rev.  J.  J.  West,  of  Winchelsea,  with  whom  he  corre- 
sponded for  many  years.  Although  they  never  met  in 
the  flesh,  a  spiritual  acquaintance  was  formed,  to  last 
through  all  eternity,  and  each  could  truly  say,  "  Our  con^ 
versation  is  in  heaven  ;  from  whence  also  we  look  for  the 
Saviour,  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ."  Referring  to  this  he 
says :  "I  well  remember  receiving  a  scribble  from  our 
now  glorified  friend,  J.  J.  West,  in  which  he  said,  '  If 
Christ's  words  are  burnt  into  our  hearts  by  the  fire  of 
God's  furnace,  neither  sin,  Satan,  nor  all  the  combinations 
of  hell  can  ever  obliterate  them ; ' "  and  again  speaking  of 
him,  he  says  :  "  Dear  West,  of  Winchelsea,  ofttimes  said, 
'  A  broken-hearted  Saviour  well  suits  a  broken-hearted 
sinner.'  ' 

My  father  also  corresponded  regularly  with  the  Rev. 
William  Parks,  Rector  of  Openshaw,  Manchester,  whom 
he  held  in  high  esteem  ;  and  of  whom  he  often  spoke  as 
"  that  valiant  champion  for  the  truths  of  God's  dis- 
criminating and  distinguishing  mercy."  They  frequently 
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met  both  in  Openshaw  and  Haydock,  where  Mr.  Parks 
often  preached  in  the  Baptist  Chapel,  and  also  in  Ambrose's 
farm  kitchen  at  Edge  Green. 

Here  he  was  also  favoured  with  the  friendship  of  the 
Eev.  Basil  Duckett  Aldwell,  who  at  that  time  lived  within 
walking  distance  of  Haydock,  and  of  this  he  says  :  "In  the 
autumn  of  1860,  a  man  said  to  me,  '  A  clergyman  named 
Aldwell  is  to  preach  at  St.  George's  Church,  Wigan.  I 
should  like  you  to  hear  him.  He  is  one  of  your  sort.' 

"That  Sunday  evening  was  miserably  dark  and  wet. 
Rain  something  like  a  Scotch  mist  descended,  with  the 
murk  peculiar  to  that  part  of  Lancashire.  The  church 
was  well  filled  and  the  service  had  commenced.  We  sang, 
'  Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul '  before  the  sermon,  which  was 
very  precious  to  me.  He  took  for  his  text — Heb.  viii.  10, 
'  For  this  is  the  covenant  that  I  will  make  with  the  house 
of  Israel  after  those  days,  saith  the  Lord,'  etc.  That 
preaching  reached  my  heart.  So  did  the  preacher.  A 
short  time  after,  I  walked  to  Gathurst  Bridge  to  see  him, 
and  received  a  welcome  just  such  as  a  brother  in  Christ 
under  the  anointing  can  give.  Our  communion  was 
heartfelt.  Speaking  of  the  Rev.  William  Parks,  Mr. 
Aldwell  said,  '  I  would  like  to  give  him  a  good  shake 
of  the  hand  for  his  bold  unshaken  testimony.'  The  fol- 
lowing Monday  they  met  in  the  preaching  room  in  the 
works  of  the  Haydock  Collieries,  when  Parks  preached 
to  the  joy  of  many.  After  the  service  Aldwell  said,  '  He 
shook  my  hand  like  an  Irishman.  What  a  glorious  ser- 
mon we  have  had  to-night.'  From  that  time  to  this  our 
hearts  have  been  blessedly  one  in  Jesus,  without  one 
distant  thought  of  each  other." 

The  following  letter  to  my  father  from  Mr.  Aldwell, 
written  many  years  after,  will  show  the  loving  friendship 
which  existed  between  them — 

"  St.  Luke's  Vicarage,  Southsea, 
"  December  26th,  1892. 

"  My  dear,  true,  old,  and  sincere  Friend, — I  have  been 
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exceedingly  remiss  in  not  having  before  this  thanked  you 
very  heartily  for  the  precious  book  you  lovingly  sent  me, 
— "Faithful  Sayings."  I  read  and  enjoyed  much  its 
pages.  It  is  sterling  Truth.  Coin  from  the  Royal  Mint. 
I  have  been  often  ill  and  in  great  pain  since  I  wrote 
before.  1  am,  thank  God,  very  much  better,  and  am  able 
to  preach  now  on  Sunday  mornings.  I  trust  this  next 
year,  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  preaching  once  more  at 
the  Grove,  if  you  have  room  for  me. 

"  Christian  love  to  Mrs.  Bradbury.     Wishing  you  and 
yours  a  blessed  Christmas  in  which  my  wife  joins,  I  am, 
"  Ever  yours  lovingly  and  sincerely, 

"  BASIL  D.  ALDWELL." 

During  the  summer  of  1860  my  father  was  asked  to 
call  and  see  an  old  woman  who  was  ill,  named  Margaret 
Speakman.  She  lived  in  a  very  secluded  spot  called  the 
Old  Smithies.  This  was  a  mile  or  two  out  of  Haydock 
and  surrounded  with  green  fields  and  game  preserves. 
Old  Margaret  had  heard  of  my  father  and  the  dangerous 
doctrines  he  preached.  Those  who  hated  them  had  taken 
care  to  poison  her  mind  against  him,  and  cautioned  her 
not  to  allow  such  a  dangerous  man  in  her  house.  It  was 
a  source  of  much  grief  to  her  that  her  son  Will,  who  up 
to  this  time  had  taken  a  class  of  boys  in  the  Wesleyan 
Sunday  School,  began  to  attend  regularly  my  father's 
out-door  addresses. 

When  my  father  called  upon  her  he  simply  announced 
that  he  would  read  a  little  out  of  the  Word  of  God  to  her. 
He  read  John  v.  '24 — 29,  and  spoke  on  the  preciousness 
of  Jesus'  Word,  which  is  life  and  love  to  poor  broken- 
hearted sinners,  of  a  perfect  righteousness  wrought  for 
the  unworthy,  and  of  the  everlasting  and  unchanging 
security  of  all  the  children  of  God.  When  he  paused, 
she  said  :  "  Are  you  Mr.  Bradbury?  "  Upon  his  answering 
in  the  affirmative,  she  said :  "  Why  those  Methodists 
have  warned  me  against  you.  They  said  you  were 
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leading  our  Will  astray.  Well,  if  it  is  with  this  sort  of  talk 
you  unsettle  the  people,  I  hope  you  will  come  here  as  oft 
as  you  can.  One  that  speaks  so  well  of  Jesus,  and  gives 
Him  the  first  place,  must  be  right." 

After  this  he  frequently  called  to  see  her,  and  he  said 
her  subsequent  history  was  delightful  to  ponder  over. 
About  a  year  after  his  first  visit  to  her  she  was  carried 
home  to  glory.  Speaking  of  her  my  father  says  :  "  Jesus 
in  His  love  and  faithfulness  was  very  precious  to  her. 
The  good  old  wine  of  the  covenant  cheered  and  revived 
her  soul.  She  was  greatly  refreshed  with  the  enjoyment 
of  that  covenant  love  and  affection  which  none  but  Jesus 
by  His  blessed  Spirit  can  make  known  to  waiting,  longing 
souls." 

Many  times  during  the  last  year  or  two  of  his  work 
at  Haydock,  have  I  been  privileged  to  accompany  him  in 
his  visits  to  the  poor  of  the  flock.  On  several  occasions 
I  have  walked  with  him  on  Sunday  afternoon  to  Pember- 
ton,  where  he  was  engaged  to  preach  in  the  evening. 
After  passing  the  night  there  with  some  friends  we  have 
set  out  soon  after  breakfast  the  next  morning  to  walk  to 
Edge  Green,  where  my  father  would  spend  the  day 
visiting  the  cottages  where  lived  old  Alice  Banks  and 
others  who  loved  him  for  his  Master's  sake.  The  work  of 
reading  and  expounding  the  Scriptures  to  these  poor  folk 
he  loved,  and  God  blessed  it  abundantly.  We  usually 
arrived  at  Ann  Simm's*  cottage  in  Edge  Green  Lane 
about  tea  time,  for  she  looked  upon  it  as  her  special 
privilege  to  have  my  father's  company  at  that  meal. 
The  refreshing  tea  and  hot  buttered  toast,  which  she  pro- 
vided in  her  warm  hearted  hospitality,  were  much  enjoyed 
after  the  day's  long  walk. 

An  hour's  talk  after  tea  on  the  best  of  all  subjects,  and 
then  it  was  time  to  go  to  the  meeting  at  Ambrose's  farm, 
situated  a  little  further  along  the  lane,  where  for  several 

*  Ann  Simm  is  the  woman  referred  to  on  page  37. 
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years  he  was  much  blessed  in  proclaiming  the  honours  of 
the  Saviour's  name. 

After  the  service  was  over  we  walked  home  through 
the  fields,  part  of  the  way  being  through  Sir  Robert 
Gerard's  estate,  to  Haydock,  a  distance  of  four  miles. 

In  my  father's  rambles  about  Haydock  he  frequently 
came  across  an  old  man  with  whom  it  was  a  delight  to 
linger  and  have  a  little  talk.  In  listening  to  the  dear  old 
man  recount  his  experiences,  my  father  found  much  com- 
fort and  encouragement,  and  thus  speaks  of  these  happy 
occasions  in  later  years : 

"  I  loved  to  steal  away  from  my  home  to  Heyes  Green, 
where  lived  one  of  God's  own  whom  my  soul  loved.  It 
was  old  Peter  Cunliffe.  Often  have  we  sat  together  under 
the  hedgerow,  and  as  the  dear  old  man  dealt  out  of  an 
exercised  heart  his  spiritual  miseries,  and  the  mercies  of 
his  covenant  God,  I  had  to  look  in  every  direction  but  in 
Peter's  face,  for  God-given  tears  filled  my  eyes,  while 
heavenly  love  moved  my  heart.  He  would  mourn  over 
his  enmity,  while  he  would  joy  in  the  love  of  his  blessed 
Redeemer.  He  would  express  his  sorrow  for  sin,  and 
heartfelt  depravity,  and  forget  not  to  rejoice  in  the  conso- 
lations of  the  Holy  Ghost.  I  remember,  and  some  of  my 
youngsters  will  remember  also,  old  Peter  Kingsley.  He 
was  a  poor,  but  marvellously  independent  man.  He  never 
would  drink  a  drop  of  our  tea,  or  eat  a  bit  of  our  bread. 
He  would  say,  '  You  have  enough  to  do  to  provide  for 
your  large  family,  without  providing  for  me.'  His  con- 
versation was  precious  and  savoury,  ever  revealing  some- 
thing of  the  beauty  and  blessedness  of  Jesus.  Peter  and 
Jesus  are  always  associated  in  my  mind.  He  saw  his 
loving  Saviour  in  almost  everything.  Were  saints  com- 
forted ?  Peter  saw  Jesus.  Were  hypocrites  confounded? 
Peter  acknowledged  Jesus.  I  remember  upon  one  occa- 
sion preaching  in  the  cottage  of  old  Jemmy  Atherton,  when 
an  Arminian  dame  was  present.  In  passing  away  from 
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our  meeting,  she  expressed  her  utter  disapprobation  of  all 
she  had  heard.  Peter  stopped  and,  looking  her  right  in 
the  face,  said,  '  Bless  Jesus  !  I  would  not  give  a  straw 
for  a  sermon  that  would  not  raise  the  devil.  He  has  been 
raised  to-night.  You  may  depend  upon  it,  if  God's  truth 
is  faithfully  and  feelingly  declared,  the  devil  will  be  nigh 
at  hand  to  oppose  it.' 

"  Poor  old  Peter  Kingsley  still  lives  enshrined  in 
memories  spiritual,  heavenly  and  divine.  Peter  would 
rarely  put  in  an  appearance  but  Jesus  was  with  him  in 
the  fragrance  of  His  saving  name,  and  the  preciousness 
of  His  salvation.  Jesus  he  acknowledged  in  all  his  ways, 
Jesus  was  the  director  of  all  his  paths.  Jesus  was  his 
companion  in  enforced  loneliness.  He  feared  not  to 
rebuke  the  enemies  of  God's  truth,  but  it  was  ever  in  the 
name  and  spirit  of  Jesus.  He  had  a  word  for  Zion's 
mourners,  but  Jesus  was  his  theme.  He  could  not  take 
a  little  child  on  his  knee  without  telling  it  something 
about  Jesus.  When  my  dear  and  now  glorified  friends, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  Leech,  of  Eochdale,  were  about  to 
reside  in  Southport,  I  told  the  latter  about  Peter,  and 
asked  her  to  seek  him  out  if  possible.  Long  time  she 
sought  him,  but  for  some  time  found  him  not.  Walk- 
ing on  the  Parade  one  day,  Mrs.  Leech  saw  an  old  man 
conversing  with  another.  She  felt  sure  it  was  Peter,  and 
tried  to  find  him  out  by  saying  to  him,  '  Do  you  know 
Mr.  Bradbury  ?  '  He  started  and  exclaimed,  '  Oh,  bless 
him,  I  do  know  Mr.  Bradbury,  and  I  know  his  Jesus 
too.'  An  acquaintance  in  the  Lord  was  then  formed, 
never  to  be  cut,  but  to  be  renewed  in  all  its  blessedness 
in  their  own  sweet  home  of  love  up  yonder.  Many  a 
time  afterwards  I  heard  her  speak  of  him  through  her 
God-given  tears  as  '  Blessed  Peter  Kingsley ;  Jesus  was 
precious  to  him.'  That  man  has  left  a  fragrance  in  my 
heart's  experience  which  will  never,  no  never,  be  lost ;  no, 
not  to  the  ages  of  God's  long,  long  eternity." 
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During  the  month  of  July,  1865,  his  father  was  taken 
seriously  ill,  and  one  Sunday  evening,  whilst  preaching  at 
Jemmy  Atherton's,  his  youngest  brother  brought  the  sad 
news  that,  if  he  wished  to  see  his  father  before  he  passed 
away,  he  must  go  to  him  at  once.  He  journeyed  to  Man- 
chester that  evening,  to  find  the  loved  one  still  alive,  and 
able  to  talk  to  him  a  little  of  the  blessed  prospect  before 
him.  He  passed  away  the  next  day,  after  telling  those 
around  him  that  he  was  going  "  to  be  with  Christ,  which 
is  far  better."  He  died  at  the  age  of  58. 

On  the  30th  of  August,  the  same  year,  his  youngest 
daughter  was  born.  A  dreadful  epidemic  of  small-pox 
was  raging  in  the  village  at  the  time,  and  to  add  to  the 
anxiety  there  were  cases  next  door  on  either  side.  But 
the  Keeper  of  Israel  who  slumbers  not  nor  sleeps,  kept 
and  mercifully  preserved  the  Lord's  messenger  and  all 
that  belonged  to  him,  although  he  had  to  carry  the  mes- 
sage of  salvation  to  the  sick  and  the  dying,  proving  the 
truth  of  that  recorded  in  the  ninety-first  Psalm,  "  Surely 
He  shall  deliver  thee  from  the  snare  of  the  fowler,  and 
from  the  noisome  pestilence.  A  thousand  shall  fall  at  thy 
side,  and  ten  thousand  at  thy  right  hand ;  but  it  shall  not 
come  nigh  thee." 

For  many  years  he  was  not  privileged  to  see  or  hear 
anything  of  Mr.  O'Leary,  though  he  held  "  the  dear  man 
in  reverential  esteem."  It  was  his  custom  to  visit  Man- 
chester every  fortnight  on  the  Friday,  returning  on  the 
Saturday  evening.  This  was  for  the  purpose  of  recording 
his  work  among  the  colliers  at  the  City  Mission.  Mr. 
Geldart,  the  secretary  at  that  time,  used  to  speak  of  these 
records  as  the  most  interesting  of  any  sent  in,  in  connec- 
tion with  work  done  by  the  missionaries.  It  was  during 
one  of  these  visits  that  he  met  Mr.  O'Leary  once  more, 
the  account  of  which  is  here  quoted  from  his  own  writ- 
ings : 

"  It  was  in  the  month  of  December,   1865,  the  Lord 
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made  me  a  living  witness  to  the  truth  of  Job's  saying, 
*  Doth  He  not  see  my  ways  and  count  my  steps  ? '  (Job 
xxxi.  4).  I  left  my  home  and  went  to  Manchester  on 
business.  It  was  Saturday  afternoon.  I  had  sought 
here  and  there  for  the  object  of  my  errand,  but  disap- 
pointment attended  every  step.  Many  times  has  that 
humbling  acknowledgment  of  JEHOVAH'S  sovereignty 
ascended  from  my  heart  at  the  remembrance  of  these 
events,  '  0  Lord,  I  know  that  the  way  of  man  is  not  in 
himself  ;  it  is  not  in  man  that  walketh  to  direct  his  steps.' 
Defeated  in  my  purposes,  and  confused  in  spirit,  I  thought 
I  would  call  and  see  a  near  relative,  but  with  the  thought 
my  feet  turned  in  an  opposite  direction,  giving  testimony 
to  the  truth  of  the  Spirit's  declaration  by  Solomon,  '  A 
man's  heart  deviseth  his  way,  but  the  LORD  directeth  his 
steps.'  I  wended  my  way  along  Oxford  Road,  scarcely 
knowing  whither  I  went,  when  my  eyes  caught  sight  of 
a  form  which  called  up  old  associations,  and  moved  the 
loving  sympathy  of  that  nature  which  God  had  dis- 
covered to  me  through  the  instrumentality  of  those  truths 
which  fell  from  the  lips  of  my  dear  friend  years  before. 
It  was  Mr.  O'Leary  !  I  stopped.  '  Mr.  O'Leary,' escaped 
my  lips. 

"  He  seemed  confused  ;  at  length  said,  '  I  know  that 
face.  Let  me  see,  what  is  your  name  ?  ' 

"  Upon  my  giving  it,  he  continued,  '  I  remember. 
You  must  pardon  me,  my  memory  is  defective.  Some 
time  ago  I  had  an  attack  of  paralysis  which  has  almost 
prostrated  me  physically  and  mentally.  Where  are  you 
now  ?  ' 

"'Labouring  as  a  missionary  at  Haydock,  near  St. 
Helens.' 

"  '  What  Church  do  you  attend  down  there?' 

"  '  When  I  go  anywhere  it  is  to  hear  that  despised  man 
at  Openshaw.' 

'"What!  Parks?' 
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"  '  Yes  !  I  feel  most  at  home  in  hearing  God's  truth 
from  his  lips.' 

"  '  Strange.  Can  it  be  so  ?  I  have  never  seen  you 
there.  Would  you  walk  with  me  a  little  ?  ' 

"  I  gladly  consented ;  and  as  we  proceeded,  he  said :  'You 
see,  I  want  to  meet  with  those  who  will  converse  with  me 
upon  eternal  things  alone.  Salvation  by  Jesus,  and  Jesus 
my  salvation,  is  all  I  desire  to  know.  It  is  this  makes 
Parks's  preaching  so  precious  to  me.  Parks  honours  his 
Master,  and  cares  not  for  mortal.' 

"  He  was  silent  for  a  short  time,  when  after  a  seemingly 
contemplative  mood,  he  said  :  '  How  few,  how  very  few 
indeed,  we  meet  who  are  willing  to  converse  upon  such 
things  as  these.  My  days  I  pass  so  lonely,  and  my 
nights  distress  me  sore.  I  seek  the  Lord  but  I  find  Him 
not ;  I  read  His  Word,  but  all  is  dark ;  I  speak  to  those 
whom  I  think  ought  to  sympathise  with  me,  but  none 
seem  to  understand  my  case.  O,  my  dear  friend,  can  you 
tell  me  why  is  this  ?  ' 

"  '  To  be  cast  down  is  oftentimes  the  lot  of  God's  child. 
.David  was  constrained  to  cry  out,  "Why  art  thou  cast 
down,  0  my  soul  ?  " 

"  '  But  why  should  David  be  left  in  sorrow  and  anxiety 
when  his  desire  was  toward  God  ? ' 

"  '  Because  he  had  to  be  taught  what  fellowship  with 
Christ  in  His  sufferings  truly  is.  The  sufferings  of  Christ 
must  abound  in  him,  and  if  we  are  taught  by  the  same 
Spirit,  they  must  abound  in  us.  The  sufferings  of  the 
Head  must  be  shared  by  the  members.' 

"  Further  conversation  ensued,  after  which  he  said, 
1  The  Lord  bless  you,  my  dear  friend.  I  was  very  low  in 
spirit,  and  was  despairing  of  finding  even  a  little  comfort ; 
but  God  has  been  so  kind  ;  He  knew  the  words  suited  to 
my  desolate  heart.  He  directed  every  step  of  your  feet 
to-day,  to  meet  me,  a  poor  sinner.  Now  and  then,  here 
and  there,  God  cheers  ms  with  a  sense  of  His  love.  He 
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comforts  my  heart  as  1  turn  the  corner  of  the  street ;  but 
it  lasts  not  long — only  the  length  of  the  corner.' 

"  With  these  words  he  grasped  my  hand,  saying  :  '  The 
Lord  bless  you,  my  dear  frien<jl.  When  you  can,  send 
me  a  word  or  two  by  post — do  !  I  am  a  poor  sinner,  God 
help  me.  My  daily  prayer  is  that  of  the  publican,  "  God 
be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner."  I  shall  never  get  past  that 
while  I  am  in  the  flesh.' 

"  Tears  rolled  down  his  face  as  he  continued,  '  Nothing 
but  the  precious  love  and  blood  of  Jesus  can  wash  away 
sin  so  great  as  mine.  Good-bye,  the  Lord  be  with  you.' 

"  On  Sunday,  August  26th,  1866,  it  was  my  privilege 
to  hear  that  dear  man  of  God,  the  Kev.  William  Parks, 
dealing  out  words  of  comfort  and  consolation  for  the 
sorrowing  souls  who  had  gone  that  morning  to  Openshaw 
Church,  hoping  to  meet  with  the  Friend  of  sinners.  The 
season  was  one  of  special  refreshing  to  my  soul ;  but 
mournful  indeed  would  it  have  been  had  the  Lord  revealed 
the  future  to  me.  Nevermore  did  I  hear  the  manly  voice 
of  the  valiant  William  of  Openshaw  proclaim  from  the 
experience  of  a  tried  and  faithful  heart  the  glorious 
Gospel  of  the  blessed  God.  The  Lord's  Supper  was  ad- 
ministered that  morning.  Many  years  had  passed  away 
since  I  was  first  moved  to  seek  fellowship  with  Jesus  in 
that  commemorative  ordinance.  At  my  first  approach  to 
the  Lord's  table,  Mr.  O'Leary  was  the  officiating  minister, 
and  the  deep  solemnity  of  his  manner  produced  a  lasting 
impression  upon  my  mind.  Now,  we  met  again  ;  it  was 
his  last  public  acknowledgment  of  love  and  devotion  to 
his  absent  Lord.  After  service  he  grasped  my  hand  as 
though  he  would  not  let  me  go,  and  great  was  his  disap- 
pointment on  learning  my  inability  to  stay  with  him 
during  the  afternoon.  I  was  compelled  to  return  home 
for  service  in  the  evening.  He  had  reckoned  upon  my 
company  and  was  determined  not  to  be  thwarted.  On 
the  Tuesday  morning  following,  I  received  a  letter  from 
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him,  in  which  he  expressed  his  regret  at  my  leaving 
Openshaw  so  soon  on  the  previous  Sunday,  and  stated  his 
intention  to  pay  us  a  short  visit  the  same  day,  Tuesday. 
Not  long  after,  he  arrived.  His  face  was  all  smiles  as  he 
greeted  me,  while  his  whole  deportment  proved  that  the 
presence  of  the  Lord  was  the  longing  desire  of  his  heart. 
At  his  request,  we  went  for  a  walk.  Along  a  quiet,  retired 
lane  we  strolled,  surrounded  by  nature's  pleasant  soli- 
tudes. We  were  alone,  and  yet  not  alone — the  Comforter 
was  there.  The  subject  of  our  converation  was  the  best 
of  all — a  sinner's  experience  of  God's  covenant  love  in 
Christ  Jesus. 

"  Mr.  O'Leary  came  in  search  of  comfort  and  consola- 
tion, but  he  little  knew  how  God  made  him  the  comforter 
of  his  friend.  His  presence  cheered  and  brightened  the 
whole  of  my  household,  and  his  godly  simplicity,  joined 
with  touching  sincerity,  was  the  means,  in  God's  hands, 
of  humbling  my  soul  and  laying  me  prostrate  in  spirit 
before  the  throne.  Early  in  the  afternoon,  his  poor  weak 
tabernacle  began  to  show  signs  of  weakness,  and  he 
longed  to  return  home.  I  accompanied  him  to  the  rail- 
way station,  when,  with  the  understanding  that  we 
should  meet  again,  by  the  will  of  God,  at  the  close  of  the 
following  week,  he  entered  the  train,  which  soon  hurried 
on  its  way  to  Manchester. 

"  Towards  the  close  of  the  year  1866,  the  Lord  took 
me  from  Haydock  to  preach  His  truth  at  Barrow  Hill, 
near  Chesterfield.  On  receiving  the  appointment  which 
I  believe  was  in  answer  to  his  God- breathed  petitions  at 
the  throne  on  the  behalf  of  me  and  mine, .  I  sought  his 
company  and  counsel.  He  expressed  his  gratitude  in 
unmistakable  terms,  and  said  :  '  I  received  a  commission 
from  Home  to  minister  at  her  altars.  I  duly  received  a 
commission  from  the  Bishop  of  Chester ;  but  you  have 
what  is  better  than  all  that,  a  charge  from  the  Shepherd 
and  Bishop  of  souls  to  preach  His  Word.  My  prayer  for 
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you  is  that  He  will  keep  you  ever  near  to  Himself,  and 
when  you  go  into  the  pulpit  may  you  never  be  seen,  and 
when  you  open  your  lips  may  you  never  be  heard.  May 
you  be  hidden  behind  His  glory  and  beauty,  and  may  His 
voice  of  love  be  heard  speaking  His  own  sweet  words  of 
pardon  and  peace  to  weary,  waiting  souls.' 

"  After  this  I  never  saw  him  upon  earth.  On  Friday, 
Nov.  30th,  I  removed  with  my  family  to  Barrow  Hill. 
On  Wednesday,  Jan.  2nd  in  the  following  year,  the  Lord 
removed  him  from  these  lowlands  of  sin  and  sorrow,  to  be 
for  ever  with  Him  up  yonder !  " 
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"  '  0  the  depths  of  the  riches  both  of  the  wisdom  and  knowledge 
of  God  1  how  unsearchable  are  His  judgments,  and  His  ways 
past  finding  out,'  His  ways  in  covenant,  council,  purpose, 
redemption  and  revelation  are  far  deeper  than  our  weak 
stretch  of  mind  can  fathom.  Deeper,  far  deeper,  than  all  our 
sins,  failures,  falls  and  necessities,  is  the  grace  of  the 
Covenant  Three  in  One,  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost." 

THE  removal  of  my  dear  father  in  the  order  of  God's 
Providence  from  Haydock  to  Barrow  Hill,  severed  his 
connection  with  the  Manchester  City  Mission,  with  many 
of  whose  members  he  had  worked  in  harmony  for  so 
many  years.  The  circumstances  which  led  up  to  his 
appointment  to  this  place  were  very  interesting.  He 
was  informed  by  those  in  authority  at  the  City  Mission 
that  the  Staveley  Coal  and  Iron  Company  had  applied  to 
them  for  a  suitable  man  to  labour  amongst  the  work- 
people at  Barrow  Hill,  and  they  suggested  that  he  was 
the  one  best  fitted  for  the  work.  My  father  said  he 
would  consider  the  matter,  and  before  he  left,  a  day  was 
appointed  for  an  interview  with  a  representative  of  the 
Company,  at  a  board  meeting  in  Manchester. 

The  day  arrived,  and  the  Secretary  of  the  Company, 
Mr.  Thomas  Robinson,  was  deputed  to  meet  my  father, 
and  decide  as  to  his  suitability  for  the  post.  They  met, 
and  had  not  talked  together  very  long  before  they  felt  a 
knitting  in  the  bonds  of  eternal  and  covenant  love.  Mr. 
Robinson  very  soon  came  to  the  conclusion  that  this  was 
the  very  minister  he  wanted,  as  for  years  he  had  longed 
for  the  time  to  come  when  he  could  listen  regularly  to  the 
preaching  of  the  discriminating  truths  of  the  Gospel. 
The  result  of  the  interview  was,  that  my  father  felt  that 
God  was  opening  up  the  way  for  him  to  go  Barrow  Hill. 
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In  after  days  he  often  mentioned  how  exercised  he  was 
in  his  mind  in  respect  to  the  step  he  was  about  to  take, 
God  having  so  specially  blessed  him  in  his  work  at  Hay- 
dock.  He  longed  to  feel  that  he  was  doing  right  in 
leaving  that  part  of  God's  vineyard. 

It  was  ever  his  desire  to  be  found  waiting  and  watching 
to  see  God's  hand  pointing  out  the  way  he  had  to  go,  to 
see  Him  shutting  the  door  behind  as  He  opened  another 
in  front. 

Eventually,  in  humble  dependence  upon  the  grace  and 
guidance  of  God  the  ever-blessed  Spirit,  he  was  led  to 
undertake  the  work  of  the  ministry  at  Barrow  Hill. 

It  was  arranged  for  him  to  give  them  a  Sunday  before 
leaving  Haydock,  and  accordingly  he  preached  his  first 
sermon  there  on  Sunday  morning,  October  28th,  from 
the  words,  "  The  Lord  is  good,  a  stronghold  in  the  day  of 
trouble,  and  He  knoweth  them  that  trust  in  Him " 
(Nah.  i.  7).  The  sun  was  shining  gloriously  after  the 
service,  and  as  the  congregation  passed  out  Mr.  Eobin- 
son,  who  was  walking  with  my  father,  raising  his  hat 
towards  the  sun,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  exclaimed, 
"  God's  sun  may  well  shine  on  Barrow  Hill  to-day." 

Many  were  the  expressions  of  regret  and  sorrow  when 
my  father  announced  to  his  collier  friends  that  he  was 
about  to  leave  them  for  another  field  of  labour.  His 
heart  was  sorrowful  also,  for  many  of  them  were  his 
children  in  the  faith — dear  old  Ellen  Turton  was  wont  to 
address  him  affectionately  as  "  the  spiritual  father  of  all 
my  children."  But  "  man's  goings  are  of  the  Lord,  how 
can  a  man  then  understand  his  own  way?"  and  in  the 
mysterious  yet  unerring  providence  of  God,  my  father 
was  shown  clearly  that  he  must  go  to  Barrow  Hill. 

A  farewell  tea-meeting  was  held  in  the  school-room  a 
few  days  before  the  time  of  his  departure,  when  several 
of  the  members  of  the  Manchester  City  Mission  were 
present.  The  room  was  crowded  with  sorrowing  friends, 
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many  of  whom  were  deeply  affected.  During  the 
evening  my  father  was  presented  with  a  purse  of  money 
and  a  marble  clock  as  a  token  of  the  loving  esteem  in 
which  he  was  held. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  of  a  dull  November  day 
when  we  arrived  at  our  new  strange  home,  and  one  of  the 
first  to  arrive  and  welcome  my  father  was  dear  old  Mr. 
Brown,  who  was  in  after  years  the  warden  at  the  Aged  Pil- 
grim's Asylum  at  Camberwell.  Dear  Mrs.  Brown  had 
provided  and  cooked  some  tempting  dishes,  which  Mr. 
Brown  brought  in  a  basket  for  the  tired  and  hungry 
travellers.  A  kind  and  thoughtful  act  characteristic  of 
both  of  them,  and  which  was  never  forgotten.  He 
stopped  and  had  tea  with  us,  and  remained  for  the 
evening.  During  the  conversation  which  took  place 
between  him  and  my  father,  a  spiritual  acquaintance  was 
formed  to  last  for  all  eternity. 

The  nature  of  my  father's  appointment  was  as  chap- 
lain to  the  Staveley  Coal  and  Iron  Company,  and 
the  routine  of  work  was  much  the  same  as  at  Hay- 
dock  during  the  week — visiting  among  the  colliers  and 
the  other  workpeople,  but  on  Sunday  the  services  were 
held  in  a  church  which  stands  on  the  summit  of  the 
hill.  It  was  not  in  any  way  attached  to  the  Estab- 
lished Church,  although  the  Church  service  was  used, 
but  was  built  by  the  Company  for  the  use  of  the 
workpeople,  and  during  the  week  was  used  as  day- 
schools.  It  was  evident  from  the  very  first  that  the 
Lord's  purpose  in  carrying  my  father  to  Barrow  Hill 
was,  through  the  preaching  of  the  Word,  for  the  comfort, 
edification  and  building  up  of  a  few  whom  God  took  to 
Himself  during  my  father's  work  there.  "  The  backside 
of  the  desert  "  was  his  experience  of  the  place.  Here  he 
was  made  to  feel  the  truth  of  the  words,  "  For  we  are 
strangers  before  Thee,  and  sojourners,  as  were  all  our 
fathers ;  our  days  on  the  earth  are  as  a  shadow,  and 
there  is  none  abiding." 
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The  preaching  of  "  Sovereign  grace  o'er  sin  abounding  " 
to  the  longing,  waiting  heart  of  Thomas  Robinson  was 
the  means  in  God's  hands  of  forming  a  friendship 
between  him  and  my  father,  of  such  a  nature  as  is  rarely 
met  with,  and  which  was  a  blessing  and  comfort  to  both. 
Very  few  days  passed  without  their  spending  several 
hours  together.  Chatting  together  in  the  winter  evenings 
in  my  father's  study,  or  rambling  through  the  lanes 
surrounding  Barrow  Hill  in  the  long  summer  evenings, 
they  experienced  the  truth  that  before  Jehovah's  mercy 
seat 

"  There  is  a  spot  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  friendship  with  friend  " 

And  each  could  say,  "  Truly  our  fellowship  is  with  the 
Father,  and  with  His  Son  Jesus  Christ." 

About  this  time  a  little  incident  occurred  which  will 
serve  to  show  my  father's  unflinching  determination  to 
have  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  error  in  any  form,  in 
the  preaching  or  teaching  of  the  gospel ;  and  this  was  a 
marked  feature  of  his  ministry  during  the  whole  time 
that  God  enabled  him  to  speak  in  His  name. 

One  afternoon  as  he  was  writing  in  his  study,  a 
stranger  called  to  see  him.  A  curate  from  the  Staveley 
Parish  Church,  it  proved  to  be,  who  thought  he  and  my 
father  could  engage  in  a  little  mission  work  together 
amongst  the  colliers.  My  father  said  he  would  be  per- 
fectly willing  if  it  could  be  found  that  their  teaching 
would  be  the  same,  as  two  could  not  walk  together  unless 
they  were  agreed.  They  had  not,  however,  talked  many 
minutes  before  the  visitor  proved  himself  to  be  a 
Ritualistic  "  Priest."  He  left  after  a  little  while,  evi- 
dently glad  to  get  away  from  the  searching  questions  put 
to  him,  saying  as  he  went  out,  that  he  was  going  to  hold 
a  series  of  services  on  the  coal-pit  brows. 

Knowing  the  kind  of  teaching  the  men  would  be  likely 
to  receive,  my  father  had  the  following  hymns  printed  on 
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a  number  of  leaflets,  which  were  distributed  by  several 
youths  as  the  men  came  up  from  the  mines. 

"  One  Priest  alone  can  pardon  me, 

Or  bid  me  '  Go  in  peace,' 
Can  breathe  those  words,  '  I  pardon  thee,' 

And  make  these  heart  throbs  cease. 
My  soul  hath  heard  His  priestly  voice  : 
He  said,  '  I  bore  thy  sins,  rejoice  1 ' 

He  showed  the  spear-mark  in  His  side, 

The  nail-print  on  His  palm  ; 
Said,  '  Look  on  Me,  the  Crucified, 

Why  tremble  thus  ?     Be  calm  ! 
"  All  power  is  Mine,"  I  set  thee  free  ; 
Be  not  afraid,  I  pardon  thee.' 

By  Him  my  soul  is  purified, 

Once  leprous  and  defiled  ; 
Cleansed  in  the  fountain  from  His  side, 

God  sees  me  '  as  a  child.' 
No  priest  can  heal  or  cleanse  but  He, 
No  other  say,  '  I  pardon  thee.' 

He  robed  me  in  a  priestly  dress, 

That  I  might  incense  bring 
Of  prayer  and  praise  and  righteousness 

To  Heaven's  eternal  King  ! 
And  when  He  gave  this  robe  to  me, 
He  spake  and  said,  '  I  pardon  thee.' 

'  A  little  while,'  and  He  shall  come 

Forth  from  the  inner  shrine, 
To  call  His  ransomed  people  home 

To  bliss  supreme,  divine  ; 
Then  every  blood-bought  child  shall  see 
The  Priest  who  said,  '  I  pardon  thee.'  " 


"  I  need  no  other  plea 

With  which  to  meet  my  God, 
Than  His  own  mercy,  boundless,  free, 

Through  Christ  on  me  bestowed  ; 
A  Father's  love,  a  Father's  care, 
Receives  and  answers  every  prayer. 
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I  need  no  other  Priest 

Than  our  High  Priest  above  ; 
His  intercession  ne'er  hath  ceased 

Since  first  I  knew  His  love. 
In  Him  my  faith  shall  never  fail, 
Though  called  to  pass  through  death's  dark  vale. 

I  need  no  human  ear 

In  which  to  pour  my  prayer  ; 
My  great  High  Priest  is  ever  near, 

On  Him  to  cast  my  care. 
To  none  but  Him  do  I  confess, 
He  can  alone  absolve  and  bless. 

I  need  no  other  dress, 

I  urge  no  other  claim, 
Than  His  all-perfect  righteousness, 

And  His  great  saving  name. 
It  was  for  me  my  Saviour  died, 
And  I  can  need  no  Priest  beside." 

During  the  year  1868,  my  father  became  acquainted 
with  the  Rev.  Hely-Hutchinson  A.  Smith,  Rector  of 
Tansley,  Matlock,  who  was  a  clever  Greek  scholar.  He 
asked  my  father  on  several  occasions  to  spend  a  few  days 
with  him  at  Tansley,  and  finding  him  to  be  a  diligent 
student  of  the  Scriptures,  offered  to  read  Greek  with  him. 
This  proposal  was  a  source  of  great  pleasure  to  my  father, 
who  realised  the  great  help  it  would  be  to  him  in  his 
study  of  the  Word.  So  at  frequent  intervals  during  the 
next  few  years  he  walked  over  to  Tansley,  a  distance  of 
twelve  miles  through  lovely  scenery,  to  spend  a  day  or 
two  at  the  Rectory,  determined  to  take  advantage  of 
every  opportunity  to  store  his  head  with  knowledge,  that 
he  might  when  searching  the  Scriptures  more  fully  realise 
the  truth  of  the  promise,  "  He  that  tilleth  this  land  shall 
be  satisfied  with  bread"  (Prov.  xii.  11). 

On  several  Sunday  evenings  in  this  year,  Mr.  Smith 
preached  at  Trinity  Church,  Chesterfield,  when  my  father 
would  arrange  to  have  the  service  in  his  own  church  in 
the  afternoon,  so  as  to  give  the  people  an  opportunity  of 
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hearing  him,  as  he  was  one  who  loved  and  preached  the 
distinguishing  doctrines  of  grace.  The  following  letter  by 
my  father  has  reference  to  this  time  : — 

"  4  Love  Walk,  Camberwell,  S.E., 
"July  13th,  1881. 

"  My  dear  Friend  and  Sister  beloved  in  Him, — Grace, 
mercy,  peace  and  love  be  yours  abundantly  from  the  Foun- 
tain-Head of  all  covenant  blessing. 

"  It  is  no  small  mercy  to  know  that  our  spiritual  wishes 
for  each  other  are  in  harmony  with  the  will  of  our  cove- 
nant God  and  Father  in  Christ.  My  spirit  is  soothed 
with  the  sweet  and  solemn  conviction  that  covenant  bles- 
sings are  never  withheld  from  you,  though  at  times  you 
may  not  enjoy  them  as  you  would.  It  has  been  my  privi- 
lege to  have  under  my  roof  for  a  little  while  that  dear 
child  of  God,  Esther  Harding,  and  your  dear  daughter  Lucy. 
My  joy  while  they  were  here  was  truly  great.  The  text 
last  Sunday  morning  was  Matt.  x.  8,  '  Freely  have  ye 
received,  freely  give.'  When  Lucy  returns  home,  she 
must  tell  you  all  about  the  sermon.  The  text  in  the 
evening  was  Phil.  iii.  10,  '  That  I  may  know  Him,  and 
the  power  of  His  resurrection.'  The  Lord  indulged  us 
with  a  blessed  season,  which  was  greatly  enjoyed  by  our 
sister  Esther,  and  many  others  of  the  royal  family  of 
grace. 

"  On  Monday  we  went  over  and  spent  the  day  with  the 
elect  lady,  Mrs.  Lett,  at  dear  old  Dulwich  House.  I 
have  ofttimes  found  this  favoured  house  a  Bethel-spot  to 
my  soul,  and  doubt  not  that  Lucy  and  Mrs.  H.  tasted  a 
little  of  the  sweets  of  divine  communion.  During  our 
visit  I  was  led  to  narrate  to  them  the  circumstances 
attending  the  visit  of  your  dear  husband,  my  now  glori- 
fied brother,  George  Machin,  to  Barrow  Hill,  and  my 
first  acquaintance  with  him.  I  promised  Lucy  to  write 
out  the  narration,  and  when  you  get  it  she  will  not  be 
displeased.  Here  it  is  : 
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"  In  the  spring  of  1869, 1  received  a  letter  from  my  dear 
friend  and  sister  in  the  Lord,  Harriet  Machin,  in  which 
she  enquired  whether  lodgings  could  be  obtained  at 
Barrow  Hill  for  a  fortnight  or  so,  as  she  desired  to  spend 
a  little  time  where  God's  pure  gospel  was  preached.  To 
this  I  replied  in  the  negative,  saying  that  no  such  accom- 
modation could  be  found.  My  family  was  too  large,  and 
my  house  too  small,  or  I  would  gladly  have  taken  her  in 
and  entertained  her. 

"  On  Sunday  morning,  June  6th,  1869,  the  poor  of  the 
flock  at  Barrow  Hill  were  interested  with  the  appearance 
of  a  stranger  in  their  midst.  '  Who  is  he?  '  was  the 
anxious  enquiry  which  escaped  the  lips  of  many.  Before 
the  sermon  I  announced  that  our  friend,  Hely-Hutchin- 
son  Smith,  Rector  of  Tansley,  would  preach  in  the  even- 
ing in  Trinity  Church,  Chesterfield,  and  as  several  had 
expressed  a  desire  to  hear  him,  we  would  hold  our  service 
in  the  afternoon  instead  of  the  evening,  as  was  our 
custom.  My  morning  text  was,  '  The  poor  have  the 
gospel  preached  to  them '  (Matt.  xi.  5) .  The  several 
points  of  the  sermon  are  as  fresh  upon  my  mind  now, 
after  the  lapse  of  twelve  years,  as  they  were  the  moment 
God  sent  them  forth  from  my  exercised  heart  on  that 
never-to-be-forgotten  morning.  "When  the  service  was 
over,  the  interesting  stranger  retired  hastily,  leaving  us  to 
conjecture  as  to  his  identity.  In  the  afternoon  he  was 
among  the  worshippers  again.  The  text  was  Lev.  xvi. 
14.  The  substance  of  the  sermon  appears  in  No.  clx.  of 
the  '  Grove  Chapel  Pulpit.'  As  in  the  morning,  our 
new  visitor  retired  before  we  had  an  opportunity  of  speak- 
ing to  him.  About  five-and-twenty  minutes  to  five 
o'clock  I  was  standing  on  the  up  platform  of  Staveley 
Railway  Station,  in  company  with  my  wife,  the  now 
glorified  Thomas  Robinson,  and  several  others,  waiting 
for  the  train  to  Chesterfield,  when  our  perplexing  visitor 
again  appeared.  He  came  on  the  platform,  when  dear 
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Bobinson  approached  him,  and  looking  him  in  the  face, 
said,  '  What's  thy  name?  Where  dost.thou  come  from? 
I  can  smell  Hatfield  ! '  The  stranger  drew  back  a  step 
or  two,  and  quietly  said,  '  Mr.  Bobinson,  I  presume.' 

"A  few  more  words  and  he  was  no  more  a  stranger,  but 
a  fellow-citizen  with  the  saints  around  him,  and  with 
the  household  of  God  at  Barrow  Hill.  He  accompanied 
us  to  and  from  Chesterfield,  and  our  communion  by  the 
way,  and  while  seated  on  a  tombstone  in  the  churchyard, 
was  very  sweet  to  him. 

"  Thus  an  acquaintance  was  formed,  which  continued  up 
to  the  moment  when  he  took  his  departure  for  his  Father's 
house  ;  continues  still,  and  will  continue  to  the  ages  of 
eternity.  Death  cannot  cut  a  spiritual  acquaintance. 
You  will  see  this  letter  was  written  on  my  dear  wife!s 
birthday.  It  is  always  a  privilege  to  write  you  when  I 
am  inspired.  It  is  nonsense  writing  at  any  other  time. 
My  wife  and  youngsters  join  in  love  to  you  and  Lucy. 

"Yours  faithfully, 

"THOMAS  BRADBUEY." 

In  1868  an  incident  occurred  in  connection  with  a  dear 
little  Sunday  School  lad  which  is  mentioned  in  one  of  my 
father's  earlier  volumes  of  sermons.  Speaking  of  it,  he 
says:  "I  remember  some  nineteen  or  twenty  years  ago  a 
man  coming  to  me,  saying,  '  0  master,  I  shall  be  so  thank- 
ful if  you  will  come  and  see  my  little  boy.  He  is  so  near 
my  heart.  I  think  he  will  die,  and  I  want  to  know  where 
he  is  going  to !  '  I  was  soon  by  the  couch  of  the  little 
sufferer.  His  piercing  eyes  seemed  to  drink  in  every 
thought  of  my  mind  as  I  read  God's  blessed  Word  to  him. 
A  clear  sharp  apprehension  of  divine  realities  had  that 
little  hunch-backed  lad  as  I  repeated  and  explained  to 
him  Toplady's  precious  hymn,  '  Bock  of  ages,  cleft  for 
me.'  I  sat  amazed  and  melted  to  tears  as  I  listened  to 
the  childlike  breathings  of  his  wants  and  desires  to  God. 
His  feeling  apprehension  of  God's  mind  and  will  as 
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revealed  in  His  gospel,  and  his  intense  thirst  for  Jesus, 
caused  me  to  feel  ashamed  of  myself,  and  leave  little 
doubt  in  my  mind  as  to  where  the  little  fellow  is  gone  to. 
In  young  Abijah's  heart  there  was  found  some  good  thing 
towards  the  LOBD  God  of  Israel,  and  a  little  Samuel 
could  be  taught  to  address  the  Lord  thus,  '  Speak,  for  Thy 
servant  heareth.'  " 

It  is  very  interesting  to  notice  the  number  of  gracious 
men  that  my  father  was  brought  into  contact  with  during 
his  stay  at  Barrow  Hill.  One  whom  he  always  spoke  of 
with  the  greatest  affection  and  respect  was  Mr.  James 
Cunliffe,  of  Handforth,  near  Manchester.  The  result  of 
that  friendship  was  that  he  was  asked  to  preach  there, 
and  he  did  so  on  the  13th  of  May,  1869.  From  this  time 
until  August  5th,  1874,  he  preached  once  in  every  four 
weeks.  A  very  warm  and  close  friendship  existed  between 
my  father  and  several  members  of  the  Cunliffe  family,  for 
they  loved  the  doctrines  which  he  so  faithfully  and  fear- 
lessly declared.  Speaking  in  later  years  of  the  head  of 
the  family,  he  says  :  "  Last  Friday  morning  a  good  man, 
though  he  did  not  think  he  was,  Mr.  James  Cunliffe,  of 
Handforth,  was  taken  home.  He  was  one  of  the  best 
and  nearest  friends  I  ever  possessed.  In  the  Lord  I  knew 
him  well,  and  am  thankful  to  God  that  I  was  privileged 
with  his  company  and  his  confidence.  He  knew  well  the 
plague  of  his  own  heart,  the  perversity  of  his  nature,  and 
the  preciousness  of  Christ.  Many  times  have  I  witnessed 
the  joy  of  his  heart  beaming  in  his  face,  and  bursting 
from  his  lips  and  eyes,  as  he  listened  to  the  glorious  truths 
of  God's  covenant  salvation  from  these  poor  stammering 
lips  of  mine.  He  loved  God's  Christ.  He  loved  God's 
truth.  He  loved  God's  people.  He  was  a  firm  abider  by 
the  stuff  of  the  covenant,  and  many  a  sorrowing  spirit 
was  cheered  by  his  unostentatious  benevolence.  A  letter 
I  received  yesterday  morning  from  one  of  his  sons  con- 
cluded with  these  words :  '  His  end  was  perfect  peace.' 
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Blessed  exchange.  Time  for  eternity.  Grace  for  glory. 
May  the  Weeping  One  of  Bethany  bless  his  dear  widow, 
who  is  an  heir  together  with  him  of  the  grace  of  life,  and 
all  the  bereaved  ones  with  His  own  sweet  sympathy." 

About  the  year  1869,  my  father  and  the  Rev.  James 
Battersby,  Vicar  of  St.  Simon's,  Sheffield,  were  brought 
to  know  each  other,  and  as  Sheffield  is  only  about  twelve 
miles  from  Barrow  Hill,  they  were  able  to  meet  fre- 
quently. It  was  the  custom  at  Mr.  Battersby's  church  to 
give  a  tea  to  all  the  widows  in  the  parish  on  the  last  day 
of  the  year,  and  it  was  usual  for  a  minister  to  give  an 
address  afterwards.  This  year  my  father  was  asked  to 
speak  to  them,  and  he  did  so  from  the  words,  "  Comfort 
ye,  comfort  ye  My  people,  saith  your  God"  (Isa.  xl.  1). 
The  following  extract  from  his  remarks  on  this  occasion 
may  be  of  interest :  "  Seeing  so  many  widows  before  me, 
I  feel  my  heart  moved  with  that  precious  portion  of  the 
Word  so  often  misquoted  when  referred  to.  Here  is  the 
misquotation — '  A  Father  of  the  fatherless,  and  a  Husband 
of  the  widow,  is  God  in  His  holy  habitation.'  Now 
mark  !  The  correct  reading  is  this,  '  A  Father  of  the 
fatherless,  a  Judge  of  the  widows,  is  God  in  His  holy 
habitation  '  (Psa.  Ixviii.  5) .  0  that  is  a  blessed  truth ! 
'  A  Judge  of  the  widows.'  Oftentimes  I  have  found  it 
very  painful,  when  called  upon  '  to  visit  the  fatherless  and 
widow  in  their  affliction,"  because  I  felt  my  utter  incom- 
petency  to  sympathise  truly  with  the  poor  creatures — for 
none  can  do  this  but  those  who  are,  or  who  have  been,  in 
like  circumstances.  This,  then,  is  a  blessed  truth,  '  A 
Judge  of  the  widows.'  God  alone  in  His  holy  habitation 
knows  the  secret  sorrow  and  anguish  of  the  bereaved  one's 
heart." 

It  was  on  one  occasion  when  visiting  at  Mr.  Battersby's 
that  my  father  first  made  the  acquaintance  of  Mr.  W.  J. 
Parkes,  who  was  for  so  many  years  Treasurer  to  the 
Aged  Pilgrims'  Friend  Society.  From  the  first  they  were 
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attracted  to  each  other,  and  they  were  perfectly  at  home 
with  each  other  in  divine  things  before  they  had  been 
together  very  long.  An  acquaintance  was  formed  here  to 
last  for  many  years  on  this  earth.  To  quote  a  saying  of 
my  father's,  "  God-formed  acquaintances  are  lasting,  aye, 
everlasting." 

During  the  spring  of  1870  the  health  of  Mr.  Thomas 
Robinson  began  to  fail,  and  those  who  loved  him  saw  it 
with  sorrowing  hearts,  for  he  was  loved  and  respected  by 
many,  and  dearly  loved  by  a  few.  He  had  been  ill  in  bed 
for  some  days,  but  was  thought  to  be  getting  better. 
Preparations  were  being  made  for  him  to  be  downstairs 
again  when,  on  Friday  morning,  the  20th  of  May,  the 
end  came  suddenly,  and  quite  without  warning.  My 
father  was  walking  in  the  garden  about  eight  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  when  a  working  man  going  by  down  the 
hill  said,  "  Have  you  heard  the  news,  sir  ?  They  say  Mr. 
Robinson  is  dying."  My  father  went  up  at  once  to  the 
house,  and  was  only  just  in  time  to  see  him  breathe  his 
last.  He  had  been  unconscious  for  some  time. 

And  so  he  who  "  through  fear  of  death  "  had  been  all 
his  lifetime  subject  to  bondage,  was  carried  safely  home 
in  the  arms  of  everlasting  love,  without  knowing  anything 
of  the  dread  enemy,  death.  The  following  letter  received 
by  my  father  a  few  days  later  from  Mr.  J.  W.  Cunliffe, 
of  Handforth,  will  speak  of  the  estimation  in  which  dear 
Mr.  Robinson  was  held  by  those  who  were  acquainted 
with  him : 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Bradbury, — Your  mournful  and  startling 
intelligence  reached  us  this  morning,  and  has  completely 
taken  up  our  thoughts  to-day.  Oh,  how  my  heart  aches 
for  you  at  Barrow  Hill  !  What  a  mysterious  dispensa- 
tion it  seems  !  Truly  may  we  say,  His  ways  are  not  our 
ways.  We  are  picturing  to  ourselves  your  services  to- 
day— how  sad  and  blank  they  will  be.  I  sat  down  to  the 
piano  just  now,  and  with  my  eyes  closed  I  played  that 
tune,  Sovereign  grace,  &c.,  and  sang  it  in  my  heart  with 
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tears  streaming  down  my  face.  Oh,  how  it  recalled  my 
visit  to  you  all,  and  Mr.  Eobinson  in  your  church.  I  had 
not  known  him  before,  but  I  never  met  anyone  who  so 
completely  won  my  friendship,  and  now  it  is  all  severed 
for  ever  on  earth  ;  and  if  such  my  feelings,  what  must 
yours  be  !  We  are  sorry  for  you.  Oh,  why  is  he  taken  ? 
How  mysterious  !  His  family  in  such  need  of  him,  and 
the  truth  at  Barrow  Hill  so  knit  up  with  him  !  Well  may 
we  repeat  that  passage,  '  What  I  do  thou  knowest  not 
now,'  &c. 

"  He  is  the  only  gainer,  and  when  I  think  of  him  as  he 
is  now,  I  can  almost  envy  him — he  has  done  with  sin  and 
sorrow  ;  no  more  carnality  or  deadness  to  spiritual  things ; 
no  more  grovelling  and  mourning  over  failings,  sinful- 
ness,  &c.  ;  but  singing  hallelujahs  at  his  Saviour's  feet, 
joining  that  heavenly  host  in  praising  his  Redeemer,  for 
ever  done  with  sin,  sorrow  and  the  flesh.  .  .  .  Good- 
bye, God  bless  and  comfort  you. 

"  Yours  very  truly, 

"  JAMES  W.  CUNLIFFE." 

Some  years  later,   speaking  of  this  time,   my   father 
says :  "  God  took  me  to  Barrow  Hill,  where  I  met  with  a 
few   jewels  of    electing    love.     Dear    Thomas    Robinson 
prayed  for  God's  preached  word,  and  would  not  let  God 
rest  until  He  sent  it.     When  God  sent  it,  the  furnace  in 
Zion  raged  most  fiercely  until  he  was  carried  to  bliss  in 
the  arms  of  love.     I  think  I  see  him  now,  singing  with 
all  his  heart  and  soul  those  blessed  words, 
'  Sovereign  grace  o'er  sin  abounding, 
Bansom'd  souls,  the  tidings  swell, 
'Tis  a  deep  that  knows  no  sounding, 
Who  its  breadth  or  length  can  tell  ? 

On  its  glories 
Let  my  soul  for  ever  dwell.'  " 

My  father  was  very  ill  for  some  time  after  this ;  Mr. 
Robinson's  sudden  death,  and  the  loss  of  his  friendship, 
were  keenly  felt  by  him.  He  was  taken  ill  during  the 
service  in  the  evening  of  the  19th  of  June,  and  in  the 
following  week  went  away  for  a  month's  change  and  rest. 
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He  spent  the  first  week  at  Handforth,  the  second  at 
Tansley  Eectory,  and  then  went  for  a  fortnight  to  Black- 
pool with  my  mother  and  the  two  youngest  boys.  While 
staying  here,  he  went  to  hear  Canon  Falloon  preach.  The 
text  was,  "  Thou  rulest  the  raging  of  the  sea  ;  when  the 
waves  thereof  arise.  Thou  stillest  them  "  (Psa.  Ixxxix.  9)  ; 
and  the  word  was  so  blessed  to  him  that  from  that  time 
all  fear  of  the  sea  and  its  raging  was  taken  quite  away. 

After  this  time  dear  old  Mr.  Brown  became  more  and 
more  my  father's  companion  in  his  walks.  Eckington 
Wood,  a  mile  or  two  away,  was  a  favourite  resort,  where 
lived  a  man,  Mr.  Betts,  gamekeeper  to  Sir  George  Sit- 
well,  who  loved  the  truths  of  distinguishing  grace,  and  at 
one  time  sat  under  Mr.  James  Wells'  ministry.  He 
attended  the  services  at  Barrow  Hill  Church,  and  wa& 
much  beloved  by  my  father  for  his  simple  and  faithful 
adherence  to  the  truths  of  the  gospel. 

About  the  year  1871,  my  father  became  acquainted 
with  the  Rev.  W.  L.  Eolleston,  Vicar  of  Scraptoft,  near 
Leicester.  During  the  next  few  years  they  met  very 
often,  both  at  Leicester  and  Barrow  Hill,  and  a  very 
warm  friendship  sprang  up  between  them.  In  eternal 
things  they  saw  eye  to  eye,  and  received  mutual  help  and 
encouragement  in  each  other's  society. 

Referring  in  after  years  to  Mr.  Rolleston,  my  father 
says  :  "  '  Beloved  ! '  that  is  a  very  blessed  way  of  address 
when  it  is  real.  There  have  been  loved  ones  of  my  Lord 
who  would  ever  thus  address  me.  The  amiable,  faithful, 
and  fearless  servant  of  God,  William  Lancelot  Rolleston, 
was  wont  to  own  me  as  his  beloved  brother."  Speaking 
at  another  time  he  says :  "  Here  (Barrow  Hill)  I  was 
blessed  with  spiritual  communion  and  ministerial  help 
from  dear  Rolleston.  He  was  a  man  I  loved,  still  love, 
and  shall  for  ever  love.  One  day  we  descended  a  coal-pit 
together.  I  said  to  him,  '  I  daresay  you  will  find  a  jewel 
or  two  down  here  before  we  ascend.'  He  looked  at  me 
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with  all  the  sweet  simplicity  that  characterised  him,  and 
wondered  what  I  meant.  We  were  taken  a  long  distance 
in  a  coal  waggon,  when  our  guide  said  to  me,  '  Old  Jem  is 
not  far  from  here !  '  We  alighted,  and  there  the  dear 
old  saint  Jem  Vardy  was.  We  left  Rolleston  and  Jem 
together,  and  on  our  rejoining  them  found  them  blessedly 
one  in  the  bonds  of  sweet  communion.  Their  tears  and 
greetings  proved  that  untoward  spot  to  be  the  house  of 
God — the  gate  of  heaven.  William,  the  refined — Jem, 
the  rugged — one  in  Christ — no  difference  between  the 
refined  and  the  rugged :  '  for  the  same  Lord  over  all  is  rich 
unto  all  that  call  upon  Him.'  ' 

Jem  Vardy  was  a  man  who  worked  in  the  coal-mines. 
When  my  father  first  went  to  Barrow  Hill,  Jem  belonged 
to  the  Primitive  Methodists  and  was  one  of  the  most 
vociferous  "  believers,"  making  the  most  noise  and 
singing  the  loudest  at  their  open-air  meetings,  "  I  do 
believe ;  I  will  believe."  He  was  persuaded  to  go  and 
hear  my  father  preach.  God  met  with  him  there,  and 
showed  him  that  with  all  his  religion  he  was  still  in 
nature's  darkness,  and  led  him  to  see  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  as  his  only  Saviour.  Poor  Jem  was  so  ashamed 
of  having  made  such  a  display  of  himself  at  the  meetings 
that  he  often  spoke  to  my  father  about  it,  saying,  "  Oh 
Mr.  Bradbury  ;  I  do  feel  ashamed  when  I  think  what  a 
fool  I  made  of  myself."  The  sweet,  quaint  simplicity  of 
the  man  won  my  father's  affection.  Many  were  the  talks 
they  had  as  Jem  passed  our  house  either  to  or  from  his 
work.  A  precious  Jesus  crucified  for  their  sins,  and  risen 
again  for  their  justification,  was  their  constant  theme. 

In  the  summer  of  1873,  Jem  was  crushed  by  a  fall  of 
coal  in  the  mine,  which  eventually  caused  his  death. 
My  father  visited  him  several  times,  and  was  deeply 
touched  and  overcome  by  the  depth  and  sweetness  of  his 
experience.  He  died  soon  after,  leaving  a  blessed  testi- 
mony behind  him.  On  the  following  Sunday  evening  my 
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father  preached  his  funeral  sermon  from  Rev.  vii.  13,  14 : 
"  And  one  of  the  elders  answered,  saying  unto  me,  What 
are  these  which  are  arrayed  in  white  robes,  and  whence 
oame  they  ?  And  I  said  unto  him,  Sir,  thou  knowest. 
And  he  said  unto  me,  These  are  they  which  came  out  of 
great  tribulation,  and  have  washed  their  robes,  and  made 
them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb." 


CHAPTEE  VIL 

"  To  be  kept  with  a  single  eye  to  God's  glory,  to  be  kept  firmly 
standing  on  new  covenant  ground,  to  be  kept  in  communion 
and  association  with  a  sovereign  God  in  Christ  by  the  in- 
dwelling of  the  blessed  Spirit,  is  truly  a  miracle  of  grace  in 
these  days  of  compromise  and  declension." 

TOWAEDS  the  close  of  the  year  1871  my  father  received 
an  invitation  to  preach  at  Oxford,  in  response  to  which 
he  arranged  to  go  there  for  Sunday,  November  12th; 
always  ready  to  go  and  proclaim  the  Gospel  wherever  a 
door  was  opened.  On  that  day  he  preached  four  times. 
The  morning  service  was  held  in  a  barn,  when  the  ser- 
mon was  from  the  words,  "  Let  Him  kiss  me  with  the 
kisses  of  His  mouth :  for  Thy  love  is  better  than  wine  " 
(Sol.  Song  i.  2).  The  service  in  the  afternoon  was  held 
in  the  Town  Hall,  when  he  spoke  from  the  words,  "  Then 
went  King  David  in,  and  sat  before  the  LORD,  and  he 
said,  Who  am  I,  0  Lord  GOD  ?  and  what  is  my  house, 
that  Thou  hast  brought  me  hitherto?  (2  Sam.  vii.  18). 
He  preached  again  in  the  evening  in  the  Temperance 
Hall,  after  which  he  spoke  from  the  steps  of  the  Martyrs' 
Memorial  to  several  hundred  University  men,  from  the 
words,  "  And  I,  if  I  be  lifted  up  from  the  earth,  will  draw 
all  men  unto  Me  "  (John  xii.  32). 

From  Oxford  he  travelled  to  London,  where  he  was 
met  by  Mr.  W.  J.  Parkes.  During  the  week,  they  went 
together  to  call  upon  Mr.  Butt  (the  senior  deacon  of  the 
Surrey  Tabernacle)  at  the  Sunday  School  Union,  and  in 
conversing  together  Mr.  Butt  put  some  very  searching 
questions  to  my  father,  the  object  of  which  appeared  to 
be  to  draw  from  him  an  expression  of  his  belief  con- 
cerning the  work  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  This  conversation 
resulted  in  my  father  being  asked  to  preach  at  the  Surrey 
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Tabernacle  ;  Mr.  James  Wells,  the  pastor,  being  at  that 
time  laid  aside  through  illness.  The  engagement  was  to 
preach  on  Sunday,  January  14th,  in  the  following  year. 
When  the  time  came  he  preached  there  with  much 
acceptance.  The  morning  sermon  was  from  the  words, 
"  I  know  that  Thou  canst  do  everything,  and  that  no 
thought  can  be  withholden  from  Thee"  (Job  xlii.  2). 
The  text  in  the  evening  was  2  Sam.  vii.  18 — 20.  He 
also  preached  there  the  following  Wednesday  evening. 

In  April  the  same  year,  he  again  preached  at  the 
Surrey  Tabernacle,  and  also,  during  this  visit  to  London, 
at  the  North  Brixton  Tabernacle,  where  the  late  Mr. 
Cornwell  was  Pastor.  From  the  commencement  of  my 
father's  ministry  in  London,  and  because  of  the  distin- 
guishing doctrines  of  grace,  which  it  was  his  delight  to 
preach  so  faithfully  and  fearlessly,  God  gave  him  a  warm 
place  in  Mr.  Cornwell's  affections,  which  remained  un- 
changed during  their  lifetime. 

During  this  month  he  preached  in  Leicester,  at  the 
Upper  Boom,  for  the  first  time,  and  also  at  Aylestone,  for 
the  Rev.  G.  W.  Straton,  (father  of  the  present  Bishop  of 
Newcastle),  at  whose  house  he  became  a  frequent  and 
welcome  visitor.  Many  times  Mr.  Straton  spent  a  few 
days  with  us  at  Barrow  Hill,  and  occasionally  preached 
for  my  father  there.  Their  friendship,  which  began  in 
their  love  of  the  same  covenant  truths,  was  warm  and 
sincere,  and  lasted  for  life. 

The  engagements  to  preach  in  London,  Leicester  and 
other  places  became  so  frequent,  that  his  congregation  at 
Barrow  Hill  began  to  have  grave  fears  as  to  the  result. 
But  he  had  already  begun  to  feel  that  his  work  in  that 
place  was  nearly  done  ;  and,  as  he  often  said,  he  felt  that 
the  Lord  was  closing  the  door  there. 

Many  were  the  friends  he  made  at  Leicester,  one  of 
them  being  Mr.  William  Garrard,  "  The  Watchman  on 
the  Walls,"  minister  of  Newark  Street  Chapel,  for  whom 
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my  father  preached  on  many  occasions.  Although  their 
acquaintance  was  but  a  short  one,  the  dear  old  watchman 
(as  my  father  always  called  him)  became  an  object  of 
love  and  veneration  to  him,  for  he  was  a  staunch  de- 
fender of  "  the  faith  once  delivered  to  the  saints." 

Another  acquaintance  my  father  made  about  this  time 
was  that  of  dear  Mr.  Thorpe  Smith,  whom  he  speaks  of 
thus :  "  And  should  I  ever  knock  at  the  door  of  a  certain 
house  in  Nichol  Street,  Leicester,  I  was  sure  to  hear  the 
trudge  of  dear  old  Thorpe  Smith,  and  the  door  would  open 
with  a  '  Come  in,  my  love  !  '  That  was  good  as  we  sat 
down  to  enjoy  communion  in  the  things  of  God."  And 
speaking  of  him  elsewhere,  he  says:  "I  was  asked  to 
preach  in  Leicester  to-day,  the  funeral  sermon  of  that 
dear  old  saint,  Thorpe  Smith,  but  I  refused,  as  I  had  no 
desire  to  be  absent  from  this  spot.  I  cannot  let  this  op- 
portunity pass  without  an  allusion  to  his  change  from 
grace  to  glory.  I  knew  Thorpe  Smith  only  as  '  a  man  in 
Christ; '  I  was  never  in  his  company  but  his  theme  was 
Christ  in  covenant  for  a  covenant  people.  In  his  walk 
and  conversation  he  was  '  a  man  in  Christ.'  In  his  testi- 
mony he  was  'a  man  in  Christ.'  In  life  and  death  he  was 
'  a  man  in  Christ.' ' 

During  the  year  1872  my  father  visited  London  several 
times  for  the  purpose  of  preaching  at  the  Surrey  Taber- 
nacle. He  also  preached  for  Mr.  Page,  at  Earl  Street, 
and  Mr.  Lawrence,  at  Bermondsey.  The  following  year 
his  engagements  in  London  were  more  numerous  still, 
principally  at  the  Surrey  Tabernacle.  On  June  5th  he 
preached  for  the  first  time  in  Grove  Chapel,  from  the 
words,  "  And  you,  that  were  sometimes  alienated,  and 
enemies  in  your  mind  by  wicked  works,  yet  now  hath  He 
reconciled  in  the  body  of  His  flesh  through  death,  to  pre- 
sent you  holy  and  unblameable  and  unreproveable  in  His 
sight"  (Col.  i.  21,  22).  He  also  preached  at  Holloway, 
Pimlico,  Peckham,  Netting  Hill,  Hackney,  Stepney, 
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Clapham,  and  other  places,  for  he  delighted  to  speak  in 
the  name  of  the  Master  whose  honour  and  glory  were  so 
dear  to  his  heart. 

On  several  occasions  during  this  year  my  father  took 
the  services  for  Mr.  Garrard,  at  Leicester,  and  in  the  early 
summer  the  following  interesting  announcement  appeared  : 

"  JUBILEE  SERVICES. 

"  The  church  and  congregation  assembling  at  Provi- 
dence Chapel,  Newark  Street,  Leicester,  propose  to  cele- 
brate the  50th  year  of  their  dear  pastor's  ministerial 
labours  by  JUBILEE  SERVICES,  considering  it  a  fitting 
memorial  of  so  rare  and  interesting  an  event. 

"  Arrangements  have  been  made  for  establishing  a  fund 
to  be  presented  on  the  occasion,  and  subscriptions  will  be 
thankfully  received  by  Mr.  George  Allen,  The  Spa,  Lei- 
cester, Treasurer  to  the  fund  ;  also  by  Mr.  Thomas  Brad- 
bury, Barrow  Hill,  Chesterfield;  and  by  Mr.  D.  Challis, 
High  Street,  Leicester." 

A  letter  fcom  my  father  to  James  Turton  describing  the 
services  is  here  given,  which  will  be  read  with  interest : — 

"  Barrow  Hill,  Chesterfield, 
"  August  30th,  1873. 

"  My  dear  Friend  and  Son  in  the  bonds  of  the  Gospel 
and  in  the  bowels  of  Jesus  Christ, — Grace  be  yours,  and 
peace  be  multiplied.  You  have  my  hearty  thanks  for  the 
stamps  you  so  kindly  sent  to  the  fund  for  Watchman 
Garrard's  testimonial.  God  sent  us  up  to  the  time  of 
presentation  £'235  Os.  5d.  Several  sums  have  arrived 
since,  and  we  hope  to  get  .£250. 

"  The  services  passed  off  exceedingly  well.  The  Lord 
graciously  gave  His  presence  and  approbation.  On  the 
Tuesday  God  took  me  into  the  old  watchman's  pulpit, 
and  sent  His  message,  morning  and  afternoon,  from  1  Cor. 
ix.  9,  last  clause  of  the  verse,  '  Doth  God  take  care  for 
oxen? ' 

"  The  evening  meeting  was  exceedingly  good. 
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"  Chairman  :  The  Eev.  Wm.  L.  Kolleston,  Vicar  of 
Scraptoft. 

"  Speakers  :  J.  B.  McCure,  of  Cambridge  ;  C.  W.  Banks, 
of  London ;  T.  B.,  of  Barrow  Hill ;  Eev.  G.  W.  Straton, 
Rector  of  Aylestone;  J.  Hedges,  of  Leicester;  and  Watch- 
man Garrard. 

"  In  this  wilderness  world,  through  grace  to  glory, 
tribulation  is  my  almost  constant  lot. 

"Give  my  love  to  your  dear  wife,  to  all  the  Turtons, 
and  believe  me, 

"  Yours  faithfully, 

"  THOMAS  BEADBURY." 

The  "Earthen  Vessel"  of  that  time,  speaking  of  the 
Tuesday  morning's  service,  says : — 

"  The  Jubilee  Morning  Discourse  by  Thomas  Bradbury  was 
a  lively  and  clear  contention  for  the  truth  of  the  Gospel 
ministry.  The  Holy  Ghost  doth  so  reveal  the  glory  of  God, 
the  Christ  of  God,  the  covenant  of  God,  the  purposes  and 
promises  of  God,  and  the  sovereign  grace  of  God,  in  the 
chosen  and  ordained  minister's  soul,  that  the  minister  cannot 
hold  back  any  portion  of  the  message  which  God  has  given 
him  to  deliver.  The  metaphor  of  the  oxen  as  symbolical  of 
the  character  and  work  of  the  Gospel  minister  was  skilfully 
and  experimentally  delineated.  The  poor  ox,  when  fallen  into 
the  pit,  drew  forth  the  keenest  sympathy  of  Friend  Bradbury, 
and  all  our  hearts  silently  responded.  Also  upon  '  finding  an 
ox  going  astray,'  our  preacher  was  eloquent  in  declaring  it  to  be 
our  business  to  lead  that  stray  ox  back  to  his  Master.  Brother 
Thomas  made  us  think  of  the  good  High  Priest  who  '  can  have 
compassion  on  the  ignorant,  and  on  them  that  are  out  of  the 
way.'  This  discourse  on  the  text,  '  Doth  God  take  care  for 
oxen  ? '  was  appropriate,  and  by  the  congregation  highly 
appreciated." 

In  the  following  year  my  father  was  invited  to  preach 
several  times  in  each  month  in  London,  and  it  was  very 
evident  that  God  was  blessing  his  work  there.  Signs 
were  not  wanting  that  his  ministry  at  Barrow  Hill  was 
drawing  to  a  close.  After  preaching  at  Grove  Chapel  in 
April,  May,  and  twice  in  June,  he  was,  through  the 
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instrumentality  of  Mr.  Josiah  Crutcher,  Mr.  Henry 
White,  and  Mr.  Horace  Hummel,  induced  to  accept  the 
ministry  of  grace  in  this  place.  The  following  letter  to 
James  Turton  refers  to  this  event : — 

"Barrow  Hill,  Chesterfield, 

"  July  22nd,  1874. 

"  My  dear  Friend  and  Son  in  the  faith  and  fear  of  God's 
elect  family, — It  is  indeed  a  long  time  since  the  Lord 
moved  us  to  speak  to  each  other  through  the  post,  but  I 
am  sure  we  have  not  forgotten  to  mention  each  other  to 
the  King. 

"  I  feel  I  have  no  occasion  to  say  to  you, 

'  Tell  Him  when  you  see  His  face, 
I  would  see  Him  too.' 

"  Whatever  be  the  place  or  position  of  the  members  of 
the  family  of  God  known  to  each  other,  they  must  by  a 
hallowed  and  affectionate  necessity  breathe  each  other's 
names  and  necessities  at  the  throne  of  grace. 

"  Our  times  are  in  good  hands.  He  knows  when  we 
should  speak  and  when  we  should  keep  silence,  yet  it  is 
very  blessed  to  know  that  our  times  of  silence  are  not 
caused  by  any  movements  of  our  vile  and  wretched  flesh. 

"  After  much  anxiety  and  soul  exercise  before  Him,  I 
have  accepted  the  charge  of  the  ministry  of  the  Word 
among  the  people  worshipping  at  the  Grove  Chapel,  Cam- 
berwell,  London,  where  the  faithful  and  unflinching 
Joseph  Irons  ministered.  It  is  no  small  honour  to  stand 
in  the  place  of  such  a  man,  and  I  assure  you  I  feel  very 
much  my  inability,  but  can  bless  Him  for  His  all-suffi- 
ciency. '  Of  His  fulness  have  all  we  received,  and  grace 
for  grace.'  With  a  deceitful  and  desperately  wicked 
heart,  a  body  of  sin  and  death,  a  tempting  devil,  an  evil 
world,  I  need  the  cries  and  petitions  of  my  friends  who 
are  kept  waiting  upon  Him.  God  bless  you,  my  dear 
friend,  and  make  you  experience  His  presence,  His  pre- 
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ciousness,  and  His  power.     Give  my  love  to  Mary  and  to 
all  the  pilgrims. 

"Yours  faithfully  only  in  Him, 

"  THOMAS  BEADBUEY." 

At  the  end  of  August  my  father  preached  his  farewell 
sermon  at  Barrow  Hill  from  the  words,  "  And  now, 
brethren,  I  commend  you  to  God,  and  to  the  word  of  His 
grace,  which  is  able  to  build  you  up,  and  to  give  you  an 
inheritance  among  all  them  which  are  sanctified  "  (Acts 
xx.  32).  He  showed  them  in  his  sermon  that  he  was 
4t  pure  from  the  blood  of  all  men."  "  For,"  he  said,  "  '  I 
have  not  shunned  to  declare  unto  you  all  the  counsel  of 
God.'  '  And  there  were  those  among  the  congregation 
who  "  sorrowed  most  of  all  for  the  words  that  he  spake, 
that  they  should  see  his  face  no  more."  It  is  very  remark- 
able that  he  never  visited  Barrow  Hill  again  for  the  purpose 
of  preaching  there,  although  at  intervals  he  continued  to 
preach  at  Haydock  for  many  years. 

A  public  meeting  was  held  to  bid  farewell  to  my  father, 
of  which  the  following  is  an  account : — 

"  Friday,  August  28th,  1874,  was  a  high  day  (to  many  a 
sorrowful  one),  long  to  be  remembered  at  Barrow  Hill, 
Chesterfield,  when  Mr.  Thomas  Bradbury  took  a  farewell  leave 
of  his  people,  over  whom  he  had  presided,  in  the  work  of  the 
ministry,  for  the  last  seven  years  and  nine  months.  The 
people  were  determined  once  more  to  give  substantial  proof  of 
their  attachment  to  their  minister  in  the  presentation  of  a  gold 
watch  and  chain  (costing  £20),  being  the  third,  at  least, 
substantial  token  of  the  estimation  in  which  Mr.  Bradbury  is 
held  in  the  Gospel.  The  day  scholars  were  not  behind  in 
giving  marked  proof  of  their  juvenile  appreciation  of  his  notice 
of  them;  for  he  often  sought  to  promote  their  pleasure  and 
progress  as  best  he  could  in  perfect  keeping  with  his  pastoral 
care  over  the  Church  ;  they  subscribed  and  presented  him  with 
a  beautiful  writing  desk. 

"  A  substantial  tea  was  served  to  a  goodly  company,  at  which 
Mr.  Bradbury  was  nearly  all  the  time  distributing  copies  of 
the  '  Report  of  the  Leicester  Conference.'  At  half-past  six  a 
large  number  assembled  to  hear  addresses  from  Messrs. 
Bradbury,  Straton,  Rolleston,  Battersby,  Harper  (Editor  of 
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'  Gilead  '),  and  Noyes,  of  Dundalk,  Ireland.  A  precious  hymn 
was  sung ;  Mr.  Bradbury  read  the  Scripture ;  Mr.  Rolleston 
offered  up  prayer  in  a  humble,  simple  and  comprehensive 
manner,  adoring  the  Covenant  God  of  Israel,  and  commending 
Pastor  and  people  to  the  care  of  the  Chief  Shepherd. 

"  Mr.  W.  Brown,  one  of  the  congregation,  then  stepped  on 
to  the  platform  as  the  bearer  of  the  presentation,  handing  it 
to  J.  Campbell,  Esq.,  mining  engineer  (Chairman),  and  in 
appropriate  words  alluded  to  the  fact  of  Mr.  Bradbury's 
leaving,  the  time  he  had  been  over  the  Church,  and  the 
pleasure  it  gave  him  and  others  in  remembering  the  fact  that 
the  Pastor  had  been  faithful  with  the  Word  ;  but  God  was  a 
Sovereign,  and,  in  removing  him,  hoped  that  the  divine  bless- 
ing would  attend  him ;  that  God  might  sand  a  man  in  his  place 
to  preach  the  truth. 

"The  Chairman  said:  'You  must  be  aware  of  the  object 
that  has  brought  us  together ;  it  is  an  object  of  joy  and 
sorrow.  Mr.  Bradbury  is  going  to  London,  and  we  all  shall 
be  glad  to  hear  of  his  success.  He  has  been,  and  is,  charac- 
terised for  much  zeal  and  earnestness;  and  the  congregation 
and  teachers  have  purchased  this  beautiful  watch  and  chain  as 
a  presentation  in  sympathy  with  him  in  this  removal.'  The 
Chairman  then  made  the  presentation  in  the  name  of  the  con- 
gregation, to  Mr.  Bradbury. 

"Mr.  Bradbury  rose  and  said:  'My  dear  friends, — I  don't 
know  what  to  say,  I  have  got  to  a  dead  stop,  and  I  sometimes 
do  get  there  in  the  wilderness;  but  the  Lord  has  never  forsaken 
me  during  the  seven  years  and  nine  months  that  I  have  been 
endeavouring  to  set  forth  His  truth.  I  have,  notwithstanding, 
laboured  in  this  place  against  wind  and  tide,  against  those  who, 
with  their  tongues,  would  have  stopped  the  proclamation  of 
the  Word ;  but  God  has  stopped  their  mouths.  My  prayer  is 
that  He  may  teach  them  aright  in  this  matter.  I  well 
remember  dear  Robinson  saying,  "  For  eleven  long  years  I 
prayed  that  God  would  send  the  Gospel  to  Barrow  Hill,  and  I 
know  you  are  the  man."  My  testimony  from  that  day  to  this, 
it  is  my  privilege  to  say,  has  been  the  testimony  of  God.  I 
will  take  this  gift  as  a  token  of  your  love  and  for  Christ's  sake. 
My  going  away  is  perfectly  clear  before  me  as  of  the  Lord. 
When  the  people,  wherever  I  have  gone,  have  said,  "  Come  up, 
come  up !  "  who  was  I  that  I  should  withstand  God  ?  Mr. 
Rolleston  once  put  a  watch  into  my  hand,  and  said,  "  When- 
ever you  look  at  that,  remember  me  to  the  King ;"  and  when- 
ever I  look  at  this  I  hope  to  remember  you  to  the  King,  and, 
as  a  dear  lady  friend  once  said  to  me, 
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"  Tell  Him  when  you  see  His  face, 
I  want  to  see  Him  too."  ' 

"  The  Eev.  Jas.  Battersby,  of  St.  Simon's,  Sheffield,  then 
addressed  the  meeting ;  he  appeared  in  fine  harness  and  Gospel 
trim  for  much  onslaught  upon  everything  and  anything  that 
stood  opposed  to  the  honour  of  his  glorious  Master.  He 
referred  to  the  joy  and  sorrow  such  seasons  produced  between 
ministers  and  people.  He  knew  it  experimentally ;  he  had 
had  to  part  with  loving  peoples  more  than  once  or  twice. 
Mr.  Bradbury  will  have  sorrow  in  his  heart,  and  some  of  the 
people  too,  and  they  may  say,  '  The  past  has  been  blest,  and, 
for  the  future,  good  luck  to  you  and  them  in  the  best  sense.' 
Those  were  the  words  of  good  old  O'Leary's,  when  he  put  his 
hand  on  Mr.  Bradbury's  youthful  head  and  said  that  he  would 
be  a  preacher  some  day.  Those  words  and  the  people's 
testimony  in  their  hearts  have  proved  you  to  have  had  an 
ordination  of  the  right  sort.  Mr.  Bradbury  has  preached  to 
you,  dear  friends,  the  whole  Gospel  of  God,  and  now  he 
must  commend  you  to  God,  and  he  may  say  that 
while  he  has  coveted  no  man's  silver  or  gold,  yet  he  has 
got  it  (holding  up  the  presentation).  We  are  go  ing  to  recognise 
him  in  London,  and  I  will  tell  the  people  to  give  him  plenty  of 
it.  Mr.  Bradbury  is  going  to  leave  Barrow  Hill.  Paul  told 
the  people  they  would  see  his  face  no  more,  but  forewarned 
them  what  characters  should  come  after ;  and  God  only  knows 
what's  in  store  for  you. 

"  The  Eev.  G.  W.  Straton,  Eector  of  Aylestone,  Leicester, 
then  spoke  in  a  wise  and  fatherly  way  ;  he  gave  words  of 
wisdom.  He  agreed  that  this  occasion  was  one  of  joy  and 
sorrow ;  but  it  was  God's  work  in  the  removal  of  ministers. 
Walking,  as  Christ  did,  in  the  midst  of  the  seven  Churches, 
all  ministers  were  in  His  hands,  even  to  the  removal  of  the 
candlesticks  in  the  midst  of  His  Churches.  Mr.  Bradbury 
did  not  seek  the  appointment,  the  people  sought  him. 

"  Mr.  Noyes,  of  Dundalk,  thought  this  was  a  very  solemn 
time.  He  adored  the  mysterious  nature  of  the  providence  of 
God  that  had  brought  him  there  to  Mr.  Bradbury's  farewell 
•  meeting,  and  in  the  removal  of  a  minister  God  only  knew  what 
was  in  store ;  but  the  Gospel  is  to  be  proclaimed  to  the 
different  nations. 

"  Mr.  Harper,  Editor  of  '  Gilead,'  spoke  for  a  short  time, 
after  reading  a  portion  of  Acts  xx. 

"  The  Eev.  W.  L.  Eolleston  was  called  to  wind  up  the  meet- 
ing, which  he  did  with  marvellous  and  telling  effect.  He  said 
he  had  been  thinking  about  the  occasion  of  their  meet- 
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ing  together,  and  the  passage  that  speaks  of  the  wise  master- 
builder  might  be  applied  to  Mr.  Bradbury.  He  remarked  he 
was  thankful  Mr.  Bradbury  was  going  away,  whilst  he  was 
aware  it  would  be  a  sorrow  to  his  people ;  his  being  called 
away  was  perfectly  clear,  for  wherever  he  had  been,  he  found 
Mr.  Bradbury  was  truly  acceptable,  which  was  proved  by  the 
congregations  whenever  he  supplied. 

"  After  thanks  had  been  duly  tendered  to  the  ladies, 
Chairman,  and  speakers  and  the  doxology  sung,  we  closed  the 
brightest  meeting  ever  held  at  Barrow  Hill,  and  there  have 
been  a  few. 

"  To  God  be  all  the  glory, 

"  Yours  in  the  Lord,  W.  B." 

Whittington,  Chesterfield, 

September  9th,  1874. 


CHAPTEE   VIII. 

"  We  preach  sovereign  election  not  only  because  it  is  revealed  in 
God's  Word,  exhibiting  man's  total  depravity  and  inability, 
but  because  it  exalts  a  sovereign  God  in  His  Trinity  of 
Persons.  It  reveals  the  magnitude  of  His  Kingdom,  and 
defines  who  are  the  objects  of  the  Father's  everlasting  love, 
the  travail  of  the  Eedeemer's  soul,  and  the  objects  of  the 
Spirit's  concern  and  care.  Within  election's  hallowed- 
bounds  the  whole  seed  royal  of  heaven  are  found  by  a 
seeking  Saviour  and  a  searching  Spirit." 

IN  the  early  part  of  September  my  father  was  carried  to 
London  to  commence  his  labours  as  Pastor  of  Grove 
Chapel.  He  felt  honoured  in  being  chosen  to  be  the 
successor  of  Joseph  Irons,  that  bold  champion  for  the 
truth,  whom  he  had  long  revered  for  his  staunch  defence 
of  the  doctrines  of  invincible  grace  ;  God  thus  graciously 
answering  His  servant's  prayer,  that  the  truths  he  loved 
to  proclaim  might  continue  to  be  preached  there  after  he 
was  taken  to  his  eternal  home. 

On  Sunday,  the  6th,  my  father  preached  for  the  first 
time  as  Pastor  of  Grove  Chapel,  and  on  Thursday,  the 
10th,  the  Recognition  Services  were  held,  an  account  of 
which  is  taken  from  the  "  Earthen  Vessel  "  : — 

"  It  will  be  a  day  prominent  in  the  Church's  history  at  the 
Grove  on  which  the  pastor  that  succeeds  Mr.  Jay  was 
recognised.  The  official  announcement  of  the  services  said  : 
'  Eecognition  Services  to  inaugurate  the  entry  into  the  pas- 
toral office  of  the  Eev.  Thomas  Bradbury  will  be  held  on 
Thursday,  Sept.  10th,  1874.'  The  services  were  held  as 
arranged  ;  and  we  should  presume  the  most  ardent  admirers 
of  the  newly  elected  pastor  were  highly  gratified  and  fully 
satisfied. 

"  In  the  afternoon,  Mr.  Bradbury  delivered  a  discourse  to  a 
large  congregation,  there  being  a  number  of  ministers  and  some 
clergymen  amongst  the  crowded  company.  Tea  was  supplied 
after  the  sermon  ;  but  the  number  was  so  great  that  it  taxed 
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the  best  efforts  of  the  officials  to  meet  the  demand,  but  the 
friends  took  the  will  for  the  deed. 

"  In  the  evening  a  public  meeting  was  held.  A  spacious 
platform  had  been  erected  for  the  occasion,  and  was  filled  by 
ministers,  both  Baptist  and  Independent,  by  clergymen  of  the 
Church  of  England,  and  by  laymen,  who  appeared  to  evince 
great  interest  in  the  proceedings.  On  the  left  sat  Messrs. 
Vinall,  Eowe,  Moyle,  Lawrence,  Pung,  Whittle,  Pepper, 
Ponsford,  Wise,  Davis,  Franks,  and  Meeres ;  also  three  of 
the  deacons  of  the  Surrey  Tabernacle,  Messrs.  Beach,  Carr 
and  Eundell :  this  was  the  Nonconformist  side  of  the  platform  ; 
the  fine  pulpit  projecting  in  the  centre  of  the  platform 
partially  divided  the  same.  On  the  right  hand  sat  first  the 
Pastor-elect ;  close  by  him  sat  the  Rev.  W.  L.  Rolleston,  the 
Vicar  of  Scraptoft ;  Eev.  G.  W.  Straton,  Rector  of  Aylestone ; 
Rev.  James  Battersby,  Vicar  of  St.  Simon's,  Sheffield ;  and  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Gregg,  Vicar  of  East  Harborne,  Birmingham ;  this  was 
the  Conformist  (or  Church)  side  of  the  platform.  The  evening 
meeting  opened  with  singing,  Mr.  Bradbury  read  the  133rd. 
Psalm,  and  prayer  was  offered  by  Mr.  Vinall.  In  a  few 
appropriate  remarks  the  Chairman  introduced  the  business  of 
the  meeting,  spoke  in  the  highest  terms  of  the  in-coming 
pastor,  and  equally  affectionate  mention  was  made  of  Mr.  Jay, 
who  for  more  than  twenty-years  had  presided  over  the  Church 
there ;  he  trusted  and  believed  the  same  truths  would  still  be 
maintained ;  and  he  hoped  the  influences  of  the  work  there 
might  be  spread  far  and  wide.  He  would  give  them  a  key- 
note for  the  evening — '  England  still  a  Protestant  Country ; ' 
or  in  the  words  of  Chilling  worth,  '  The  Bible,  and  the  Bible 
alone  the  Religion  of  Protestants.' 

"  The  deacons  gave  a  statement  of  the  circumstances  that 
had  led  to  the  choice  of  Mr.  Bradbury ;  they  were  persuaded 
it  was  the  Lord's  doing,  and  were  looking  forward  to  days  of 
increasing  usefulness  as  a  Church.  Two  years  since,  when 
Mr.  Jay's  health  was  failing,  it  was  suggested  that  a  co-pastor 
should  be  appointed ;  but,  after  one  or  two  failures,  the  idea 
was  abandoned.  A  second-rate  man  would  not  do  for  the 
Grove.  A  Committee  was  formed  who  obtained  supplies  for 
the  pulpit,  and  for  some  time  paid  for  the  same.  Eventually 
it  was  suggested  to  this  Committee  that  Mr.  Bradbury  was  the 
man,  above  all  others,  to  fill  the  pulpit  of  that  valiant  preacher, 
the  late  Joseph  Irons.  A  correspondence  was  thereupon 
opened  with  Mr.  Bradbury  (part  of  which  was  read  to  the 
meeting),  and  the  result  was  his  acceptance  of  the  pastorate. 

"  Mr.  Jay's  resignation  was  then  read  to  the  meeting.     It 
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appears  the  Church  have  made  provision  for  the  late  Pastor, 
by  guaranteeing  him  a  certain  amount  per  annum  during  his 
life.  Mr.  Bradbury  detailed  the  principal  incidents  which  led 
him  into  the  work  of  the  ministry  ;  and  the  indications  that 
had  led  him  to  believe  the  Lord  intended  him  to  come  there. 

"  He  felt  almost  unfit  to  speak  to  them,  but  he  dare  not  fear, 
for  he  believed  God  had  led  him  and  helped  him  to  that  very 
hour.  We  gathered  from  the  speaker's  remarks  that  as  '  a 
very  little  lad'  he  attended  an  old  Church  in  Manchester, 
where  one  Patrick  Joseph  O'Leary  was  the  preacher.  Under 
his  preaching  Mr.  Bradbury  was  often  '  made  to  shiver.' 
This  Irish  clergyman  appears  to  have  taken  a  deep  interest 
in  the  speaker,  and  prophesied  he  would  become  a  preacher  ; 
and  with  his  dying  breath  he  blessed  both  Mr.  Bradbury  and 
his  wife. 

"  At  the  close  of  Mr.  Bradbury's  address  Mr.  Thorpe  Smith, 
of  Leicester  offered  prayer  for  the  Pastor.  Mr.  E.  Vinall  then 
addressed  the  Pastor,  comparing  him  to  a  shepherd  whose 
duty  it  was  to  look  well  after  the  flock.  Then  followed  the 
Eev.  G.  W.  Straton,  who  stated  he  felt  fully  satisfied  in  his 
own  mind  that  no  man  was  better  suited  to  fill  the  pulpit  of 
the  late  Joseph  Irons,  than  his  friend  Mr.  Bradbury.  Dr.  Gregg, 
who  next  spoke,  said  he  had  known  Mr.  Bradbury  at  Barrow 
Hill,  and  he  believed  they  would  find  in  him  both  a  lion  and 
a  lamb  ;  a  very  son  of  thunder  as  well  as  a  man  of  love ;  a  Peter 
for  zeal,  and  a  Paul  for  logic.  The  Eev.  James  Battersby 
followed  ;  his  department  was  to  speak  to  the  congregation  on 
their  duty  to  the  Pastor  .(not  duty-faith,  you  know,  but  suppose 
I  call  it  duty-works). 

"  The  speaker  confessed  he  disapproved,  at  first,  of  Mr. 
Bradbury  coming  there,  as  he  wanted  him  for  an  important 
position  elsewhere,  but  he  was  free  to  own  he  believed  this  was 
the  right  place.  Mr.  George  Davis,  of  Clerkenwell,  in  a  few 
warm  and  scriptural  words  addressed  the  Church ;  and  Mr. 
Fletcher,  of  Chichester,  expressed  the  pleasure  he  felt  when  he 
heard  the  news  that  Mr.  Bradbury  was  coming  to  the  Grove. 
The  last  speaker  was  the  Vicar  of  Scraptoft,  the  Eev.  W.  L. 
Eolleston,  who  with  words  of  Christian  kindness  and  loving 
sympathy,  expressed  his  earnest  prayer  for  the  prosperity  of 
the  Church,  and  lasting  usefulness  on  dear  brother  Bradbury. 

"  Singing  and  prayer  closed  the  proceedings." 

The  following  letter  was  written  by  my  father  to 
James  Turton  a  few  weeks  after  he  had  settled  in 
London : — 
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"49  Daneville  Road, 
" Camberwell,  London,  S.E. 

"  My  dear  Friend  and  Son  in  the  Gospel  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ, — Surely  goodness  and  mercy  have  followed 
me  here,  while  bonds  and  afflictions  wait  for  me  at  every 
step. 

"  The  Lord  has  given  me  a  very  blessed  reception  here, 
and  has  owned  His  Word  to  many  hearts. 

"  I  am  truly  pleased  and  refreshed  to  hear  that  the 
'  Bow  in  the  Cloud '  was  so  much  blest  to  you. 

"  You  may  book  me  to  be  with  you  again  on  Tuesday, 
October  27th,  and  may  the  God  of  peace  abundantly 
bless  us  with  His  peace. 

"  Yours  faithfully,  in  haste, 

"  THOMAS  BRADBUKY." 

Mr.  Joseph  Irons'  prayer  that  God  would  grant  the 
same  blessing  to  Grove  Chapel  that  He  spake  to  Solomon 
at  the  dedication  of  the  Temple — "Mine  eyes  and  Mine 
heart  shall  be  there  perpetually,"  found  an  abiding  echo 
in  my  father's  prayers  during  his  ministry  there. 

He  was  forty-three  years  of  age  when  God  carried  him 
to  the  Grove,  full  of  love  and  zeal  for  his  work,  and  only 
truly  happy  when  engaged  in  it. 

He  frequently  declared  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel 
to  be  God's  grand  ordinance  in  this  dispensation  of  grace 
for  the  ingathering  of  His  elect  and  redeemed  people; 
and  his  constant  desire  was  to  be  found  a  faithful  minis- 
ter of  the  Word,  studying  to  show  himself  approved  unto 
God,  a  workman  that  need  not  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  Word  of  truth.  "  A  faithful  preacher,"  he 
says,  "must  preach  what  God  likes — that  which  broken- 
hearted sinners  long  for.  He  must  deal  out  the  pure, 
living  truth  of  God  suitable  to  the  Spirit-wrought  experi- 
ence of  fainting  and  fearing  souls  who  tremble  at  God's 
Word."  Again  he  says,  "  It  is  the  preacher's  business  to 
preach  the  Word.  It  is  his  high  privilege  to  preach 
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God's  Christ.  It  is  the  joy  of  his  heart  to  tell  the  people 
what  he  knows  himself  of  Christ  as  a  Saviour  from  sin,  a 
Succourer  in  temptation,  a  Brother  born  for  adversity,  a 
Friend  at  all  times,  and  the  saved  sinner's  All  in  all. 
Companionship  with  the  Saviour,  Brother  and  Friend, 
whom  the  faithful  preacher  delights  to  exalt  in  testi- 
mony begets  assimilation  in  character  and  conduct  with 
Him."  Speaking  further  on  the  same  subject  he  says  : 
"  Nothing  must  be  taken  from  God's  message  by  any 
God-sent  messenger.  The  preacher  must  preach  the 
preaching  God  gives  him,  not  taking  into  account  the 
people  who  are  before  him.  I  believe  the  bane  of  the 
present-day  preaching  is  taking  into  consideration  the 
claims  and  capacities  of  the  hearers.  '  0,'  say  some,  '  We 
must  come  down  to  the.  little  ones.'  Those  who  talk 
like  this,  will  not  hesitate,  when  it  suits  their  purpose,  to 
creep  up  to  the  big  ones.  A  pretty  character  he  must  be 
who  thinks  he  can  come  down  to  the  little  ones.  He 
would  take  God  Almighty's  work  into  his  own  hands. 
Let  him  preach  God's  Truth  as  God  brings  it  home  to 
the  beloved  of  His  heart  by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
Let  not  his  deep  experience,  ministerial  ability,  know- 
ledge of  the  Scriptures,  or  fluency  in  quoting  them,  tempt 
him  to  be  anything  but  God's  mouth.  It  is  a  most 
blessed  privilege  to  come  forth  from  the  presence  of  our 
adorable  Master  to  tell  others  what  He  has  told  us  of  His 
grace,  grandeur  and  glory,  and  of  His  care,  concern  and 
attention  to  every  state  and  condition  of  His  tried  and 
tempted  brethren." 

Yet  one  more  quotation:  "  '  Let  your  speech  be  alway 
with  grace,  seasoned  with  salt,  that  ye  may  know  how  ye 
ought  to  answer  every  man  '  "  (Col.  iv.  6).  Mark  you  !  a 
man  may  stand  up  and  preach  God's  free-grace  with  won- 
derful acceptance  to  crowds  so  long  as  he  will  take  care  not 
to  use  those  objectionable  words,  election  and  predestina- 
tion. I  have  known  professed  free-grace  preachers  who 
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say  there  is  no  necessity  whatever  to  use  the  words 
election  and  predestination,  which  are  so  offensive  to 
many.  It  is  possible  for  a  man  to  preach  with  gracious 
words  and  hold  a  people  fascinated  with  the  honeyed 
terms  which  fall  from  his  lips  ;  but  let  a  little  of  the  salt 
of  the  covenant  be  dropped,  and  offence  is  immediately 
given.  The  pure  truth  of  God,  which  binds  the  elect 
together,  is  sure  to  scatter  those  who  hate  its  pungency 
and  power." 

The  following  year,  Anniversary  Services  were  held  to 
commemorate  the  first  year  of  my  father's  pastorate, 
when  he  preached  in  the  morning  from  Sol.  Song.  ii.  3. 
In  the  afternoon,  Mr.  A.  J.  Baxter,  of  Eastbourne,  spoke 
from  Psalm  xc.  17,  and  in  the  evening  a  public  meeting 
was  held,  when  several  other  ministers  spoke. 

A  year  later  the  following  account  appeared  in  one  of 
the  magazines  : 

"  We  had  the  pleasure  recently  of  visiting  the  Grove,  and 
were  glad  to  find  that  the  spot  where,  for  many  years,  the  late 
Joseph  Irons  laboured  successfully  in  the  Gospel,  had  once 
more  become  a  '  house  of  bread '  to  a  large  number  of  the 
'  household  of  faith.'  There  is  a  peculiar  satisfaction  in 
visiting  a  spot  where  a  genuine  revival  appears  to  have  taken 
place,  especially  so  when  we  know  that  it  is  by  the  proclamation 
of  the  full  and  sovereign  grace  of  God.  We  can  go  back  in 
recollection  near  a  quarter  of  a  century,  when  in  our  youth  we 
have  known  it  to  be  a  privilege  to  obtain  a  seat  at  the  Grove ; 
and  we  have  also  a  very  lively  recollection  of  a  visit  during  the 
latter  period  of  the  late  pastor's  labours,  when  a  very  different 
state  existed.  That  was  on  a  glorious  spring  morning;  the 
birds  were  sending  forth  their  joyful  notes,  the  noble  trees 
lining  each  side  of  the  Grove  were  just  putting  on  their 
beautiful  dress,  the  sun  was  shining  forth  with  its  welcome  and 
genial  warmth,  and  all  outside  was  cheerful,  bright,  and  full  ot 
praise  to  their  Maker.  But  how  different  was  the  aspect  inside 
the  '  house  of  prayer'  on  that  morning  ;  the  pastor  was  down 
in  heavy  affliction,  the  chapel  wras  nearly  empty,  and  all 
appeared  dull,  lifeless  and  sorrowful.  Well,  we  had  the  reverse 
on  this  our  recent  visit,  the  second  Sunday  in  January,  when 
we  set  our  face  for  the  Grove  once  more.  On  entering  the 
spacious  Chapel,  we  were  agreeably  surprised  to  find  that 
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already,  although  wanting  some  minutes  to  the  time  for 
commencing  the  service,  a  goodly  number  were  gathered, 
which  gradually  increased  till  the  place  was  comfortably  filled. 
The  Pastor  ascends  the  pulpit,  and  having  read  the  hymn,  the 
service  was  opened  by  the  congregation  rising  and  singing 
beautifully  the  opening  song ;  the  Word  was  read,  prayer 
offered,  and  a  glorious  Gospel  feast  provided  for  the  saints.  It 
was  with  gratitude  we  saw  the  prosperity  attending  the  work 
of  Thomas  Bradbury  at  the  Grove ;  and  also  to  witness 
the  loving  union  existing  between  Pastor,  Deacons,  Church 
and  Congregation.  The  Lord  appears  to  be  blessing  the 
labours  of  His  servant  here  to  the  edification  and  comfort- 
ing of  His  people  ;  and  to  the  ingathering  of  the  redeemed.  At 
the  close  of  the  service,  we  were  sorry  to  learn  from  Mr. 
Bradbury  that  his  health  was  not  so  well  established  as  could 
be  desired,  and  that  he  found  it  necessary  to  take  a  short 
relaxation  from  his  labours.  Very  kindly  the  Pastor  and 
Deacons  made  a  collection  in  aid  of  the  Protestant  Blind 
Pension  Society,  when  some  £24  was  the  result.  We  under- 
stand that  it  is  proposed  to  revive  the  '  Grove  Chapel  Pulpit ' 
—to  be  issued  weekly  containing  sermons  by  Mr.  Bradbury." 

The  publication  of  the  above  brought  forth  the  follow- 
ing letter  from  Mr.  Crutcher  :— 

"  I  was  very  much  pleased,  and  I  believe  many  of  God's 
dear  saints  will  rejoice  to  see  the  piece  from  one  of  your 
correspondents  respecting  his  visit,  to  that  highly  favoured 
spot,  Grove  Chapel,  as  there  are  many  of  God's  dear  aged 
saints  scattered  in  all  parts  where  your  VESSEL  sails,  who  were 
blessed  in  years  gone  by  within  those  walls  under  that  bold 
champion  for  the  truth,  Joseph. Irons. 

"  I  can  bear  testimony  to  the  truth  of  every  statement  of 
your  correspondent,  as  I  was  favoured  to  sit  under  the 
ministry  the  last  few  years  of  dear  Mr.  Irons'  life  ;  heard  him 
deliver  his  last  sermon,  and  was  present  at  his  burial.  I  have 
seen  the' chapel  when  it  was  a  great  favour  to  get  a  seat,  or 
even  standing  room.  But  after  his  death  I  was  moved  in  the 
providence  of  God  to  hear  Jesse  Gwinnell ;  and  after  his 
death  I  returned  to  the  Grove.  But,  what  gloom,  what 
desolation  years  had  made ;  old  faces  gone,  pews  empty, 
divisions,  and  wars  and  tumults;  the  enemies  of  God  and  His 
Christ  rejoicing  and  saying,  '  Ah,  ah!  so  would  we  have  it.' 
And  many  of  God's  dear  saints  were  grieving,  fearing  that  the 
once-favoured  spot  would  become  a  wilderness.  But  our  God, 
according  to  the  sovereignty  of  His  purpose,  places  His  ministers 
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where  He  will  and  when  He  will.  He  heard  the  cry  of  His 
saints,  to  send  unto  us  one  of  His  own  servants  ;  and  in  His 
never-failing  providence  He  sent  us  Thomas  Bradbury,  one 
who,  out  of  an  exercised  heart,  boldly  and  most  unflinchingly 
declares  the  whole  counsel  of  God,  and  God  the  Holy  Ghost 
most  blessedly  carries  the  Word  home  with  sovereign  power, 
so  that  the  Church  at  the  Grove  can  say,  under  a  feeling  sense 
of  the  same,  '  The  Lord  (not  man)  hath  done  great  things  for 
us,  whereof  we  are  glad.'  And  blessed  be  God,  union, 
communion,  and  sweet  peace  of  God's  own  giving,  rules  and 
reigns  with  Pastor,  Deacons,  Church  and  Congregation.  It  is 
truly  gratifying  to  hear  some  of  the  dear  old  saints  speak  of 
the  faithfulness  of  the  Covenant  God  in  thus  blessing  their 
souls  under  the  ministry,  many  having  proved  that  faithfulness 
in  that  spot  forty  or  fifty  years.  I  might  also  mention  that 
through  the  kindness  of  some  of  our  friends,  'Grove  Chapel 
Pulpit '  is  now  printed  weekly,  containing  a  sermon  by  our 
Pastor ;  and  O  that  God,  even  our  own  God,  may,  if  His 
sovereign  will,  bless  the  circulation  cf  the  same  to  the  comfort 
and  encouragement  of  His  tried  family.  So  prays, 

February  17th,  1877.  "  JOSIAH  CRUTCHER.'' 

During  the  whole  of  my  father's  ministry,  it  was  ever 
his  delight  to  exalt  the  work  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  in 
His  active  obedience  to  His  Father's  righteous  law 
throughout  His  life  on  earth,  as  well  as  in  His  sufferings 
and  death;  and  this  for  each  and  every  member  of  His 
mystical  body.  When  speaking  on  this  subject,  he  often 
quoted  the  following  verses  : — 

"  How  glorious  was  the  work  He  wrought, 

While  dwelling  on  this  earthly  globe  ; 
When  each  good  deed  and  each  pure  thought, 
Conspired  to  weave  our  spotless  robe. 

Thus  Jesus  wrought  our  righteousness, 
Our  guilt  sustained,  our  sorrows  bore  ; 

Secured  our  everlasting  peace, 

And  triumphed  o'er  the  serpent's  power." 

He  rarely  stood  up  to  speak  without  alluding  in  some 
measure  to  the  substitutionary  work  of  the  Saviour,  from 
Bethlehem's  manger  to  Calvary's  cruel  cross.  The  fol- 
lowing extract  is  an  illustration  from  one  of  his  earlier 
sermons : — 
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"  God-sent  ministers  love  to  be  the  instruments  in  His 
hands  in  removing  doubts,  fears,  unbelief,  and  condemna- 
tion from  the  minds  of  exercised  sinners  who  are  dear  to 
Him,  while  the  blessed  Spirit  takes  of  the  things  of  Christ, 
His  precious  blood  and  perfect  righteousness,  and  as  He 
shows  these  to  them,  the  fulness  of  Jesus'  righteousness 
is  revealed  and  received.  This  all-fulness  of  righteous- 
ness I  have  endeavoured  to  describe  to  you  again  and 
again,  but  according  to  my  judgment,  I  have  fallen  far 
short  of  describing  its  beauty  and  glory.  I  love  to  see 
all-fulness  of  righteousness  in  Christ  for  me.  I  was  once 
a  child,  a  sinful  child  ;  but  He  was  a  child,  a  righteous 
child  for  me.  The  sins  of  my  childhood  are  all  taken 
away  by  His  one  offering  and  precious  blood-shedding, 
while  the  righteousness  of  His  childhood  is  made  sweetly 
mine.  I  was  a  youth,  a  naughty  youth — I  was  about  to 
say  a  dare-devil  of  a  youth,  and  I  was,  too — but  He  was 
a  youth,  the  Father's  sinless  child,  who  never  gave  His 
Father  any  anxiety  or  care  concerning  Him.  The  eye  of 
His  Father  was  always  upon  Him,  and  His  eye  and  heart 
were  always  with  the  Father.  As  a  youth,  He  perfectly 
obeyed  God's  holy  law.  He  was  a  righteous  youth.  In 
spirit  I  sometimes  sigh,  '  Remember  not  the  sins  of  my 
youth,'  but,  Lord,  remember  the  righteousness  of  the 
youthful  Jesus  at  Nazareth  for  me.  I  am  a  man,  and  I 
often  feel  myself  one  with  Peter  when  he  said,  '  Depart 
from  me,  for  I  am  a  sinful  man,  O  Lord.'  Oh  !  my  dear 
friends,  I  cannot  express  to  you  the  burden  and  oppres- 
sion my  heart  experiences  ofttimes  in  ascending  these 
pulpit  stairs  to  speak  in  the  name  of  One  so  holy  and  so 
pure,  while  I  can  see  my  life  unclean,  and  feel  the  surg- 
ings  of  iniquity  and  corruption  within.  But  here  is  my 
comfort  and  my  confidence.  My  Christ  was  an  obedient 
man,  a  righteous  man,  a  spotless  man,  and  so  He  is  now 
in  heaven  for  me.  The  sins  of  this  man  in  the  pulpit 
were  borne  by  the  Man  who  is  now  in  glory  into  the  land 
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of  never-ending  forgetfulness,  and  He  has  told  me,  inun- 
mistakeable  terms  and  by  many  infallible  proofs,  that  His 
righteousness  is  mine,  that  He  is  made  unto  me  RIGHTEOUS- 
NESS, and  that  I  am  made  the  '  RIGHTEOUSNESS  OF  Gor> 
in  Him.'  I  glory  in  the  fact  that  all-fulness  of  righteous- 
ness dwells  in  Him  for  me." 

It  was  always  a  source  of  great  joy  to  my  father  to 
receive  fresh  manifestations  that  God  was  blessing  the 
testimony  proclaimed  from  Grove  Chapel  pulpit,  continu- 
ing the  favours  He  had  so  bountifully  bestowed  upon  his 
labours  at  Haydock  and  Barrow  Hill,  The  following  i& 
an  instance,  given  in  his  own  words  : — 

"  I  experienced  a  little  melting  of  heart  last  Thursday 
afternoon,  in  the  tent  at  the  Camberwell  Aged  Pilgrims' 
Asylum.  While  I  was  there,  a  man  whose  name  I  know 
not,  but  whose  face  I  oftentimes  see  here,  came  to  me 
and  said,  '  I  was  down  at  Grays  the  other  day,  and  while 
reading  a  sermon  of  yours,  a  man  asked  me  if  that  was 
one  of  Mr.  Bradbury's  sermons,  when,  upon  my  answer- 
ing in  the  affirmative,  he  began  to  open  up  to  me  the 
experience  of  his  heart.  He  said,  "  The  last  time  I 
spent  a  few  days  in  London  I  went  to  Grove  Chapel. 
After  nine  years  of  despair  and  almost  of  desperation  I 
sat  in  darkness  and  doubt  listening  to  that  dear  man 
preach,  or  rather  to  God's  gracious  testimony  to  my  soul 
through  him.  I  walked  out  of  Grove  chapel  a  free  man 
in  Christ.  My  chains  were  broken,  my  burden  was  gone, 
and  the  sweetness  of  that  liberty  I  have  not  lost  to  this 
day."  In  listening  to  this  my  heart  was  melted  and  my 
eyes  moistened  with  tears  of  God's  own  giving.  Such 
precious  testimonies  to  the  love  and  grace  of  God  do  not 
inflate  God's  ministers  with  vain  conceit,  or  set  them  on 
the  stilts  of  pride  and  presumption.  They  humble  the 
soul  to  the  dust,  and  bring  forth  sighs  and  cries  for  the 
ears  of  Him  who  hears  in  secret  and  rewards  openly. 
Yes,  and  I  believe  that  in  Grove  chapel  He  will  do  it  yet. 
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Lord,  send  forth  Thy  light  and  Thy  truth,  that  Thy  poor 
prisoners  yet  in  the  dark  may  be  made  manifest.  Send 
forth  Thy  love,  that  the  enmity  in  the  hearts  of  many  of 
Thy  eternally  loved  ones  may  be  slain.  Send  forth  Thy 
life,  that  elect  ones  dead  in  trespasses  and  sins  may  hear 
the  voice  of  Incarnate  Love  and  live  before  Him.  This  is 
the  burden  of  the  Word  of  the  LORD  in  this  exercised 
spirit  of  mine." 

My  father  was  much  interested  in  a  dear  old  bed-ridden 
saint,  whom  he  often  used  to  visit.  Speaking  of  her  he 
says : — 

"  A  few  weeks  ago,  it  pleased  God,  in  the  riches  of  His 
grace  and  goodness,  to  take  me  to  that  spot  which  many 
weary  pilgrims  have  found  to  be  a  retreat  for  spiritual 
rest  and  refreshment,  Dulwich  House.  Here  I  sat  under 
the  shade  of  a  wide-spreading  oak  in  sweet  fellowship  and 
spiritual  intercourse  with  our  brethren  William  Eolleston, 
George  Davis,  and  Horace  Hummel.  Experiencing  a 
little  inflowing  of  love  and  light  from  above,  I  said,  '  We 
will  go  and  see  a  daughter  of  the  King.'  A  few  minutes 
more  found  us  in  the  room  of  this  princess  of  royal  blood. 
There  she  lay,  a  bedridden  one  for  forty-two  years.  No 
grandeur  here ;  but  grace  and  glory,  peace  and  joy,  beam- 
ing in  that  dear  creature's  face.  We  received  a  hearty 
welcome — such  a  welcome  as  caused  us  to  see  each  other 
according  to  the  form  of  the  children  of  a  king  (Judges 
viii.  18,  margin).  We  sat  and  proved  afresh  one  of  the 
mysteries  of  divine  experience  in  the  hearts  of  God's 
living  children.  All  feeling  had  departed,  and  my  heart, 
which  a  few  moments  previously  bounded  with  life  and 
love,  was  now  cold  and  still.  I  had  not  a  word  to  say. 
At  length  the  fire  burned,  love  was  triumphant,  light  was 
bestowed,  life  was  experienced,  and  liberty  sweetly  enjoyed. 
I  had  a  blessed  manifestation  of  the  truth  that  the  Father 
had  put  the  times  and  the  seasons  in  His  own  power.  It 
was  a  time  of  love,  a  season  of  refreshing  had  come  from 
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the  presence  of  the  Lord.  The  whole  five  of  us  were 
blessed  with  a  heart-glowing  assurance  of  our  oneness 
with  the  Son  of  God's  love,  our  standing  in  His  glorious 
perfections,  loved  with  an  everlasting  love,  clothed  in  the 
spotless  righteousness  of  our  Surety,  and  accepted  in  the 
Beloved.  We  were  all  animated  with  the  same  spirit  of 
love — love  flowing  from  the  person  of  our  incarnate  God 
through  His  most  precious  wounds  and  blood.  The  fire 
was  kindled,  then  spake  I  with  my  tongue,  aye,  and  with 
my  heart  also.  I  read  the  first  part  of  Romans  v.  God 
gave  me  such  a  pouring  out  of  precious  truth  that  caused 
our  hearts  to  melt  and  mingle  into  one.  Glory  was  in 
her  soul ;  it  shone  in  her  face,  and  flowed  from  her  lips  in 
accents  of  adoring  gratitude.  Such  a  season  of  consola- 
tion and  joy  I  rarely  experience.  • 

"  Last  Friday  but  one,  our  old  friend  George  Davis 
said  to  me,  '  Miss  Saunders  is  very  low,  and  near  the  end 
of  her  journey.  She  is  anxious  to  see  you.  You  had 
better  go  at  once.'  I  was  very  soon  at  her  bedside.  She 
was  conscious,  but  could  not  articulate.  I  knew  not  what 
to  say,  but  He  knew.  I  said,  '  Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  that 
labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 
She  opened  her  eyes  wide ;  she  saw  me,  and  I  believe  she 
saw  something  more.  I  said  in  a  subdued  tone,  '  Ever- 
lasting love !  everlasting  life  !  everlasting  righteousness ! 
everlasting  glory  ! '  My  knees  were  bent,  not  from  any 
fleshly  effort,  but  in  blessed  and  hallowed  oneness  with  the 
spirit  of  that  dear  departing  saint.  The  next  day,  Satur- 
day, at  1.30  p.m.,  her  best  Friend,  her  loving  Saviour, 
graciously  took  her  home  to  Himself  without  a  sigh  or  a 
groan.  According  to  the  world's  judgment,  she  had  passed 
forty-two  years  of  privation ;  but  she  accounted  them 
forty-two  years  of  spiritual  fellowship  with  Jesus  in  His 
sufferings  and  consolations. 

"  Long,  long  years  ago,  thirty  or  more,  it  pleased   God 
to  bring  her  under  the  loving  notice  of  that  dear  but  now 
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glorified  saint,  Thomas  Lett.  From  that  moment  God 
honoured  him  in  blessed  oneness  of  spirit  with  his  dear 
wife,  as  the  almoner  of  His  bounty  and  the  channel  of 
His  precious  sympathy  to  dear  Miss  Saunders.  She  was 
well  cared  for  by  our  friend  and  sister,  Mrs.  Lett,  whose 
blessed  privilege  it  was  to  close  the  eyes  of  this  eternally 
loved  one  in  death.  God  thrust  honour  upon  me  in  carry- 
ing me  sometimes  to  her  bedside,  where  I  never  heard  a 
murmur  from  her  lips  ;  but  sometimes  as  I  read  to  her 
from  the  blessed  Book,  and  spoke  of  the  beauties  of  the 
King  and  the  glories  of  His  kingdom,  she  would  stop  me 
thus,  '  O,  Mr.  Bradbury,  I  cannot  bear  much  more ! 
Glorious !  My  God  is  so  good  to  me.  My  heart  is  full 
of  His  love,  almost  to  bursting.  O  God,  Thou  art  so  kind 
and  loving  to  me.'  ' 

Dulwich  House,  which  at  one  time  stood  near  North 
Dulwich  Station,  will  long  be  remembered  by  many  who 
were  favoured  to  visit  within  these  walls.  Mrs.  Lett,  the 
kind  and  gracious  hostess,  was  a  member  at  Grove  Chapel 
for  many  years,  and  in  speaking  of  her  my  dear  father 
was  wont  to  style  her  "the  elect  lady."  She  loved  to 
gather  around  her  those  who  belonged  to  the  family  of 
God,  and  was  never  more  happy  than  when  ministering 
in  things  temporal  to  God's  own  sent  ministers,  many  of 
whom  found  Dulwich  House  a  haven  of  peace  and  rest, 
when  wearied  and  worn  with  the  stress  and  strain  of 
preaching.  It  was  her  custom  to  have  service  at  regular 
intervals  in  her  dining  room,  when  frequently  my 
father  was  asked  to  preach.  At  other  times  the  Rev. 
W.  L.  Bolleston  or  Mr.  George  Davis  would  take  the  ser- 
vice. Many  have  been  the  seasons  of  spiritual  refreshing 
experienced  by  those  members  of  the  one  body  who  were 
privileged  to  be  present  at  the  services  at  Dulwich  House. 

Eecording  an  incident  in  connection  with  one  of  the  old 
pilgrims  attending  the  Grove,  my  father  says  : 

"  It  is  a  terrible  thing  for  a  child  of  God  who  has  been 
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nursed  in  a  fleshly  experience  to  be  brought  under  a 
searching  ministry,  to  be  stripped  in  the  light  of  God's 
all -discovering  truth.  Such  has  been  the  case  with  some 
dear  souls  here,  whom  I  hope  will  never  be  effaced  from 
my  memory.  Dear  old  Sarah  Wright  once  said  to  me, 
'  Oh  sir,  I  have  been  a  very  great  sinner  !  I  have  hated 
you  and  the  very  sound  of  your  voice  ! '  '  Why  did  you 
hate  me,  Sarah  ? '  '  Well,  you  know,  I  was  taught  to 
feed  upon  my  own  feelings  and  emotions ;  but  when  you 
came,  your  testimony  of  grace  grieved,  wounded,  and 
vexed  me.  It  took  away  from  me  all  the  hope  I  possessed 
for  communion  with  God,  and  living  with  Him  to  all  eter- 
nity. Yet  there  was  rich  mercy  in  store  for  me.  One 
night  while  you  were  preaching,  God  gave  to  me  gracious 
visions  of  Himself.  I  saw  in  a  moment  that  all  I  had 
been  seeking  for  in  myself  God  had  treasured  up  for  me 
in  Jesus  Christ.  Oh  !  it  is  so  blessed  to  know  that  not  what 
I  find  in  myself,  but  that  which  the  blessed  Spirit  reveals 
to  me  in  Jesus,  is  the  joy  of  my  heart,  and  will  be  for 
ever.'  " 

An  incident  occurred  during  the  summer  of  1878, 
which  may  be  interesting  to  record  here.  My  father 
says :— 

"  It  was  my  lot  on  Friday  last,  after  dinner,  to  try  to 
get  a  nap.  Just  as  I  was  dozing  off  I  heard  a  step.  I 
was  not  very  well  pleased.  My  wife  came  to  the  door 
and  informed  me  that  a  man,  who  lived  at  a  distance  and 
whose  time  was  precious,  wished  to  see  me.  I  was 
thoroughly  ashamed  of  myself  as  I  experienced  a  little 
softening  inside,  such  softening  as  I  like.  He  told  me 
that  twelve  months  ago  he  was  brought  to  this  place, 
when  the  truths  of  God  from  these  faltering  lips  and 
from  this  exercised  heart,  were  made  life  and  power  to  his 
soul.  I  felt  there  was  no  mistake  in  what  he  said.  If  a 
man  comes  to  me  ready  to  burst  with  matter,  I  am  care- 
ful of  that  man ;  but  if  one  comes  diffident  and  retiring, 
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with  true  humility,  half  afraid  to  speak,  I  am  inclined  to 
receive  him  at  once  to  my  heart.  But  why  should  there 
be  any  diffidence  in  speaking  to  ministers  upon  spiritual 
and  eternal  things  ?  I  know  something  of  that  state  of 
mind.  It  arises  from  knowing  so  little  of  the  man  out  of 
the  pulpit,  and  from  the  solemnity  of  the  subjects  press- 
ing upon  the  mind.  I  know  what  it  is  to  look  with  pro- 
found veneration  upon  the  very  steps  of  the  man  from 
whose  lips  God's  glorious  truth  has  been  spoken  with  life 
and  power  to  my  heart.  After  conversing  with  my  visitor, 
I  felt  a  fluttering  within  which  I  cannot  express,  and  a 
trembling  of  the  lips,  so  that  I  could  not  say  the  things 
that  I  would.  As  he  narrated  his  state  and  condition, 
and  the  preciousness  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  to  his  soul, 
I  felt  my  heart  united  to  him.  He  said,  '  I  retire  from 
the  Grove  after  service  on  Sundays  without  the  annoy- 
ance of  criticism  or  controversy,  but  melted  with  a  sense 
of  loving  oneness  with  a  suffering  Saviour.  I  am  a  poor 
man,  but  I  wish  you  to  accept  £5  towards  the  Repairing 
Fund,  with  the  hope  of  doing  more.'  This  is  what  I  love 
to  see.  It  was  an  evidence  that  JEHOVAH'S  testimony 
from  my  lips  is  made  life  and  power  to  the  waiting  hearts 
of  His  people  as  they  are  brought  to  the  footstool  of 
sovereign  mercy,  to  the  feet  of  a  precious  Christ,  their 
chains  knocked  off,  stripped  of  their  filthy  rags,  clothed 
in  the  pure  white  robe  of  Jesus'  righteousness,  and  kept 
by  His  almighty  power." 


CHAPTEK  IX. 

"  God's  minister  must,  and  will  by  God's  help,  be  a  leader.  He 
loves  to  lead  the  flock  in  the  footsteps  of  the  great  and 
glorious  Leader,  Christ.  He  labours  to  lead  his  charge  to 
the  living  fountain  of  eternal  truth,  to  the  green  pastures  of 
eternal  love,  and  to  the  still  waters  of  everlasting  consola- 
tion." 

DURING  the  year  1878  it  was  agreed  by  the  Pastor, 
Church  and  congregation  worshipping  at  the  Grove  that 
the  Chapel  stood  greatly  in  need  of  altering  and  repairing, 
and  it  was  arranged  that  the  work  should  be  carried  out 
during  that  summer.  Accordingly,  arrangements  were 
made  for  the  services  to  be  held  at  the  Horns  Assembly 
Rooms,  Kennington,  during  the  alterations.  The 
"  Earthen  Vessel  "  gives  the  following  account  of  the  last 
service  there  and  the  re-opening  services  at  the  Grove : — 

"  For  two  months  Grove  Chapel  has  been  closed  for  worship, 
and  has  been  in  the  hands  of  the  builders  for  alterations  and 
improvements.  During  this  time  the  Church  and  Congregation 
have  met  for  worship  in  the  large  Assembly  Boom,  next  to  the 
Horns,  at  Kennington  Park.  The  last  service  held  here  was 
on  Sunday  evening,  September  29th.  Arriving  a  few  minutes 
before  the  time  for  opening  tbe  service,  we  were  welcomed  by 
the  Pastor,  who  does  not  appear  to  think  it  necessary  to  shut 
himself  up  out  of  sight  till  the  service  has  commenced,  and  then 
put  in  an  appearance  during  the  opening  hymn.  At  half-past 
six  the  preacher  mounted  the  stage,  and  was  surrounded  by  a 
body  of  friends  who  led  the  singing.  It  was  a  sight  worth 
seeing,  when  Mr.  Bradbury  announced  the  opening  hymn,  to 
see  the  mass  of  earnest  worshippers  that  crowded  the  spacious 
hall,  every  seat  being  occupied  ;  and  the  full  and  melodious 
praises  that  filled  the  house  must  have  been  heard  outside  in 
that  busy  thoroughfare  by  thousands  of  passers  by.  Calmly  the 
Word  was  read,  and  then  in  earnest  but  steady  words  the 
preacher  led  the  people  to  the  throne  of  grace.  The  text  for  the 
closing  service  was  from  Phil.  ii.  12,  more  particularly  the  latter 
clause  of  the  verse :  '  Work  out  your  own  salvation  with  fear 
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and  trembling.'  It  would  be  unjust  to  attempt  an  outline  of  so 
masterly  a  discourse,  as  no  sketch  could  do  justice  to  the  sub- 
ject as  handled  that  evening.  It  was  a  noble  defence  of  the 
plan  of  salvation  by  grace  alone,  in  contradistinction  to  the 
innumerable  and  ever-increasing  methods  being  propagated  on 
every  hand  in  this  day  of  departure  from  the  Truth.  No  better 
theme  could  have  been  chosen  for  the  closing  service ;  and  the 
occasion  was  well  timed  for  making  a  bold  defence  of  our  faith. 
The  last  service  in  the  Horns  will  not  soon  be  forgotten  ;  and 
we  must  say,  that  our  expectations  were  more  than  realised  in 
the  evident  blessing  that  has  rested  on  the  two  months'  services 
there. 

"  On  Sunday  morning,  October  6th,  the  Church  and  Congre- 
gation under  Mr.  Bradbury's  pastoral  care  returned  to  their 
home  after  an  absence  of  eight  Sundays.  The  chapel  was 
filled  with  a  congregation  who  were  evidently  somewhat  sur- 
prised at  the  altered  appearance  of  the  place;  but  from  the 
general  observations  freely  made  at  the  close  of  the  service,  it 
was  clearly  ascertained  that  the  alterations  were  highly 
approved  of.  The  Pastor  preached  from  the  very  appropriate 
words,  'Therefore  they  shall  come  and  sing  in  the  height  of 
Zion,  and  shall  flow  together  to  the  goodness  of  the  Lord,  for 
wheat,  and  for  wine,  and  for  oil,  and  for  the  young  of  the  flock 
and  of  the  herd  :  and  their  soul  shall  be  as  a  watered  garden  ; 
and  they  shall  not  sorrow  any  more  at  all '  (Jer.  xxxi.  12). 

"  The  re-opening  Services  were  continued  on  the  Tuesday 
following,  during  the  whole  of  the  day.  At  ten  in  the  morn- 
ing a  meeting  for  prayer  was  held,  when  a  blessing  on  the 
Church  and  Congregation  and  all  connected  therewith  was 
sought.  After  this  a  sermon  was  delivered  by  Mr.  Bradbury  ; 
and  in  the  afternoon  the  pulpit  was  occupied  by  Mr.  George 
Davis,  of  Woodbridge  Chapel,  and  in  the  evening  a  Public 
Meeting  was  held,  when  the  Pastor  presided,  and  was 
accompanied  on  the  platform  by  Mr.  Horace  M.  Hummel, 
Mr.  Ebenezer  Carr,  Mr.  Frank  Whitlock,  Mr.  George  .Davis, 
Mr.  Josiah  Crutcher,  Mr.  Thomas  Whittle  and  others.  In 
opening  the  proceedings,  the  Pastor  spoke  of  the  priestcraft  of 
the  age,  and  of  the  deception  abroad  in  the  Church.  Eeferring  to 
the  alterations  he  remarked  it  had  been  asked,  What  was  the 
use  of  laying  out  so  much  money  on  the  building  ?  His  answer 
would  be,  Look  round,  and  see  ;  and  if  that  was  not  a  sufficient 
reply,  he  certainly  would  not  trouble  to  make  any  further 
answer. 

"  Mr.  Ebenezer  Carr,  the  Hon.  Treasurer,  then  gave  a 
financial  statement  of  the  position  of  the  fund.  It  was  highly 
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gratifying,  Mr.  Carr  observed,  to  all  concerned,  to  notice  how 
freely  and  spontaneously  the  money  had  been  subscribed  in 
so  short  a  space  of  time ;  and  he  felt  there  need  be  no  anxiety 
as  to  the  small  balance  that  now  remainded  to  be  paid,  as 
doubtless  the  friends  would  subscribe  that  before  they  separated. 

"  Mr.  George  Davis  said  he  had  been  trying  to  recall  what 
the  original  building  was  ;  and  the  words  came  to  his  mind, 
'  The  glory  of  the  latter  house  exceeded  that  of  the  former.' 
Certainly  for  convenience  and  comfort  this  was  the  case  here, 
and  as  human  nature  was  human  nature  still,  there  was  not 
one  amongst  them  who  could  not  put  up  with  a  great  deal 
of  comfort. 

"  Mr.  Hummel,  the  active  Secretary  of  the  Fund,  suggested  a 
very  simple  plan  whereby  the  balance  might  be  raised. 

"  Mr.  Crutcher  in  his  homely  style,  gave  expression  to  the 
good  and  harmonious  feeling  reigning  between  Pastor  and 
people  ;  and  assured  Mr.  Bradbury  that  he  need  not  be  the 
least  concerned  as  to  the  small  balance  that  remained  to  be  paid. 

"  Mr.  Whittle  said  he  was  seventy-five  years  of  age  that  day, 
and  he  thanked  the  Lord  he  had  lived  to  see  what  he  had  that 
day  witnessed — a  grand,  good  and  noble  alteration,  and  he 
believed  God  would  bless  them. 

"  The  collections  at  the  opening  Services  amounted  to  £230." 

During  my  father's  residence  in  London  he  travelled 
many  miles  to  declare  the  unsearchable  riches  of  Christ. 
Speaking  of  one  occasion  in  June,  1879,  he  says : 
"  During  the  past  week,  being  let  go  from  this  huge 
London,  the  Lord  graciously  took  me  to  Hull  to  find 
some  of  my  own  company.  At  the  railway  station  I  was 
met  by  my  dear  friend  and  brother,  Thomas  Davis,  Vicar 
of  St.  Andrew's,  Southcoates.  With  him  I  had  a  little 
communion  in  the  things  of  God.  In  the  evening  I  went 
to  preach  in  St.  Andrew's  Schoolroom.  Previous  to  this 
he  said  :  '  What  kind  of  a  service  do  you  prefer '?  '  I 
replied,  '  Just  the  kind  of  service  you  always  have  here.' 
He  went  through  a  portion  of  the  evening  service,  which 
I  thoroughly  enjoyed.  Then  I  stood  up  to  preach  from 
Heb.  ix.  14,  to  a  congregation  of  people  who  manifested 
a  hungering  and  thirsty  spirit  after  the  living  God,  and 
you  may  rest  assured  God  was  there,  and  they  were 
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abundantly  refreshed.  Before  we  went  to  the  service 
the  Vicar  put  a  letter  in  my  hand  which  was  addressed  to 
me  at  the  Vicarage.  It  was  from  a  poor  woman  in- 
forming me  that  in  days  gone  by  it  was  her  lot  to  be 
brought  to  Grove  Chapel,  where  she  heard  the  truth  of 
God,  which  found  its  way  with  sovereign  and  solemn 
power  to  her  heart  from  the  exercised  heart  of  dear  old 
Joseph  Irons.  She  was  taken  away  from  this  huge 
Babylon,  and  after  many  vicissitudes  in  providence 
married  a  poor  fisherman,  and  settled  down  in  a  place 
called  New  Glee,  near  Grimsby  in  Lincolnshire,  where 
not  a  vestige  of  living  truth  can  be  heard  from  Church- 
man or  Dissenter.  She  gathers  around  her  a  lot  of 
young  men  to  read  God's  Word  and  to  teach  them  God's 
truth  as  God  taught  her  within  these  walls.  She  was 
delighted  to  find  from  an  advertisement  in  the  local 
newspaper  that  the  Pastor  of  Grove  Chapel  was  to  preach 
in  Hull,  and  longed  to  be  present,  but  could  not,  yet  sent 
me  her  blessing.  I  sat  down  at  once  and  wrote  to  her 
saying  that  on  Friday  I  would  be  with  her,  and  if  she 
would  gather  together  two  or  three,  I  would  ask  the  Lord 
to  give  me  a  word  for  them.  On  Friday  I  sailed  down 
the  Humber  to  Grimsby  and  walked  to  New  Glee,  where 
I  found  my  friend  and  sister  in  the  Lord.  She  is  a 
trophy  of  Divine  grace.  Her  heart  was  melted  with 
Divine  light.  Her  spirit  was  chastened  with  Divine  fear. 
Her  soul  was  rejoicing  in  blessed  Gospel  liberty.  Her 
quiet  demeanour  was  a  rebuke  to  the  Pastor  of  the  Grove, 
while  he  learned  afresh  that  God  in  the  riches  of  His 
grace  can  teach  His  people  to  profit  without  a  preacher 
when  He  thinks  fit  and  proper.  In  the  evening  I 
preached  to  about  thirty  people  in  an  old  School-room 
from  Job  xxxiii.  23,  24.  Who  can  tell  what  the  result  of 
this  visit  can  be  ?  " 

For   many    years  the   church    worshipping   in    Grove 
Chapel  has  taken  a  great  interest  and  share  in  the  work 
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of  providing  for  the  wants  and  necessities  of  the  Aged 
Pilgrims  at  the  Camberwell  Asylum.  The  following 
letter  from  Mr.  W.  Jackson,  Secretary  to  the  Aged  Pil- 
grims' Friend  Society,  at  that  time,  will  give  a  little  idea 
of  the  kindly  interest  taken  in  them  by  the  people  at  the 
Grove  : — 

"  On  Thursday  evening,  September  8th,  with  hopes 
full  of  pleasing  expectancy,  I  wended  my  way  to  Grove 
Chapel,  Camberwell,  in  response  to  an  invitation  from  the 
pastor  and  deacons,  to  come  and  take  tea  v/ith  the  Aged 
Pilgrims  from  the  Camberwell  Asylum  (as  many  as  were 
able  to  go) .  Arriving  about  six  o'clock  I  met  a  few  of  the 
pilgrims  in  the  Chapel-yard,  having  just  partaken  of  a 
plentiful  tea,  supplied  by  their  kind  friends,  in  the  com- 
fortable school-room.  At  6.30  we  assembled  in  the 
Chapel,  the  aged  folk  occupying  seats  close  to  the  plat- 
form, a  goodly  company  of  friends  adding  to  the  party. 
Mr.  Bradbury  having  taken  the  chair,  opened  with 
singing,  reading  and  prayer,  followed  by  a  hearty  welcome 
to  all,  informing  us  it  was  the  seventh  anniversary  of  his 
pastorate  at  Grove  Chapel  ;  and  they  had  decided, 
without  making  any  public  announcement,  to  call  to- 
gether a  few  of  their  friends,  and  the  Aged  Pilgrims,  to 
enjoy  a  social  evening  together.  Loving  and  spiritual 
addresses  were  given  by  Brothers  Davis,  Nugent,  Jenner, 
Willis  and  Crutcher,  the  writer  saying  a  few  words  on  the 
various  operations  of  the  Aged  Pilgrims'  Friend  Society, 
and  expressing  sincere  thanks  for  so  kind  a  remembrance 
of  the  dear  aged  inmates  of  the  Asylum,  twenty-five  of  whom 
were  present,  with  Mr.  Brown,  the  warden.  It  was  a 
very  enjoyable  evening  for  all  concerned,  and  we  left  one 
another  grateful  for  the  opportunity  of  social  and  spiritual 
communion. 

"Yours  in  the  Master's  service  until  He  come, 

"  WILLIAM  JACKSON. 

"  Upper  Holloway,  N.,  September  14th,  1881." 

Soon  after  the  close  of  my  father's  seventh  year  at  the 
Grove,  Mr.  Hummel,  one  of  the  deacons,  was  taken  home, 
and  in  reference  to  this  he  says  :  "  I  bless  God  that  He 
has  favoured  us  with  the  company  of  one  such  for  a  few 
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years  here.  In  the  riches  of  His  grace  He  has  been 
pleased  to  take  him  to  Himself,  and  to  bless  me  with  a 
spirit  of  sweet  submission  to  His  providence,  and  ac- 
quiescence with  His  sovereign  will.  Horace  Morley 
Hummel  was  a  man  perfect  in  Christ,  and  blessed  be 
God,  he  knew  it  by  the  teaching  of  God  the  ever-blessed 
Spirit.  Those  of  us  who  had  the  most  to  do  with  him 
can  abundantly  testify  that  he  was  an  upright  man  in 
every  sense  of  the  word.  Thus  we  contemplate  our 
glorified  brother.  The  last  six  days  of  his  life  seemed  too 
good  for  a  sin-accursed  world  like  this.  His  eyes 
glistened  with  delight  after  the  services  last  Sunday  but 
one,  and  I  shall  not  soon  forget  the  expression  of  spiritual 
love  in  his  countenance  on  the  evening  of  Tuesday,  the 
4th,  after  a  precious  season  from  Ruth,  ii.  9.  He  spoke 
of  the  Lord  bringing  him  to  the  Grove,  providing  him 
with  a  spiritual  home — preventing  him  from  going  to 
another  field — keeping  his  eye  upon  the  servant  whom 
God  sent  to  let  fall  handfuls  of  purpose,  upon  which  his 
hungering  soul  delighted  to  feed.  On  the  Thursday 
evening  we  met  in  his  house  for  business,  preparatory  to 
our  annual  Church  Meeting.  Business  over,  I  read  that 
precious  narrative  of  the  journey  to  Emmaus.  If  ever 
Jesus  was  spiritually  present  with  His  disciples  it  was 
then.  Ask  Crutcher.  Ask  our  old  friend  Clark,  and  each 
will  testify  to  the  solemnity  of  that  occasion.  The  Lord 
bent  our  knees  and  bowed  our  hearts  in  the  experience  of 
His  presence  with  us.  When  we  rose  from  our  knees  his 
face  shone  under  the  anointing.  In  a  few  words  at 
parting  he  owned  himself  a  child  of  the  kingdom  not  far 
from  his  eternal  home.  On  Friday  evening  he  was  at 
our  Church  Meeting.  The  Son  of  peace  was  there.  I 
believe  there  never  was  such  a  blessed  Church  meeting  at 
the  Grove.  God's  peace  and  spiritual  prosperity 
abounded.  Dear  Hummel  anticipated  heaven.  The  next 
night  he  was  there." 
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It  may  be  interesting  to  note  a  circumstance  which 
occurred  some  time  before  Mr.  Hummel's  death.  Speak- 
ing of  an  entire  family  being  signally  loved,  my  father 
says  : — "  Did  you  ever  know  of  such  a  thing  ?  I  have 
known  several  such  cases  in  my  own  spiritual  history  and 
experience.  One  case  especially  I  have  seen,  enjoyed, 
delighted  and  gloried  in.  It  is  no  small  comfort  for  me 
to  look  back  at  God's  gracious  dealings  with  me  in  the 
ministry  of  grace,  when  a  whole  family  was  given  to  me 
in  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ.  Such  a  family  I  never 
knew  beside  this  in  all  my  experience.  Some  of  you  have 
been  in  the  old  cottage,  and  have  talked  with  the  old  folk 
and  their  children.  Dear  Horace  Hummel  doubted  the 
genuineness  of  the  tract,  '  Old  John  Turton,'  when  it 
first  appeared.  My  wife  and  I  would  go  in  and  sup  with 
the  Hummels  on  Tuesday  evenings  after  service.  On  one 
of  these  occasions  I  recounted  the  circumstances  under 
which  the.  Turtons  were  brought  to  the  knowledge  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  to  the  enjoyment  of  God's  saving 
mercy  in  Him.  Dear  Hummel's  head  dropped.  He  did 
not  take  it  in.  On  our  way  home  I  said  to  my  wife, 
'  Ann,  the  Hummels  do  not  believe  it  is  all  true  that  I 
have  said  about  the  Turtons.'  She  replied,  '  They  may 
well  believe  it.'  I  responded,  '  They  shall  believe  it,  for 
they  shall  have  the  whole  thing  sifted,  tested,  proved.' 
The  following  week  I  opened  the  subject  again.  'Mr. 
Hummel,'  said  I,  '  it  is  my  intention  to  visit  Haydock 
next  week,  to  preach  there  and  in  spots  round  about.  I 
should  like  you  to  go  with  me  and  see  these  people.' 
Turning  to  his  wife,  he  cried  out,  '  My  dear  !  '  She  lived 
in  his  heart,  and  he  in  hers  ;  they  were  '  heirs  together  of 
the  grace  of  life.'  She  answered,  '  0,  I  would  go.'  At 
the  time  appointed  the  Lord  carried  us  thither.  At  a  fit 
opportunity  we  visited  the  old  whitewashed  cottage  in 
Haydock  Old  Lane,  and  there  I  left  him  to  hold  com- 
munion with  kindred  spirits  without  let  or  hindrance. 
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On  our  return  home  dear  Mrs.  Hummel  was  anxious  to 
hear  the  news.  She  asked,  'How  has  it  been  with  you?' 
He  answered  without  hesitation,  '  O,  my  dear,  the  half 
was  not  told  us.'  He  had  seen  with  his  own  eyes,  he 
had  heard  with  his  own  ears,  and  he  had  felt  with  his  own 
heart  the  gracious  things  God  had  wrought  for  one  of  the 
families  of  His  own  Israel — a  family  sovereignly  and 
graciously  distinguished." 

A  gracious  man  in  the  ministry,  for  whom  my  father 
had  a  loving  regard,  was  the  late  Mr.  Henry  Hanks,  of 
Carmel  Chapel,  Woolwich,  whom  the  late  Mr.  A.  J. 
Baxter  described  as  the  "pleasantly  gifted,  whose  excel- 
ling was  in  the  message  of  love."  He  also  says  of  him, 
"  '  The  love  of  God  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  our  Lord  ' 
was  the  theme  of  his  joy,  and  it  was  through  the  instru- 
mentality of  Mr.  Thomas  Bradbury,  that  at  Bloomsbury 
Chapel,  E.,  we  were  favoured  to  hear  him  proclaim  the 
glad  tidings  of  salvation  in  its  precious  acceptability.  He 
was  a  sufferer  for  a  long  time,  but  there  was  the  blessed- 
ness of  affectionate  attention,  and  the  kindness  of  his 
generous  and  valued  friend,  Mr.  Dann,  with  Mr.  Brad- 
bury and  Mr.  Crutcher,  in  the  ministry  of  reconciliation 
and  patience  of  the  saints."  He  died  on  the  26th  of 
December,  1882,  and  was  buried  at  Wickham  Cemetery, 
near  Plumstead.  Describing  the  funeral  a  writer  says  : 
"  After  the  body  had  been  placed  on  the  bier  in  the  centre 
of  the  chapel,  and  all  had  taken  their  places,  Thomas 
Bradbury  and  Thomas  Stringer  stood  side  by  side  in  the 
reading  desk.  These  two  noble  champions  of  the  truth, 
with  their  grey  and  silvery  hair  and  patriarchal  semblance 
rendered  an  impressive  effect  to  the  scene.  Mr.  Thomas 
Bradbury  commenced  by  reading  the  latter  half  of  Job  v. 
and  Psa.  xc.  Mr.  T.  Stringer  followed  by  reading  a  part 
of  1  Cor.  xv.  Mr.  Bradbury  then  referred  to  his  first 
acquaintance  with  Mr.  Hanks  in  a  Baptist  chapel,  Old- 
ham  Street,  Manchester.  '  From  the  first  of  our  know- 
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ing  each  other  till  the  close,  there  was  but  one  feeling 
existing  between  us,'  Mr.  Bradbury  said.  '  Two  weeks 
before  his  departure,  brother  Josiah  Crutcher  and  myself 
went  to  see  him.  He  then  seemed  away  from  earth.  We 
sat  by  his  bedside.  He  told  us  that  that  faith  which,  by 
God's  grace,  he  was  the  subject  of  more  than  fifty  years 
ago,  he  now  felt  to  be  a  reality.  "  Faith  is  the  sub- 
stance of  things  hoped  for."  A  blessed  privilege  to  have 
this  faith  in  Christ,  which  is  so  beautifully  set  forth  in 
Hebrews  xi.  Peter  calls  it  "  like  precious  faith." 
Henry  Hanks  in  now  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  that  faith 
which  he  so  earnestly  contended  for  here.' ' 

In  the  "  Gospel  Advocate  "  we  find  the  following  :— 
"  Mr.  Bradbury,  speaking  of  the  estimable  character  of 
the  deceased,  their  long  acquaintance  and  mutual  attach- 
ment, was  moved  with  sorrow,  but,  in  the  hope  of  the  joy 
of  the  morning  of  the  resurrection,  he  took  for  his  text, 
'For  me  to  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain.'  He  spoke  of 
the  realization  by  our  dear  friend,  and  of  regeneration 
by  the  Holy  Spirit  in  the  beauty  of  holiness,  through  an 
interest  in  the  blood  and  righteousness  of  Jesus  Christ, 
and  stirred  with  fervency  of  love,  with  calmness  and  deci- 
sion he  uttered  the  warning,  '  Touch  not  Mine  anointed, 
and  do  My  prophets  no  harm,'  referring  to  the  tenderness 
of  the  love  of  God  to  the  ministry,  and  to  the  severity  of 
His  anger  against  the  persecutors  of  it." 


CHAPTER  X. 

"  It  pleases  God,  by  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel,  to  seek  and  to 
save  His  own  eternally  loved  ones.  He  sends  His  ministers 
into  all  places  whither  He  Himself  will  come.  They  go  forth 
at  His  command  and  testimonially  prepare  for  Him  a 
dwelling,  an  abiding  place  in  the  midst  of  His  elect  and 
redeemed  people." 

SEVERAL  years  passed  away,  years  full  of  interest  and 
incident  inseparable  from  the  preaching  of  a  Gospel  so 
full,  so  rich,  so  free,  as  that  proclaimed  under  the 
anointing  of  the  Holy  Spirit  by  my  father.  His  ministry 
at  the  Grove  had  become  established,  and  the  proclama- 
tion of  the  Gospel  from  his  lips  drew  together  those  who 
loved  a  God-honouring,  Christ-exalting  and  creature- 
humbling  testimony,  a  testimony  blessedly  Yea,  with  no 
Armiman  Nay  to  mar  its  blessedness. 

Many,  who  were  regular  attendants  at  the  Grove, 
came  long  distances  to  hear  God's  honoured  servant 
preach  the  unsearchable  riches  of  Christ,  and  evidences 
were  not  wanting  that  God  the  Holy  Spirit  was  carrying 
the  Word  home  with  power  to  many  hearts.  Besides  the 
labour  of  his  ministry  at  the  Grove,  he  was,  like  the 
Apostle  Paul,  "in  labours  abundant."  He  was  con- 
stantly being  asked  to  preach  in  different  parts  of  the 
country,  and,  as  he  was  always  ready  and  willing  to 
carry  the  message  of  redeeming  love  as  opportunity 
served,  it  was  not  unusual  for  him  to  preach  four  or  five 
times  during  the  week,  and  this  oftentimes  for  several 
weeks  in  succession.  This  arduous  work  at  last  began  to 
tell  upon  his  health,  added  to  which  the  depressing  atmo- 
sphere of  Camberwell  did  not  suit  him  like  the  bracing 
air  of  his  native  country  in  the  north. 

It  was  about  the  year  1888  the  doctor  thought   a  sea 
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voyage  would  be  the  best  means  of  restoring  him  to 
health.  It  was  also  about  this  time  that  he  began  to  cor- 
respond with  Mr.  Henry  Winters,  of  Troy,  New  York, 
and  as  my  father's  affections  were  drawn  out  to  him, 
feeling  him  to  be  one  of  "  his  own  company,"  he  felt  a 
longing  to  see  him.  This  suggested  a  trip  across  the 
Atlantic,  and  the  correspondence  which  followed  resulted 
in  my  father  receiving  an  invitation  to  preach  in  America. 
The  following  letter  refers  to  this  event. 

"  Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 

"  Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

"  April  5th,  1888. 

"  My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear 
of  God's  Elect, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love  with  every 
good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus,  be  yours  continually 
in  rich  experimental  possession. 

"  Then  faith  will  mount  the  hills  of  electing  and  pre- 
destinating love — sail  without  dismay  over  the  rough 
seas  of  tribulation  and  temptation,  descend  the  dark  vale 
of  uncertainty  without  fear,  hope  will  pierce  through  the 
gloomy  future,  while  love  will  carol  the  sweet  song  of 
covenant  affection,  and  wait  with  patience  the  dawn  of 
eternal  day. 

"  You  will  begin  to  think  I  am  a  queer  stick — and  you 
will  think  rightly  too.  I  once  heard  a  quaint  fellow  say: 
'  There's  many  a  crooked  stick  in  the  bundle  of  life,  and  it 
may  be  that  the  crooked  ones  keep  the  straight  ones  from 
slipping  out.' 

"  Well,  whether  that  queer  conjecture  be  true  or  not, 
we  are  assured  that  '  Once  in,  never  out.' 

1  What  from  Christ  that  soul  shall  sever 

Bound  by  everlasting  bands  ? 
Once  in  Him,  in  Him  for  ever ; 
Thus  th'  eternal  covenant  stands  ; 

None  shall  pluck  thee 
From  the  Strength  of  Israel's  hands.' 


Letter  to  Mr.  Henry  Winters. 

"  I  have  made  many  an  attempt  at  writing  to  you  ;  but 
have  failed  hitherto.  Since  my  illness,  correspondence 
has  been  a  burden  to  me,  and  the  thought  of  writing  a 
letter  has  sent  my  brain  a-swimming  and  filled  my  mind 
with  confusion. 

"  Thank  the  Lord  for  His  mercy  and  fatherly  care.  I 
feel  greatly  restored,  and  my  pen  runs  more  freely  over 
the  paper ;  yet,  I  am  compelled  to  be  painfully  careful. 
It  is  sweet  to  enter  into  the  covenant  secret  of  that  word, 
'  Casting  all  your  care  upon  Him,  for  He  carethfor  you.' 

"  Your  letters  with  their  enclosures  have  reached  me  in 
due  course,  for  which  accept  my  hearty  thanks,  At  the 
same  time  extend  your  forbearance  toward  a  poor,  weak, 
erring  brother  who  is  frequently  leaving  undone  what  he 
feels  he  ought  to  do,  and  doing  what  he  ought  not  to  do. 
He  is  rich  in  mercy — He  delighteth  in  mercy — His  mercy 
endureth  for  ever.  No  other  kind  of  mercy  would  do  for 
me. 

"I  am  pleased  to  hear  that  the  pilgrims  your  way  enjoy 
'Precious  Things.'  They  are  only  precious  as  they  are 
instrumental  in  showing  forth  the  glory  of  the  Father  in 
election — the  glory  of  Christ  in  redemption — the  glory  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  in  revelation — and,  the  salvation  of 
sinners  indeed  by  love  and  blood. 

"It  is  a  rich  mercy  to  be  blessed  with  clean,  fresh 
food ;  but  it  is  a  rare  favour  to  relish  it  with  a  keen 
spiritual  appetite,  a  covenant  God  is  the  Giver  of  both. 

"  Well,  what  a  mercy  we  have  the  blessed  old  Book — 
an  infallible  Teacher — a  spiritual  understanding — and  an 
anxious,  earnest  desire  to  be  taught.  '  What  I  know  not, 
teach  Thou  me.'  '  Lord,  to  whom  shall  we  go  ?  Thou 
hast  the  words  of  eternal  life.'  See  John  vi.  45. 

"  Yes,  thank  God,  I  am  better  ;  but  feel  I  want  bracing 
up.  I  think,  with  the  blessing  of  God,  a  run  across  the 
Atlantic  would  do  me  all  sorts  of  good — give  me  an  op- 
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portunity  to  speak  a  word  or  two  to  His  praise  and  glory 
who  does  as  He  likes  with  me — works  all  things  after 
the  counsel  of  His  own  will — and  makes  them  work  for 
good  to  His  loved  ones  who  love  Him  in  return,  and  are 
His  called  according  to  His  purpose. 

"  '  O  Lord,  I  know  that  the  way  of  man  is  not  in  him- 
self— it  is  not  in  man  that  walketh  to  direct  his  steps.' 
Man's  goings  are  of  the  Lord;  how  can  a  man  then 
understand  his  own  way  ?  Now  God  Himself  and  our 
Father,  and  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  direct  my  way  unto 
you,  and  the  Lord  make  you  to  increase  and  abound  in 
love  one  toward  another,  to  the  end  He  may  stablish 
your  hearts  unblameable  in  holiness  before  God,  even  our 
Father,  at  the  coming  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  with  all 
His  saints. 

"  By  His  will  I  shall  leave  Liverpool  for  New  York  on 
Wednesday,  June  6th.  The  name  of  the  boat  I  know 
not  as  yet.  This  you  shall  know  in  the  meantime. 
Whether  I  shall  stay  over  one  or  two  Sundays  I  cannot 
say.  That  is  all  in  the  will. 

4  All  that  concerns  the  chosen  race — 
In  nature,  providence  and  grace — 
Where  they  shall  dwell — and  when  remove, 
Fix'd  by  predestinating  love." 

"'Joy'  and  'Sympathy'  commence  a  new  Vol.  You 
will  receive  '  Life '  and  '  Light '  shortly. 

"  I  shall  be  pleased  if  a  brother  or  two  meet  me  at  New 
York  to  accompany  me  to  Troy. 

"  We  are  much  blessed  in  Grove  Chapel — though  trials 
abound.  Well,  with  every  trial  there  is  a  triumph  to  a 
vessel  of  mercy. 

"  Did  you  receive  Hill's  '  Deep  things  of  God  '  ? 

"Have  you  seen  Hill's  '  Is  it  well  ?  ' 

"  God's  peace  abide  with  you. 

"  Love  to  the  brethren, 
"Mr.  By.  Winters.  THOMAS  BRADBURY." 

"  Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A." 
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Referring  in  later  years  to  the  occasion  of  his  first 
visit  to  America,  he  says  : — "  '  Behold  I  send  an  angel 
before  thee  to  keep  thee  in  the  way,  and  to  bring  thee 
into  the  place  which  I  have  prepared.'  This  promise 
was  given  to  me  in  the  year  1888,  before  I  crossed  the 
Atlantic  the  first  time  to  visit  my  Lord's  loved  ones  in 
the  States  of  New  York  and  New  Jersey,  and  blessed  be 
His  holy  name,  it  has  never  been  taken  from  me." 

How  he  and  the  message  of  redeeming  love  were 
received  by  the  Lord's  people  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Atlantic,  his  letters  to  his  own  family  and  his  friends 
abundantly  show.  And  so  much  attached  did  the  people  of 
the  church  at  Wynantskill,  and  other  places  where  he 
preached,  become  to  him,  that  he  was  asked  to  visit  them 
the  following  year.  This  resulted  in  his  continuing  his 
visits  to  them  for  thirteen  years  in  succession.  Many 
were  the  evidences  that  the  gospel  as  proclaimed  by  him 
was  "  not  with  enticing  words  of  man's  wisdom,  but  in 
demonstration  of  the  Spirit  and  of  power,"  as  God  rnani- 
festedly  gave  testimony  to  the  Word  of  His  grace  by  the 
ingathering,  confirming,  and  establishing  of  His  scattered 
people  in  those  places  where  he  ministered.  A  quotation 
from  a  letter  written  at  Mr.  Peter  Snook's,  Johnstown, 
to  my  mother,  August,  1891,  will  be  interesting  to  many: 

"  After  I  had  written  my  last  letter,  we  went  to  church 
at  eleven  o'clock  yesterday  (Friday),  when  I  preached  to 
a  goodly  company  from  Rev.  i.  9,  which  was  greatly 
enjoyed  by  those  possessing  understanding  hearts.  In 
the  afternoon  Mr.  Snook  took  us  a  beautiful  drive  over 
hills,  through  dales,  woods,  and  farmsteads  most  beautiful. 
I  enjoyed  it  greatly  ;  not  thoroughly,  for  one  I  love  was 
not  there  to  share  my  happiness.  We  arrived  here  a 
little  after  five,  when  I  enjoyed  what  these  folk  call  a 
'  cat  nap.'  Tea  was  refreshing,  after  which,  at  seven 
o'clock,  a  great  number  of  people  came  to  the  house, 
when  I  read  John  xvii.,  and  spoke  to  them  briefly  from 
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the  twenty-fourth  verse.  At  9.30  I  retired  to  rest,  and 
slept  soundly  until  7.30  this  morning.  At  two  o'clock 
this  afternoon,  a  good  congregation  assembled  in  the 
church,  when  the  Lord  blessed  me  with  marvellous 
liberty  in  what  is  called  a  preparation  sermon  for  the 
Lord's  Supper  to-morrow  from  Isaiah  liii.  11.  Very 
many  people  are  coming  in  this  afternoon  from  Troy, 
Albia,  Greenbush,  Albany,  Glen,  Sharon,  and  I  don't 
know  where,  so  that  quite  a  high  day  is  expected  to- 
morrow. In  the  evening  this  large  house  was  filled  with 
visitors.  I  read  for  them  2  Peter  i.,  and  spoke  a  little 
from  the  first,  second  and  third  verses,  and  went  to  bed 
early  and  slept  well. 

"Sunday,  16th. — A  glorious  morning.  The  visitors 
were  all  stirring  at  6.30.  About  fifteen  of  them  sat  down 
to  breakfast,  and  at  10.30  found  ourselves  in  a  crowded 
church,  when  God  blessed  us  with  some  good  things  from 
Exod.  iii.  2.  Very  many  stayed  to  the  Lord's  Supper, 
and  expressed  themselves  greatly  refreshed.  In  the  after- 
noon a  great  number  were  again  at  church,  when  the 
Lord  was  very  gracious  to  us  from  Num.  xvi.  5.  I  felt 
greatly  at  home,  and  it  will  be  with  some  reluctance  that 
I  shall  leave  a  place  so  pretty,  and  where  I  and  His  have 
been  so  graciously  blessed.  After  tea  quite  a  crowd  came 
to  the  house.  We  sang  a  hymn  or  two,  and  I  read  the 
beautiful  narrative  of  the  walk  to  Emmaus,  beginning 
with  the  thirteenth  verse  of  Luke  xxiv.  I  gave  them  a 
running  comment  upon  the  same,  which  was  richly  en- 
joyed, and  by  none  more  so  than  myself.  We  sat  out 
under  the  balcony  enjoying  the  bright  moon  and  passing 
clouds." 

In  a  letter  written  the  following  year,  speaking  of  his 
arrival  at  New  York,  he  says  : — 

"  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Snook,  John  Winters,  and  Theodore 
Fish  were  on  the  wharf  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  vessel, 
and  gave  me  a  hearty  welcome.  While  passing  the 
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Customs,  which  was  not  a  tedious  affair,  Mr.  Brickell,  of 
Westwood,  joined  us.  Customs  passed,  Mr.  Brickell  took 
me  into  the  city  and  bought  for  me  a  nice  light  straw 
hat  (as  the  heat  here  is  intense).  On  our  return,  we 
found  Mr.  Henry  Winters  and  Libby  Barringer  had 
arrived  from  Newhaven.  We  went  by  the  horse  cars  and 
the  Elevated  Railroad  over  the  great  Brooklyn  bridge  to 
Brooklyn  City,  and  were  soon  at  the  beautiful  residence 
of  Mrs.  Fish.  Here  I  was  welcome  and  at  home  at  once. 
In  the  evening  many  came  in  to  service,  when  the  Lord 
helped  me  to  preach  with  freedom  from  Eph.  iii.  12. 
Many  were  blest,  and  dear  Mrs.  Fish,  who  had  not  heard 
a  sermon  since  1888,  was  simply  delighted.  The  air 
cooled  at  night,  and  my  sleep  was  sweet  to  me. 

"  Saturday,  July  3Qth. — Arose  about  seven  much  re- 
freshed. Morning  reading,  Job  v.  It  was  good.  At  ten 
o'clock  we  held  another  service  for  Mrs.  Fish's  special 
benefit.  I  preached  with  fluency  from  1  Cor.  ii.  12. 
The  people  enjoyed  it  greatly.  About  twelve  o'clock 
Mr.  Brickell  took  quite  a  company  away,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Snook,  John  Winters,  Gifford  Allen,  Libby  Barringer, 
Ada  Fish,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Auryansen  and  myself,  with 
him  to  Westwood.  There  we  arrived  a  little  before  three, 
and  were  soon  refreshed  with  some  good  tea.  This  is  a 
home  indeed  for  all  of  us.  In  the  evening  quite  a  com- 
pany came  in,  to  whom  I  expounded  the  way  of  the  Lord 
from  Job's  experience,  as  recorded  in  Job  ix. 

"Sunday,  July  31st. — Beautiful  morning.  All  nature 
is  so  fresh  and  green.  I  really  do  wish  you  were  here  to 
see  the  beauty  of  the  place,  and  the  kindness  of  the 
Lord's  people,  and  for  you  to  share  it  all.  At  10.30  more 
people  than  ever  assembled  in  the  house  of  Mrs.  Bell  for 
divine  service.  Among  them  was  dear  Miss  Eliza  Bell 
and  her  little  negro  page,  '  Spence.'  I  was  favoured 
much  in  speaking  from  Micah  vii.  18,  on  God  incompar- 
able, after  which  we  partook  of  the  Lord's  Supper.  A 
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goodly  company.  Dinner  over,  I  had  a  refreshing  nap, 
and  at  3.30  the  people  were  assembled  together  again  to 
hear  the  word  of  God  from  the  same  text.  Subject,  God 
passing  by  the  transgression  of  His  heritage.  It  is  pleas- 
ing and  cheering  to  witness  the  deep  interest  these  dear 
people  take  in  God's  pure  truth." 

A  week  later  he  writes  from  West  Troy  : — 

"  Sunday  morning  was  grand ;  a  morning  without 
clouds.  The  electric  cars  took  us  to  Albia,  and  Mr.  Samuel 
Sharp  drove  me  from  Albia  to  Wynantskill.  The  old 
scene  was  renewed.  Conveyances  of  every  description 
carried  the  worshippers  into  the  church  enclosure,  and 
the  church  was  soon  filled  with  eager  listeners.  I  read 
John  xvi.,  and  preached  with  clearness,  feeling  and  power, 
from  the  26th  and  27th  verses.  The  delight  of  the  people 
was  greater  than  ever.  The  congregation  was  again  good 
in  the  afternoon,  when  the  Lord  sent  His  word  from  John 
xii.  49,  50.  It  was  a  day  indeed,  one  of  the  days  of 
heaven  upon  earth,  long  to  be  remembered  with  sacred 
joy.  This  was  worth  while  coming  all  the  way  across 
the  Atlantic  for.  After  the  morning  service  dear  Peter 
Snook,  of  Johnstown,  said  to  me  with  tear-filled  eyes, 
1  That  is  the  only  gospel  to  get  me  to  heaven,  and  with- 
out it  I  can't  keep  out  of  hell.' ' 

A  letter  from  Miss  Jessy  Fish,  daughter  of  the  late 
Kev.  N.  A.  Fish,  of  Troy,  N.Y.,  to  my  father,  will  show 
how  his  visits  to  America  were  looked  forward  to  by  the 
lovers  of  truth  there. 

"  February  28th,  1893. 

Dearly  loved  Mr.  Bradbury, — Your  last  letter  to 
Arthur  is  so  cheering.  We  are  very  happy  in  the  thought 
of  your  coming — still  more  deeply  as  the  time  approaches 
nearer.  I  wish  we  could  have  you  all  to  ourselves  in  the 
little  while  you  are  here.  But  we  cannot ;  and  how 
selfish  even  the  wish  is,  when  souls,  athirst  for  Jesus, 
come  long  distances,  seeking  His  company  in  yours. 

"  Mother  sends  so  much  love,  and  says  she  is  so  glad 
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and  grateful  that  you  will  be  able,  and  are  willing,  to 
preach  for  her.  '  Faithful  Sayings  '  is  her  daily  com- 
panion ;  with  the  Bible  she  thinks  it  is  the  best  of  the 
four  books,  and  that  is  quite  a  concession  for  her.  Ada 
has  had  so  much  from  it.  One  day  she  looked  up  from 
the  book  with  a  beaming  smile,  and  said,  '  Oh !  Mr.  Brad- 
bury is  all  honey  in  this.'  She  had  a  sip  of  gospel 
comfort ;  and  you  know  she  is  apt  to  say  things  in  a 
mixed  way.  We  all  agreed  with  her.  She  was  quite 
overwhelmed  with  pleasure  upon  receiving  a  volume  all 
her  own  from  your  kind  hand — Theo  too.  Both  wish 
me  to  give  you  their  love  and  many,  many  thanks. 

"  The  texts  you  direct  to  are  so  lovely.  Grace  wants 
me  to  say  that  she  is  happy  in  the  prospect  of  your  visit 
to  her.  I  hope  the  Lord  Jesus  will  bring  you  safely  and 
abide  with  us  all  through  your  stay  ;  especially  be  with 
us  at  your  departure — I  think  we  need  much  strength 
for  that.  I  feel  every  day  that  no  one  can  need  the 
Lord  Jesus  more  than  I,  because  I  am  so  everything  that 
isn't  right ;  but  to  commune  with  my  Lord  about  this 
very  thing,  and  know  that  it  is  no  more  I,  makes  me 
sing  in  the  fire. 

"  All  here  send  warmest  love  to  Mrs.  Bradbury. 

"  Eespectfully,  JESSY." 

In  the  October  following  my  father's  first  visit  to 
America,  Mr.  Josiah  Crutcher,  one  of  the  deacons  of  the 
Grove,  died.  Speaking  of  his  death,  my  father  says : 
"  Though  we  mourn  at  his  being  taken  from  us,  we  rejoice 
in  hope  of  seeing  him  again  in  the  home  of  the  blessed. 
Fourteen  years  it  has  been  my  blessed  lot  to  know  him, 
and,  blessed  be  God,  I  knew  him  as  a  member  of  the 
mystical  body  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  He  sought  my 
society,  and  introduced  himself  to  my  notice,  when  I 
knew  him  not.  Knowing  him,  I  found  him  thoroughly 
one  with  me  in  the  glorious  verities  of  the  everlasting 
gospel.  He  was  a  staunch  predestinarian  ;  but  no  stoic, 
for  a  more  sympathising  heart  could  not  beat  than  that 
of  the  dear,  and  now  glorified,  Josiah  Crutcher.  It  was 
through  him,  with  our  glorified  brethren,  Henry  White 
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and  Horace  Hummel,  that  I  was  induced  to  accept  the 
ministry  of  grace  in  this  place.  Eventually  he  was  elected 
as  deacon  of  the  church,  and,  whatever  may  have  been 
his  peculiarities,  he  filled  his  office  in  the  fear  of  God. 
The  helpers  of  God's  minister,  Moses,  were  to  be  '  able 
men,  such  as  fear  God,  men  of  truth,  hating  covetous- 
ness.'  Jehoshaphat's  charge  to  the  Levites  who  had 
charge  of  the  treasury  was,  '  Thus  shall  ye  do  in  the  fear 
of  the  Lord,  faithfully.'  Oh,  how  blessed  it  is  for  me  to 
know  that  Josiah  Crutcher  in  all  his  dealings  with  me 
was  a  God-fearer,  and  that  in  the  face  of  his  frailties  and 
infirmities.  Thank  God  he  was  not  without  them,  for 
the  remembrance  of  these,  and  the  grace  that  sustained 
him,  endears  his  memory  all  the  more  to  me. 

"  A  few  months  ago  he  drove  from  London  to  East- 
bourne. Several  of  us  thought  it  injudicious ;  but  it  was 
part  of  God's  unerring  purpose  concerning  him.  On  his 
dying  bed  he  said  to  me,  '  That  journey  to  Eastbourne 
did  it.'  There  is  no  doubt  in  my  mind  that  that  was 
God's  way  of  taking  him  home  from  these  lower  scenes 
of  sin  and  death.  In  the  midst  of  felt  darkness  his  faith 
was  unshaken.  Near  his  end  he  said  to  me,  '  I  have  had 
many  reckonings  up  this  week ;  "  and  then  with  firm 
confidence  repeated  that  sweet  verse  by  Berridge : 

'  No  cross  nor  bliss,  no  loss  nor  gain, 
No  health  nor  sickness,  ease  nor  pain, 

Can  give  themselves  «,  birth ; 
The  Lord  so  rules  by  His  command, 
Nor  good  nor  ill  can  stir  a  hand 

Unless  He  send  them  forth.' 

He  was  a  faithful  man  with  His  God ;  a  faithful  man 
with  the  Church ;  a  faithful  man  on  the  Committee  of 
the  Aged  Pilgrims'  Society ;  a  faithful  man  in  the  whirl 
of  business ;  and,  blessed  be  God,  '  He  feared  God  above 
many.' " 

Mrs.  Hoblyn,  the  writer  of  "  Nothing  to  Pay,"  sister 


Letters  from  Mrs.  Hoblyn.  127 

of  Mrs.  Craik,  the  authoress,  and  her  husband,  Dr. 
Hoblyn,  were  for  many  years  dear  friends  of  my  father's. 
Frequently  he  and  my  mother  spent  several  days  with 
them  at  their  home  in  Bath. 

Mrs.  Hoblyn  corresponded  with  my  father  for  many 
years,  and  the  following  are  a  few  extracts  from  her 
letters,  showing  how  she  appreciated  his  work  in  the 
ministry : — 

"  Bath,  December  14th,  1892. 

"  My  dear  Brother  and  choice  Friend  in  the  Lord, — 
Your  letters  always  refresh  me  and  do  me  good.  Yes,  it 
is  a  path  of  tribulation,  and  we  must  each  find  it  out  for 
ourselves.  I  believe  '  Sychar  '*  was  given  you  by  God 
Himself ;  and  God  gave  it  to  me  through  you,  and  I  took 
a  walk  with  her  to  the  well,  not  a  whit  better  than  she 
was  ;  my  nature  only  kept  by  the  power  of  God  from  evil 
ways.  What  a  miracle  of  grace,  that  humbles  as  well  as 
saves,  makes  us  ashamed  of  ourselves  while  it  exalts  us 
into  heavenly  places  in  Christ. 

"  The  Doctor  has  a  bad  cold.  We  both  unite  in  much 
Christian  love. 

"  Yours  truly  in  the  Lord,         A.  B.  H." 

In  acknowledging  the  printed  sermon,  "  Nothing 
Amiss,"  which  my  father  sent  to  her,  she  writes : 

"  Bath,  December  21st,  1892. 

"  My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Lord, — I  warmly 
thank  you  for  your  kind  and  precious  gift.  What ! 
nothing  amiss  !  Is  it  possible  ?  Yes. 

"  Sovereign  Ruler  of  the  skies, 
Ever  gracious,  ever  wise." 

He  knows  all,  has  planned  all,  can  do  all ;  but  this  He 
cannot  do,  and  will  not  do.  He  loves  His  own,  and  will 
never  cease  to  love ;  He  will  do  them  good  and  not  evil 
all  their  days.  And  so  it  will  come  to  pass  that  He  will 
bring  them  all  safely  to  land  ;  and  then  they  shall  sing, 
'  Salvation  to  God  and  the  Lamb.'  But  oh !  how 

*  One  of  my  father's  printed  sermons. 
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different  it  is  with  us  now,  for  the  thoughts  of  our  hearts 
trouble  us ;  we  are  ready  to  pick  all  His  dealings  to 
pieces,  and  to  let  us  see  all  that  proceeds  from  us  is 
sinful,  ugly,  and  hateful,  till  we  come  to  this  extreme 
point — Can  ever  God  dwell  here  ?  But  I  need  not  tell 
you  that  though  we  get  there,  it  is  to  produce  what  God  in 
His  wisdom  sees  we  have  need  of.  '  To  humble  thee  and 
to  prove  thee,  and  to  know  what  was  in  thy  heart.'  I 
can  put  A.  B.  H.  to  that  verse,  and  if  you  can't,  and  are 
too  good  for  it,  let  me  know.  Oh  what  a  mercy,  my  dear 
friend,  when  the  gracious  title  of  your  sermon  is  burnt 
into  our  heart  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  we  are  led  to  see 
by  grace,  however  small,  '  Him  whom  our  soul  loveth  ; ' 
who  answers  all  demands,  has  paid  the  purchase  price, 
and  says  to  His  poor  people,  '  I  give  you  twopence  for 
your  journey,  and  if  you  spend  more  (on  My  business),  I 
will  repay  you.'  So  you  see  from  beginning  to  end 
there's  'nothing  amiss.'  The  Doctor  has  a  cold.  I  get 
on  pretty  well  as  a  poor  blind  thing,*  but  '  kept  by  the 
power  of  God  through  faith  unto  salvation.'  Remember 
me  at  the  throne  when  you  have  an  audience,  and  believe 
me  to  be  always 

"  Yours  in  true  gospel  affection,       A.  B.  H." 

"  Bath,  May  6th,  1893. 

"  My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Lord, — Your 
letter  did  me  good.  ...  I  am  so  rejoiced  that  the 
Lord  increasingly  employs  you.  I  had  a  very  kind  letter 
from  our  dear  friend,  Henry  Winters ;  they  are  longing 
for  you  over  the  sea.  May  the  Lord  bless  your  journey, 
give  you  health  and  strength  for  the  work,  and  bless 
your  labours  of  love  in  His  name.  You  must  give  my 
Christian  love  to  him  and  to  those  of  the  Lord's  people 
to  whom  you  may  say — though  distant  from  each  other — 
if  the  Lord  would  call  me  to  their  remembrance  before 
Him,  we  might  have  union  and  blessing  together.  I  will 
not  occupy  your  time  further  than  to  assure  you  of  the 
Christian  regard  and  esteem  of 

"  Yours  affectionately,  A.  B.  H." 

*  Towards  the  close  of  Mrs.  Hoblyn's  life  she  became  quite  blind. 
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"  May  list,  1894. 

"  My  dear  and  gracious  Friend  in  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ, — I  have  thought  much  of  you  of  late,  and  cer- 
tainly would  have  troubled  you  with  many  letters  ;  but  I 
am  wholly  incapable  of  writing  to  be  understood  now,  so 
I  cannot  expect  to  hear  from  my  friends  as  in  former 
days.  But  I  can  truly  say  you  are  in  my  heart  before 
God,  for  the  supply  of  all  your  need  ;  and  I  know  that 
is  a  heavy  load  in  many  things  for  the  gospel  (as  in  your 
case)  having  to  supply  from  time  to  time  special  food 
for  God's  people  whom  He  employs  you  to  minister  to. 

"  I  think  the  Lord  has  greatly  of  late  blessed  your 
printed  sermons.  He  seems  to  make  use  of  them  in 
household  teaching,  and  to  bring  a  gospel  sermon  without 
going  out  of  doors  to  the  helpless  and  the  continual  stay- 
at-home  hungry  believer.  What  a  mercy  that  the  'God 
of  all  grace  '  should  be  brought  to  the  room  and  the 
bedside,  to  those  who  year  after  year  can  never  enter  a 
place  of  worship.  Oh  !  the  delight  of  some  whom  you 
thus  reach  is  a  mercy  to  witness  ;  and  in  places  where 
there  is  nothing  but  starvation  for  the  soul,  they  are 
valued  indeed. 

"  With  the  sincere  love  of  us  both  in  the  gospel  of 
Christ,  believe  us  to  be  faithfully  and  affectionately  yours,. 

"A.  B.  HOBLYN." 

"  Bath,  August  30th. 

"My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Lord  Jesus, — 
Where  are  you — on  the  broad  sea,  or  going  from  pillar 
to  post  preaching  the  unsearchable  riches  of  Christ  ? 
Now,  when  this  reaches  you,  take  your  pen  and  give  me 
a  few  lines  saying  how  you  are ;  and  if  the  Spirit  of  God 
should  prompt  you  to  do  more  than  answer  my  question, 
may  it  be  for  my  good  and  God's  glory.  What  miraculous 
aids  are  given  by  Divine  intercourse  from  heart  to  heart 
when  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost  wields  the  pen  or  the 
tongue. 

"  The  savour  and  sweetness  of  the  visit  to  Sychar'a 
well  has  not  left  me  up  to  the  present  time. 
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"  The  Lord  hath  His  way  in  the  sea,  and  a  path  in 
the  mighty  waters,  yet  hath  He  the  still  small  voice  at 
command,  calling  a  helpless  nothing  like  myself  aside, 
and  holding  heart  converse  with  me  that  will  long  be  re- 
membered. It  was  to  me  truly  a  draught  of  the  brook 
by  the  way,  and  He  has  left  on  record  the  sweet  promise, 
'  I  will  come  again  ; '  even  so. 

"  My  husband  joins  me  in  best  wishes  for  your  health 
naturally  and  spiritually,  praying  God  to  bless  your 
ministry,  and  to  bring  you  back  in  safety  to  your  family 
and  people.  May  you  return  in  the  fulness  of  the  blessing 
of  the  Gospel  of  Christ.  This  is  the  earnest  desire  of 
yours  in  true  Gospel  fellowship,  A.  B.  HOBLYN." 

The  following  extract  from  a  letter  written  by  a  lady 
in  the  North  of  England  will  bear  further  proof  of  the 
value  set  upon  my  father's  testimony : — 

"In  your  letter  you  make  two  enquiries,  but  1  think 
you  know  the  answer.  The  first  is,  Have  I  forgotten  a 
poor,  good-for-nothing  pastor  ?  No,  I  have  not  forgotten 
him  who  calls  himself  such ;  how  can  I  do  so  until  I 
forget  that  God  has  had  anything  to  do  with  my  soul  ; 
ah,  even  though  I  often  doubt  this?  If  God  has  ever 
brought  me,  as  an  anxious  seeking  one,  to  see  something 
of  the  glories  of  His  person,  the  fulness  and  freeness  of 
His  pardoning  love  and  justifying  grace,  the  all-sufficiency 
of  Christ's  atonement  and  intercession,  the  glorious  one- 
ness existing  from  all  eternity  between  Christ  and  His 
Church ;  if  He  has  shown  me  something  of  the  suffer- 
ings of  His  beloved  Son,  and  something  of  the  exceeding 
sinfulness  of  sin ;  if  He  has  shown  me  the  emptiness 
of  everything  apart  from  Himself,  and  yet  has  brought 
me  as 

'  A  poor,  vile  sinner 
Into  His  house  of  wine  ; ' 

if  He  has,  in  the  marvellous  riches  of  His  grace,  shown 
me  anything  of  myself  and  anything  of  Himself,  well, 
He  will  not  let  me  forget  the  instrument  which  He  has 
used  so  largely  in  doing  these  things. 

"Yours  affectionately,  L.  W." 
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My  father's  visits  to  America  were  continued  for  many 
years.  Each  time  on  his  arrival  there  he  sent  off  to  my 
mother  a  cablegram  with  the  one  word,  "  KEPT."  God 
graciously  preserved  him  from  any  feeling  of  sea- sick- 
ness, and  so  he  was  always  able,  when  the  weather  was 
not  too  stormy,  to  be  on  deck,  and  benefit  by  the  health- 
•  giving  sea  breezes.  Several  times,  at  the  captain's  re- 
quest, he  took  the  service  on  the  Sunday  morning,  though 
sometimes  there  were  several  clergymen  on  board.  In 
the  year  1899  my  mother,  then  seventy  years  of  age, 
accompanied  him. 

On  the  13th  of  April,  1902,  my  father  and  mother 
were  privileged,  through  the  preserving  and  ever- watchful 
care  of  a  kind  and  gracious  God,  to  see  the  fiftieth 
anniversary  of  their  wedding  day.  Services  were  arranged 
to  be  held  in  the  chapel,  in  honour  of  the  occasion,  on 
Tuesday,  the  15th,  when  sermons  were  preached — in  the 
morning  by  the  Rev.  Cyril  T.  Barrett,  of  Sutton-in-Ash- 
field ;  in  the  afternoon  by  the  Eev.  James  W.  Dance,  of 
Leamington ;  and  in  the  evening  by  the  Rev.  F.  Cecil 
Lovely,  of  Bexley.  Dinner  and  tea  were  served  in  the 
schoolroom,  when  most  of  my  parents'  children,  many  of 
their  grandchildren,  and  a  great  number  of  friends,  were 
present.  A  sum  of  money  was  presented  to  my  father, 
as  a  token  of  love  and  good  will,  from  his  friends  and 
congregation. 

My  mother  had  been  ill,  and  had  been  obliged  to  keep 
in  her  bedroom  for  the  greater  part  of  the  winter,  but  we 
were  all  very  pleased  that  she  was  able  to  be  present  at 
the  services.  For  some  time  after  this  my  father  was 
not  at  all  well,  and  speaking  of  it  he  says  :  "It  has 
pleased  God  of  late  to  bring  me  down  very  low  to  learn 
afresh  the  frailty  of  poor  mortality.  And  frailty  it  has 
proved  itself  to  be  indeed  and  in  truth.  It  pleased  Him 
to  take  me  to  bed  to  feel  my  weakness  and  utter  help- 
lessness. The  first  two  weeks  I  was  left  in  darkness, 
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destitute  and  bare.  I  had  not  a  desire  to  open  my  Bible. 
Through  mercy,  that  is  a  rare  thing  in  my  experience  ; 
but  though  rare,  it  was  mighty  humbling.  1  felt  myself 
a  pretty  character  to  be  a  pastor,  unworthy  to  be  God's 
mouthpiece.  The  Master's  words  were  mine  feelingly 
and  intelligently — '  Without  Me  ye  can  do  nothing.'  Yet 
I  had  no  rebelliousness,  no  repining,  no  fault-finding 
with  Him.  I  felt  sick  of  earth,  and  longed  for  home. 
He  will  have  His  own  to  wait  His  time,  and  do  His  work 
according  to  His  will.  When  the  wind  from  the  throne 
dispersed  the  clouds,  I  felt 

'  AMAZED  TO  FIND  MYSELF  so  VILE, 
AND  JESUS  SMILING  ALL  THE  WHILE.'  " 

To  have  "  no  desire  to  open  the  Bible  "  was  indeed  a 
rare  thing  in  my  father's  experience,  as  those  who  knew 
him  best  had  good  reason  to  know.  His  Bible  was  his 
daily  companion,  and  it  was  his  custom  to  read,  every 
morning,  a  chapter  from  one  of  the  five  Books  of  Moses, 
the  Psalms  for  the  day,  a  chapter  in  Proverbs,  thus 
reading  through  this  book  once  a  month,  one  in  the 
Prophets,  one  in  the  Gospels,  and  one  in  the  Epistles ; 
and  all  this  apart  from  his  daily  study  and  constant 
searching  in  the  deep  which  coucheth  beneath  the  letter 
of  God's  Word.  The  work  of  the  ministry  was  to  him 
no  light  matter,  as  he  spent  much  time  searching 
and  exploring,  comparing  scripture  with  scripture,  so 
that  he  might  honestly  set  forth  God's  mind  and  will  from 
whatever  portion  of  the  Word  he  spoke  to  the  people. 

Speaking  towards  the  close  of  his  life  of  his  delight 
in  the  study  of  the  Scriptures,  he  says  :  "  The  more  I 
am  kept  seeking  for  instruction  within  the  backs  of 
God's  blessed  Book,  and,  to  the  praise  and  glory  of 
His  grace,  He  keeps  me  at  this  precious  practice,  and 
I  cannot  give  it  up.  No  thanks  to  me.  The  more  I 
am  occupied  with  my  God,  as  He  is  revealed  to  me  in 
this  Treasury  of  wisdom  and  knowledge,  the  more  I  am 
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convinced  of  my  utter  ignorance  of  His  gracious  mind 
concerning  me  without  His  present  and  continued  com- 
munications. I  need  teaching  every  day,  and,  all  glory,  laud 
and  honour  to  Him,  having  begun  to  teach,  He  will  teach 
again,  and  again,  until  He  has  His  taught  one  safe  with 
Himself  in  His  own  eternal  home  of  glory.  But  we  read 
frequently  without  thinking.  We  are  superficial  at  times 
in  the  reading  of  God's  Book — we  glide  over  the  surface 
heedless  of  the  command  of  the  Master,  '  Search  the 
Scriptures.'  If  you  search  for  precious  metal  you  must 
dig.  If  you  are  an  apt  husbandman  in  the  field  of 
Divine  revelation  you  must  know  what  it  is  to  dig  and 
delve ;  for,  '  He  that  tilleth  his  land  shall  have  plenty  of 
bread.'  In  this  labour  there  is  profit,  for  '  The  husband- 
man labouring  first,  must  be  partaker  of  the  fruits.'  If 
you  seek  for  pearls  you  must  be  an  expert  diver  in  the 
deep  sea  of  eternal  truth,  surrounded  with  difficulty  and 
danger,  yet  blessed  with  safety,  security  and  success." 

And  quoting  again : 

"  The  breach  of  any  law,  natural  or  spiritual,  will  be 
visited  with  its  own  penalty.  I  know  the  truth  of  what 
I  am  declaring,  and  I  declare  it,  not  because  I  am  grow- 
ing soft  or  legal,  or  desire  to  appear  important  with  the 
sound  of  that  ponderous  word,  '  responsibility.'  I  object 
not  to  that  term  when  the  word  '  shifted  '  appears  before 
it.  If  I  am  not  regular  in  my  meals  I  know  something 
about  it  to  my  discomfort.  If  I  leave  my  Bible  unread 
any  morning  I  know  something  about  that  before  the 
day  is  over.  If  I  neglect  so  gracious  a  privilege  as 
acquaintance  with  my  God  in  His  own  Book,  I  am  sure 
to  experience  cleanness  of  teeth  and  leanness  of  spirit 
before  Him." 

During  this  year  (1902)  my  father's  health  was  so 
uncertain  that  he  decided  not  to  go  to  America,  though 
he  had  not  omitted  to  do  so  each  year  since  1888. 
He  very  relucantly  gave  up  the  thought  of  the  sea- 
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voyage,  and  the  prospect  of  ministering  in  Divine  things 
to  his  loved  friends  in  the  faith  across  the  Atlantic.  The 
doctor  described  his  ailment  as  brain-fag,  and  ordered 
complete  rest ;  but  he  hoped  he  would  not  have  to  rest 
very  long  from  his  loved  employ.  He  retired  to  Hast- 
ings for  some  weeks,  after  which  he  returned  to  his  work 
refreshed  and  invigorated  in  some  measure,  although  not 
perfectly  restored  to  health. 

He  was  well  enough,  however,  in  the  following  year, 
to  undertake  the  voyage  to  America  again,  and  this  for 
the  last  time.  He  was  delighted  to  be  able  to  go  once 
more,  and  after  his  return,  writing  about  the  visit  to  a 
dear  friend  said,  "  The  word  was  blessed  more  than  ever 
in  the  assemblies  of  the  saints  over  yonder." 


CHAPTEK  XI. 

'•  Only  as  Christ  is  preached  in  the  glory  of  His  Person — in  the 
completeness  of  His  work — in  the  sufficiency  of  His  sacrifice 
— in  the  perfection  of  His  obedience — in  the  pre valency  of 
His  intercession — in  all  that  He  is  and  all  that  He  has,  as 
the  Mediator  of  the  New  Covenant — only  as  Christ  is 
preached  by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to  our  hearts,  are 
we  confirmed  in  His  truth,  and  gladdened  with  the  enjoy- 
ment of  His  love." 

DURING  the  year  1904  my  father's  health  began  rapidly 
to  fail,  but  owing  to  the  serious  illness  of  one  of  my 
children,  1  was  not  able  to  see  him  as  frequently  as  in 
former  years,  and  so  did  not  see  the  great  change  which 
was  taking  place  in  him.  The  following  letter  I  received 
from  him  late  in  the  summer  : 

"  August  11th,  1904. 

"  My  dear  Daughter, — Strength  for  days  be  ever  yours, 

"  Thank  you  for  your  letter  of  the  19th  with  news  of 
Tom. 

"  Twice  I  have  sat  down  to  write  you  but  could  not 
succeed. 

"  The  day  after  the  anniversary  your  mother  and  I 
went  to  Hastings,  and  were  there  a  week  on  the  hill  not 
far  from  Fairlight.  I  did  not  gather  strength  and 
returned  weaker.  Then  we  went  to  Buckminster,  where 
we  were  very  happy,  and  stayed  there  a  week. 

"  On  the  16th  we  met  Maria  and  Edith  at  Grantham, 
and  went  on  with  them  to  Hillsborough.*  I  preached  in 
the  church  on  Sunday  morning  from.  1  Cor.  ii.  12,  to  the 
delight  of  many.  Monday  I  was  very  ill  and  consulted  a 
doctor,  who  gave  me  medicine  for  my  worn-out  old 
stomach  which  relieved  me. 

*  Oil  a  visit  to  the  Rev.  W.  Sykes. 
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"  We  intended  going  on  to  New  Brighton,  but  was  so 
worn  and  weary  on  Thursday  that  I  was  compelled  to 
come  home. 

"  I  feel  it  is  the  best  place  for  an  old  fellow  who  feels 
himself  a  nuisance  to  himself  and  every  one  about  him. 
I  am,  thank  God,  a  little  better. 

"  Your  mother  is  wonderfully  well.  Tell  Tom  his 
grandfather  does  not  forget  him,  but  prays  God  to  bless 
him  with  much  of  His  company  and  consolation. 

"  Mother  and  I  unite  in  love  to  you  all. 

"  God  bless  you  indeed. 

"  So  prays  your  affectionate  father, 

"  THOMAS  BRADBURY." 

Another  letter  written  later  in  the  year : 

"  December  5th,  1904. 

"  My  dear  Daughter, — Grace  and  patience  ever  be 
yours. 

"  I  should  like  a  few  words  from  you  saying  how  Tom 
is  ;  but  I  know  your  time  has  been  more  than  taken  up 
with  the  dear  lad  in  his  many  afflictions. 

"  Many  times  I  have  desired  to  run  over  to  Cambridge 
to  see  him,  but  God  in  His  own  way,  said,  '  No  !  ' 

"  My  weakness  these  last  eighteen  months  none  will 
ever  know. 

"  He  has  not  failed  me. 

"  The  specialist  who  saw  me  last  Wednesday  demands 
my  ceasing  from  preaching.  So  I  shall  rest  for  some 
weeks  to  come. 

"  Perhaps  for  ever. 

"  Through  Love,  Blood,  and  Power,  that  would  be  a 
j-are  mercy  to  me.  My  love  to  all  of  you. 

"  Tired — cannot  write  more. 

"  God  bless  you  indeed. 

"  So  prays  your  affectionate  father, 

"  THOMAS  BRADBURY." 
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On  the  16fch  of  the  same  month  it  pleased  God  to  take 
to  Himself  the  dear  lad  who  had  been  ill  for  so  long,  and 
in  referring  to  the  sad  occasion  my  father  writes  : 

"  December  llth,  1904. 

"  My  dear  Daughter, — Grace  sustaining  in  all  its 
blessed  sufficiency  be  given  to  you  in  this  your  hour  of 
trial  and  bereavement. 

"  As  I  read  your  letter  last  night  we  all  felt  deeply  for 
you,  and  tears  of  God-given  sympathy  would  come  and 
flow  unbidden. 

"  I  could  not  help  but  thank  God  for  ending  the 
terrible  strain  you  have  endured  for  so  long  a  time  with 
loving  devotion,  such  as  a  loving  mother  alone  can 
possess. 

"  It  is  a  rare  delight  to  feel  that  the  redeemed  spirit  of 
your  own  dear  lad  is  safely  housed  in  glory. 

"  More  than  once  I  found  in  him  some  good  thing 
toward  the  Lord  God  of  Israel,  and  I  know  that  the 
Lord  God  of  Israel  put  it  in  him  for  me  to  find. 

"  Nothing  but  love  to  him  and  to  all  of  you  could  induce 
me  to  come  to  you  in  my  present  state  of  weakness,  for 
I  have  no  desire  for  any  one  else  to  lay  him — or,  rather, 
his  redeemed  ashes — quietly  to  rest.  May  the  Lord  give 
us  strength  for  so  solemn  a  service. 

"  The  doctor  called  this  morning,  and  gave  his  consent 
for  my  journey  to  you  on  Wednesday.  1  am  not  allowed 
to  return  the  same  day. 

"  Your  mother  is  very  well  for  her.  She  sends  her 
loving  sympathy  to  you  all. 

"  God  bless  you  indeed. 

'"  So  prays,  your  affectionate  father, 

"  THOMAS  BRADBURY." 

Early  in  1905  my  father,  mother,  and  I  spent  a  quiet 
and  restful  time  at  Hastings.  Although  resting  for  a 
time  from  his  loved  employ  of  preaching  the  Gospel,  he 
kept  up  his  daily  reading  and  study  of  the  Word,  and 
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such  was  the  blessing  he  experienced,  and  the  deep 
insight  into  eternal  truths  God  granted  to  him  as  he  read, 
that  one  day  looking  up  he  said  to. me,  "  I  feel  if  God 
were  to  raise  me  up  again  to  preach  in  His  Name,  it 
would  be  with  greater  light  and  clearness  than  ever." 

Occasionally  he  would  feel  constrained  to  write  a  few 
lines  to  those  of  the  household  of  faith  with  whom  he 
had  held  sweet  communion  in  the  days  that  were  past. 
One  to  a  very  dear  friend  is  here  given  : 

"  Splash  Point,  Hastings, 

"  February  3th,  1905. 

"My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace,  and  the  God  of  all 
grace,  ever  be  enjoyed  by  you  through  the  witness  and 
seal  of  God's  indwelling  Spirit. 

"  Your  kind  letter  of  the  7th  reached  me  here  in  due 
course,  for  which  you  have  my  hearty  and  unfeigned  thanks. 

"  Silently  and  swiftly  the  wheels  of  time  move  on,  in 
the  midst  of  which,  in  much  weakness  and  weariness  of 
the  flesh,  I  am  kept  waiting  upon  my  Faithful  Friend 
and  Constant  Companion.  He  is  very  good  and  most 
kind  to  me — His  most  unworthy  child. 

"  But  He  does  not  seem  to  think  that  a  return  to  health 
and  strength  would  be  good  for  me.  I  do  not  find  fault 
with  Him,  neither  can  I  grumble  or  murmur. 

"  Last  week  the  doctor  ordered  me  here  for  change  and 
entire  rest.  My  wife  and  daughter  from  Cambridge  are 
with  me,  whose  company  and  attention  I  much  enjoy. 

"  I  have  not  preached  for  some  time  until  Sunday 
last.  Text — Luke  xxiv.  26. 

"  I  am  weary  with  writing. 

"  Pardon  brevity. 

"  Hope  to  come  to  you  in  March. 

"  Love  to  you  all. 

"  God  bless  you  indeed. 

"  So  prays,  yours  faithfully, 
"  Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY." 
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Whilst  staying  here  I  received  a  letter  from  my 
husband,  in  which  he  stated  that  a  friend  of  ours  at 
Cambridge,  who  had  just  passed  away,  had  been  much 
blessed  in  having  had  read  to  him  one  of  my  father's 
sermons,  from  the  words,  "  His  mouth  is  most  sweet  " 
(Sol.  Song  v.  16).  ("  Grove  Chapel  Pulpit,"  Vol.  III.) 
The  relating  of  this  circumstance  gave  my  father  much 
pleasure.  His  loved  employ  of  proclaiming  the  Gospel 
was  gradually  being  laid  on  one  side,  his  work  on  earth 
was  nearing  its  close,  and  it  was  both  confirming  and 
encouraging  to  have  fresh  evidences  of  the  blessing  of  the 
"  Best  of  all  Masters,"  on  his  labours.  He  said  to  me, 
speaking  of  his  printed  sermons,  "  I  know  that  God  has 
blessed  the  reading  of  them  to  many  here  and  there,  and 
I  believe  that  after  He  has  taken  me  home  He  will 
continue  to  bless  them  to  others." 

He  also  spent  much  of  his  time  reading  concurrently 
such  works  as  Gaussen,  Sayce,  Fairbairn's  "  Typology  of 
Scripture,"  and  others,  and  so  deeply  interested  did  he 
become  that  the  books  were  only  laid  on  one  side  at  meal 
times,  or  when  he  felt  inclined  to  take  a  little  walk  by 
the  sea.  After  this  time  he  became  rapidly  thinner  and 
weaker,  preaching  only  occasionally.  As  the  time  drew 
near  for  the  86th  Anniversary  of  Grove  Chapel  in  July,  it 
became  evident  that  he  would  be  unable  to  preach,  as  he 
had  on  former  occasions,  the  morning  sermon. 

When  the  day  arrived,  Tuesday,  July  18th,  those 
at  home  with  him  were  surprised  to  find  him  moving 
about  and  getting  ready  at  half-past  six  o'clock  for 
the  early  morning  prayer  meeting.  He  had  presided  for 
so  many  years,  that  he  felt  a  longing  to  be  there  once 
more.  On  his  arrival,  those  who  were  already  assembled 
were  surprised  at  his  appearing  amongst  them.  He  was 
very  emaciated,  and  consequently  very  weak,  but  God 
who  had  respect  to  His  feeble  and  aged  servant  sustained 
and  upheld  him  as  he  delivered  his  last  message  to  his 
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flock.  This  was  taken  from  Haggai  ii.  5,  "  Accord- 
ing to  the  Word  that  I  covenanted  with  you  when  ye 
came  out  of  Egypt,  so  My  Spirit  remaineth  among  you : 
fear  ye  not." 

He  rested  the  remainder  of  the  day  at  home,  reserving 
what  little  strength  remained  to  him  in  prospect  of  the 
journey  to  Hastings  on  the  following  day.  He  loved  the 
sea,  and  hoped  the  refreshing  sea  breezes  would  be  the 
means  of  a  little  renewal  of  strength;  for  he  desired  that 
his  life  might  be  spared  a  little  longer  for  my  mother's 
sake,  who  had  been  an  invalid  for  many  winters,  and 
seemed  to  need  his  care.  Next  day  the  journey  was 
made  to  Hastings  where  they  stayed  a  fortnight ;  but  his 
weakness  increased  rapidly,  and  he  was  made  to  feel  the 
truth  of  that  which  he  had  often  declared,  "  My  dis- 
appointments are  by  His  all-wise  appointment."  Here 
he  experienced  much  desertion  and  loneliness  of  spirit, 
and  as  he  was  not  able  to  do  more  than  lie  on  the  couch 
or  bed,  he  longed  to  be  in  his  own  home  again.  And  so 
he  was  brought  home  on  August  2nd,  and  to  my  youngest 
sister  he  said  on  his  return,  that  it  had  been  "  dark,  dark, 
all  dark,"  with  him. 

On  Sunday  afternoons  when  his  children  and  grand- 
children were  with  him  he  loved  nothing  better  than 
for  them  to  spend  the  time  singing  hymns  to  him.  One 
of  his  special  favourites,  during  the  latter  part  of  his  life, 
and  one  he  always  asked  us  to  sing,  was  No.  14  in  the 
Grove  hymn-book. 

"  A  mind  at  '  perfect  peace '  with  God, 

Oh,  what  a  word  is  this  1 
A  sinner  reconciled  through  blood  ; 
This,  this  indeed  is  peace  I 

By  nature  and  by  practice  far, 

How  very  far  from  God  ; 
Yet  now,  by  grace,  brought  nigh  to  Him 

Through  faith  in  Jesus'  blood. 
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So  near,  so  very  near  to  God, 

I  cannot  nearer  be  ; 
For  in  the  person  of  His  Son, 

I  am  as  near  as  He. 

So  dear,  so  very  dear  to  God, 

More  dear  I  cannot  be  ; 
The  love  wherewith  He  loves  the  Son 

Such  is  His  love  to  me. 

Why  should  I  ever  careful  be, 

Since  such  a  God  is  mine, 
He  watches  o'er  me  night  and  day, 

And  tells  me  Mine  is  thine" 

He  was  too  weak  himself  to  sing,  but  it  was  very 
pathetic  to  see  his  lips  moving  with  the  words  as  we  sang 
them,  and  as  we  finished  he  would  say,  "  That  is  good  ; 
very  good."  These  occasions  were  very  solemn,  and  very 
touching,  sometimes  almost  more  than  we  could  bear. 
It  was  my  privilege  to  be  able  to  spend  much  of  the  last 
month  with  him.  God  was  very  good  in  sparing  him  all 
pain,  for  which  he  was  very  thankful,  and  often  expres- 
sed his  gratitude  to  God  for  dealing  so  gently  with  him. 
The  words,  "  In  quietness  and  confidence  shall  be  your 
strength,"  appeared  to  indicate  the  state  of  his  mind 
during  the  greater  part  of  his  illness.  While  we  were 
grieving  at  the  great  change  that  was  taking  place  in 
him,  he  was  quietly  resting  on  the  purposes  and  promises 
of  God,  and  acknowledging  His  right  to  do  with  him  as 
He  would. 

The  following  verse  beautifully  describes  the  calmness 
which  pervaded  his  whole  demeanour  at  this  time  : 
"  What  Thou  shalt  to-day  provide 

Let  me  as  a  child  receive  ; 
What  to-morrow  may  betide, 

Calmly  to  Thy  wisdom  leave, 
'Tis  enough  that  Thou  wilt  care ; 
Why  should  I  the  burden  bear  ?  " 

As  we  sat  together  in  his  room  he  would  talk  quietly 
of  the  great  change  that  was  coming  to  him,  and  men- 
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tioned  that  he  had  asked  Mr.  Sykes  to  commit  his  body 
to  the  grave.  He  also  expressed  a  wish  to  have  the 
following  verse  put  on  his  tombstone  : 

"  The  terrors  of  law  and  of  God, 

With  me  can  have  nothing  to  do  ; 
My  Saviour's  obedience  and  blood 
Hide  all  my  transgressions  from  view." 

He  also  frequently  asked  me  to  read  the   following 
hymn  to  him : 

"  Rejoice,  though  storms  assail  thee  ! 

Rejoice  when  skies  are  bright, 
Rejoice,  though  round  thy  pathway 

Is  spread  the  gloom  of  night, 
If  the  good  hope  be  in  thee 

That  all  at  last  is  well ; 
Then  let  thy  happy  spirit 

With  joyful  feelings  swell  1 

Look  back  on  early  childhood, 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice  I 
For  Who  upheld  thy  goings, 

And  tuned  thy  feeble  voice  ? 
Look  back  on  youth's  gay  visions, 

When  life  one  glory  seemed  ! 
Who  poured  those  rays  of  gladness 

Which  on  thy  prospects  beamed  ? 

Recall  the  hours  of  anguish, 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice  I 
When  wave  on  wave  of  sorrow 

Rush'd  on  with  fearful  noise. 
Was  not  the  Bow  of  Promise 

Still  seen  amidst  the  gloom, 
Shedding  its  hallowed  lustre 

E'en  round  the  silent  tomb  ? 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  for  ever  ! 

Though  earthly  friends  be  gone  ; 
For  silently  and  swiftly 

The  wheels  of  time  roll  on  1 
And  still  they  bear  thee  onward, 

Nearer  that  happy  shore, 
Where  the  triumphant  song  is — 

Rejoice  for  evermore  I  " 
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It  had  been  a  favourite  of  his  for  many  years,  and  was 
sung  at  his  last  service  at  Hay  dock. 

On  August  28th  he  saw  all  his  children  with  the 
exception  of  his  fourth  son,  Patrick  Joseph  O'Leary,  who 
was  in  Jamaica,  and  whose  absence  was  a  source  of  great 
sorrow  to  him.  To  my  brother,  his  wife  and  children, 
he  sent  a  dying  father's  love  and  blessing. 

To  my  husband  who  was  saying  good-bye  on  his 
return  to  Cambridge  he  said,  quoting  Toplady's  words, 
"Ah,  George,  gently  sinking  into  life."  And  later  he 
said  to  me,  "  Many  texts  come  to  my  mind,  but  they 
seem  all  worn  out."  I  said  to  him,  "  But  He  is  not 
worn  out; "  raising  himself  and  looking  upwards  he  said, 
"  No — '  Thou  art  THE  SAME,  and  Thy  years  shall  not  fail.' " 

One  afternoon  two  ladies  called  upon  him  and  one 
quoted : 

"  When  languor  and  disease  invade 

This  trembling  house  of  clay  ; 
'Tis  sweet  to  look  beyond  my  cage 
And  long  to  fly  away." 

In  conversation  he  expressed  his  desire  to  be  at  home 
with  his  God,  away  from  the  oppression  of  his  felt 
weakness,  and  she  said,  "  Yes,  the  poor  body  is  tired  and 
longs  to  fly  away."  He  turned,  and  said  quickly,  in 
surprising  tones,  "  It  doesn't ! "  And  when  she  corrected 
the  slip  with,  "  I  should  have  said  the  spirit  longs  to  fly 
away,"  he  sighed  his  satisfaction. 

My  sister,  his  second  daughter,  who  had  nursed  him 
all  through  his  long  illness,  and  who  waited  upon  him  in 
the  night,  said  he  was  often  restless  and  wakeful,  and 
would  talk  quietly  as  if  he  were  communing  with  some 
one,  then  suddenly  he  would  say  quite  loudly,  "  Thou  art 
the  King  of  Glory,  0  Christ,"  and  at  another  time,  "  'My 
soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord.' "  And  later  on,  "  '  Lord,  now 
lettest  Thou  Thy  servant  depart  in  peace,  according  to 
Thy  word.'" 
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I  feel  that  any  account  of  my  father's  life  and  work 
would  be  incomplete  without  some  allusion  to  the  close 
and  loving  friendship  which  existed  between  him  and 
Mr.  Frank  Whitlock.  Their  acquaintance  began  soon 
after  my  father  first  preached  at  the  Surrey  Tabernacle, 
and  through  the  long  years  which  followed,  their  friend- 
ship remained  unbroken ;  indeed  Mr.  Whitlock  was  the 
last  person  outside  our  family  who  visited  my  father 
previous  to  his  death.  I  was  present  at  their  last  meet- 
ing, and  the  scene  was  touching  in  its  simplicity.  My 
father  was  too  weak  to  speak,  but  Mr.  Whitlock,  leaning 
over  him,  with  deep  emotion  said,  "  '  Yea,  though  I  walk 
through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no 
evil,  for  Thou  art  with  me,  Thy  rod  and  Thy  staff  they 
comfort  me.' '  And  then  : 

"  And  when  this  lisping,  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave  ; 
Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save." 

This  visit  gave  my  father  much  pleasure,  as  was 
evident  from  the  look  of  sweet  peace  which  rested  on 
his  face  the  whole  time. 

Among  the  friends  who  visited  my  father  during  his 
last  days  was  Mr.  Henry  Wiles,  of  Cambridge,  whom  he 
had  known  and  loved  for  some  years.  The  following 
account  of  the  interview  is  taken  from  the  "  Gospel 
Advocate : " 

"  When  I  entered  the  bed-room  about  a  fortnight 
before  he  died,  I  felt  deeply  grieved  at  his  altered  appear- 
ance, and  should  scarcely  have  recognised  him.  He 
said,  '  I  am  nearing  the  end  ;  my  flesh  is  shrinking  from 
my  bones.'  I  remarked,  '  I  am  so  sorry.'  He  answered, 
'  We  must  not  be  sorry ;  it  is  all  right — every  day  is  all 
right.  It  is  a  marvellous  thing  how  the  Lord  is  taking 
me  away.  He  is  so  good,  so  good  to  me.'  I  said,  '  You 
do  not  suffer  any  great  pain  of  body,  do  you  ? '  He  said, 
'  No  ;  that  is  the  wonderful  part  of  it.  How  good  the 
Lord  is.'  I  said,  '  This  language  suits  you,  does  it  not : 
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'  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm, 
On  Thy  kind  arms  I  fall '  ? 

and  also  this  :  '  Lord,  save  or  I  perish.'  '  Yes,'  he  said. 
I  remarked,  '  What  about  man's  responsibility,  so  much 
talked  of  by  some ?  '  He  said :  '  I  hate  man's  responsi- 
bility ;  it  is  an  awful  word  without  another  in  front  of  it 
— shifted — SHIFTED  RESPONSIBILITY.'  The  words  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  came  into  my  mind  :  '  Except  a  man  hate  all 
that  he  hath,  and  his  life  also,  he  cannot  be  My  disciple  ; ' 
I  also  remembered  what  Mr.  Bradbury's  predecessor,  the 
late  Mr.  Joseph  Irons,  had  said  :  'I  do  not  deny  man's 
responsibility ;  but  that  very  responsibility  will  damn 
every  child  of  Adam  who  has  no  better  responsibility 
than  his  own.' 

"  Mr.  Bradbury  said  :  '  This  is  much  on  my  mind 
which  dear  Henry  Bellinger  had  on  his  tombstone  : 

'  I  shall  be  with  Him  when  He  comes 
Triumphant  down  the  parting  skies  ; 
And  when  His  voice  breaks  up  the  tombs, 
Among  His  children  I  shall  rise.' 

"He  then  told  me  the  following:  'Henry  Bellinger 
was  a  gracious  man  I  met  in  America  when  I  was  preach- 
ing there.  One  day  he  called  upon  me,  and  asked  me  if 
1  could  find  him  the  hymn  which  contained  those  words. 
I  soon  found  it,  and  Bellinger  said,  "  I  should  like  to  have 
that  verse  engraved  on  my  tombstone.  Do  you  think 
I  may  do  so  without  presumption  ? "  I  answered, 
"  Certainly  you  may  ;  I  know  enough  of  you  to  say  that, 
Henry  !  "  Then  Mr.  Bradbury  quoted  the  whole  of  the 
hymn  to  me : 

'  And  may  I  hope  that  when  no  more 
These  pulses  beat  with  life  below, 
I  shall  the  God  of  life  adore 

And  all  the  bliss  of  being,  know  ? 

Will  Jesus,  as  my  Surety,  place 

Before  His  Father's  glorious  throne 

Me,  as  an  heir  of  sovereign  grace  ? 
Me,  as  His  own  adopted  son  ? 

He  will !  I  read  it  in  His  Word, 
And  in  my  heart  the  witness  feel ; 

I  shall  be  with  and  like  my  Lord, 

Though  sin  oppose  in  league  with  hell. 
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I  shall  be  with  Him,  when  He  comes 
Triumphant  down  the  parting  skies ; 

And  when  His  voice  breaks  up  the  tombs, 
Among  His  children  I  shall  rise. 

Among  His  children  I  shall  stand, 

When  quick  and  dead  His  throne  surround ; 

Blest  with  a  place  at  His  right  hand, 
And  with  irdrnortal  glory  crowned.' 

When  he  came  to  the  words  :  '  And  in  my  heart  the 
witness  feel,'  he  put  his  hand  on  his  breast  and  said, 
'  That's  the  best  part  of  it.' 

"  I  had  to  give  great  attention  to  catch  his  words. 
He  was  very  feeble,  but  very  earnest.  He  was  full  of 
eternal  realities,  and  it  did  my  heart  good  to  be  there.  He 
said :  '  When  I  began  to  preach  nearly  fifty  years  ago, 
the  Lord  gave  me  these  three  words  and  they  have  been 
my  motto  ever  since — Love,  Blood,  Power.'  I  did  not 
quite  catch  the  last  word,  and  he  repeated  it  with  loud 
emphasis — 'Power.'  I  shall  never  forget  while  memory 
lasts  those  three  blessed  and  precious  words. 

"  Then  he  told  me  how  the  Lord  had  blessed  him  a 
week  or  two  ago.  He  said  :  '  When  I  woke  on  the  Mon- 
day morning  those  words  were  resting  on  my  mind  :  "  The 
Lord  knoweth  the  way  of  the  righteous."  And  on  the 
next  day  at  the  same  time :."  The  Lord  knoweth  the  days 
•of  the  upright  " — not  the  day — but  the  days — every  day. 
And  on  the  Wednesday  :  "  The  Lord  knoweth  them  that 
trust  in  Him."  And  on  the  following  morning,  "  I  know 
My  sheep,  and  am  known  of  Mine."  He  commented 
•on  them,  and  the  knowledge  of  God,  and  what  He 
knoweth.  I  wish  I  could  put  down  the  many  gracious 
words  he  gave  utterance  to,  but  memory  fails  me.  I  felt 
his  company  solemn  and  profitable.  It  is  indeed  '  better 
to  go  to  the  house  of  mourning  than  to  go  to  the  house  of 
feasting,  for  that  is  the  end  of  all  men,  and  the  living 
will  lay  it  to  his  heart.'  I  felt  it  a  great  privilege  to  be 
at  the  bedside  of  a  departing  and  graciously  exercised 
saint.  He  quoted  also  in  full  another  precious  hymn, 
commencing : 

'  How  sweet  to  be  allowed  to  call 

The  God  whom  heaven  adores,  my  Friend, 
To  tell  my  thoughts,  to  tell  Him  all, 
And  then  to  know  my  prayers  ascend.' 


"0  Blissful  Daicn  of  Endless  Day."  147 

"  I  told  him  I  should  look  the  hymns  out.  He  said : 
'  I  will  give  you  one  of  our  hymn  books,  and  if  you 
already  have  one,  it  will  do  for  one  of  your  family.'  He 
immediately  rang  his  bell  and  asked  his  daughter  to  bring 
a  new  one,  which  he  gave  me,  and  also  his  last  book 
of  sermons.  I  rose  to  leave,  for  I  had  been  there  nearly 
an  hour,  and  he  seemed  to  be  getting  exhausted.  He 
asked  me  to  pray  with  him,  which  I  did,  to  which  he 
responded  with  '  Amen,  Amen.'  I  could  not  resist  an 
inpulse,  and  I  planted  a  hearty  kiss  on  his  forehead. 
He  said,  '  I  am  so  glad  that  you  came.'  I  said,  '  So  am 
I.'  His  last  words  to  me  were  :  '  God  bless  you.'  ' 

On  the  morning  of  September  2nd,  it  was  evident  to 
those  around  him  that  the  end  was  near.  He  gradually 
sank  into  unconsciousness,  in  which  state  he  lay  for  some 
hours  with  his  eyes  closed.  About  half-an-hour  before 
he  passed  away  he  opened  his  eyes  wide,  and  appeared  to 
be  looking  up  into  those  realms 

"  Where  ransomed  sinners  sound  God's  praise, 

Angelic  hosts  among ; 
Sing  the  rich  wonders  of  His  grace, 
And  Jesus  leads  the  song." 

And  so  he  lay  until  it  pleased  God  to  release  him  from 
the  burden  of  the  flesh,  and  carried  him  in  the  arms  of 
everlasting  love  to  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord. 

"  For  him  the  Tree  of  life  for  ever  blooms  to  yield 
unmingled  pleasure.  To  him  the  Hidden  Manna  is  most 
sweet,  and  the  fair  white  stone  with  Christ's  new  name 
of  love  is  held  in  everlasting  possession.  He  shall  go 
no  more  out,  but  walk  with  Christ  in  white,  and  sit  upon 
His  throne,  and  fruits  immortal  feast  his  ravished  soul." 
"  Servant  of  God  !  well  done  ; 

Rest  from  thy  loved  employ  ; 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won, 
Enter  thy  Master's  joy. 

Soldier  of  Christ !  well  done  ; 

Praise  be  thy  new  employ, 
And  while  eternal  ages  run 

Rest  in  thy  Saviour's  joy." 
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On  the  following  Saturday,  September  9th,  a  memorial 
service  was  held  in  Grove  Chapel,  when  the  Rev.  Wm. 
Sykes  officiated.  A  large  and  sorrowing  congregation, 
all  dressed  in  deep  mourning,  were  assembled  to  pay  a 
last  tribute  of  love  and  affection  to  their  late  pastor. 

The  remaining  part  of  the  ceremony  took  place  at 
Forest  Hill  Cemetery  amidst  a  heavy  downpour  of  rain. 
There  we  left  our  beloved  one  peacefully  sleeping  until 
the  resurrection  morning. 

"KEPT  in  the  hands  of  a  Covenant  God  and  Father— 
kept  in  the  loving  embrace  of  a  Covenant  God  and 
Saviour — kept  in  the  teaching  of  a  Covenant  God  and 
Sanctifier — kept  for  the  glories  of  our  Father's  home — 
kept  for  the  unveiled  beauties  of  our  Redeemer's  person 
— kept  for  the  unclouded  revelation  of  spiritual  mysteries 
— kept  for  the  enjoyment  of  an  inheritance  incorruptible, 
undefiled,  unfading,  reserved  in  heaven  for  all  the  heirs 
of  grace  and  glory." 


The  following  letters,  written  to  the  Editor  of  the 
"  Gospel  Magazine "  will,  I  am  sure,  commend  them- 
selves to  the  reader. 

"  3  Montrell  Road,  Streatham  Hill,  S.W. 
"  September  Uth,  1905. 

"  Dear  Mr.  Ormiston, — A  friendship  of  over  thirty- 
three  years  standing  having  existed  between  my  late 
Pastor,  Mr.  Thomas  Bradbury,  and  myself,  I  thought 
that  I  should  like  to  send  you  a  few  lines  by  way  of 
reminiscence  of  him,  of  whom  it  may  be  truly  said  that 
God  made  him  an  able  minister  of  the  New  Testament. 

"It  is  remarkable  that  the  date  of  his  departure,  2nd 
September,  to  his  eternal  home  above,  exactly  com- 
pleted the  31st  year  of  his  pastorate  of  Grove  Chapel, 
Camberwell. 
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"  The  first  sermon  that  I  was  privileged  to  hear  him 
preach  was  at  the  Surrey  Tabernacle,  January  14th, 
1872,  from  the  words  in  Job  xlii.  2  :  '  I  know  that  Thou 
canst  do  everything,  and  that  no  thought  can  be  with- 
holden  from  Thee.'  This  message,  with  many  others 
following,  which  he  delivered  in  that  God-honoured  place 
was  greatly  blessed  to  many,  including  the  writer. 

"  Soon  after  this  he  came  to  stay,  a  welcome  guest,  at 
my  house,  and  he  continued  to  make  it  his  home  when- 
ever he  came  to  London,  until  he  accepted  the  pastorate 
at  Grove  Chapel,  which  commenced  on  the  first  Sunday 
in  September,  1874.  His  ministry  was  so  blessed  to  my 
dear  wife  and  myself  that  we  were  constrained  to  join 
the  church  at  the  Grove,  and  the  friendship  and  Christian 
fellowship  thus  begun  continued  to  the  end  of  his  life. 

"  I  frequently  visited  him  in  his  last  illness  ;  he  was 
always  glad  to  see  me,  and  showed  an  affectionate  spirit, 
and  a  ready  mind  to  converse  upon  the  subject  which 
was  dearest  to  his  heart,  viz.,  the  glories  of  the  Triune 
Jehovah,  as  displayed  in  the  salvation  of  the  mystical 
members  of  the  body  of  Christ,  by  the  everlasting  love 
of  God  the  Father,  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus  Christ, 
and  the  poloer  of  God  the  Holy  Ghost ;  this  was  the 
predominating  theme  of  his  ministry,  and  by  the  blessing 
of  the  Lord  it  was  his  dying  testimony.  Oh  that  it  may 
be  made  a  blessing  to  his  widow  in  her  great  bereave- 
ment, be  sanctified  to  his  children  and  grandchildren, 
and  be  made  a  means  of  encouragement  to  the  Church  of 
God. 

"  On  the  19th  July  he  was  taken  to  Hastings,  in 
the  hope  that  the  change  might  prove  beneficial,  but  he 
gradually  grew  weaker,  and  it  was  evident  to  himself 
and  all  around  him  that  the  Lord  would  shortly  take  him 
to  Himself ;  he  returned  on  the  2nd  of  August,  and 
from  that  time  he  was  unable  to  be  brought  down  stairs. 

"  During  his  stay  at  Hastings,  I  was  led  to  write  him 
a  letter,  which  by  the  blessing  of  God,  proved  to  be 
a  comfort  to  him  ;  I  therein  referred  to  a  sermon  which 
he  preached  on  Christmas  morning,  1874,  from  '  This  is 
my  Beloved,  and  this  is  my  Friend  '  (Solomon's  Song 
v.  16).  There  was  a  power  and  sweetness  attending  the 
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testimony  that  I  can  never  forget  so  long  as  memory 
lasts,  and  it  was  an  exceptionally  good  time  to  many  that 
were  present. 

"  On  the  occasion  of  my  last  visit  to  him,  ten  days 
before  his  death,  he  spoke  with  fervour  and  a  holy 
assurance  of  his  interest  in  the  Covenant  of  God's  ever- 
lasting love,  and  that  he  would  soon  be  with  his  Lord 
and  Saviour.  After  allusion  having  been  made  to  a 
portion  in  that  Sanctum  Sanctorum  of  the  Scriptures,  the 
17th  of  John,  he  bade  an  affectionate  good-bye,  wishing 
me  the  blessnjg  of  God,  and  I  then  felt  that  we  should 
not  meet  again  on  earth,  but,  blessed  be  God,  I  was 
favoured  with  a  hope  that  we  should  meet  in  heaven. 

"  Yours  in  the  everlasting  bonds  of  the  Gospel  of  our 
Lord  and  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ. 

"  EBENEZER  CARR," 


"  Dear  Mr.  Ormiston, — A  letter  has  just  reached  me 
from  a  beloved  sister-in-law,  which  will,  I  am  sure,  be  of 
interest  to  your  readers  concerning  the  late  beloved 
Pastor  of  Grove  Chapel,  Camber  well,  who  entered  into 
the  joy  of  his  Lord  on  September  2nd.  She  writes : 

"  I  much  appreciated  your  loving,  sympathising  letter. 
I  do  indeed  feel  dear  Mr.  Bradbury's  death  is  a  loss 
to  me,  which  can  never  be  replaced,  the  instrument  used 
by  God  to  endear  His  truth,  His  word,  and  the  Christ  of 
God  to  my  heart ;  but  the  one  ray  of  sunshine  in  this 
dark  cloud  of  sorrow  is,  that  our  loss  is  his  eternal  gain  ; 
his  life-work  was  done,  and  his  Lord  and  Master,  whom 
on  earth  he  loved  and  served  so  well,  has  said,  '  Come  up 
hither; '  '  Enter  thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord.'  The  last 
time  I  saw  him  in  private  was  about  two  months  ago,  at 
my  father's  house ;  he  drove  up  unexpectedly  with  .Mrs. 
Bradbury.  It  was  my  day  for  being  there,  and  I  feel  it 
to  be  a  special  favour  to  have  met  him.  He  was  then  so 
weak  and  feeble  that  he  could  not  bear  the  weight  of  a 
great  coat ;  and  as  he  sat  and  talked,  testifying  to  the 
goodness  of  the  Lord  to  him,  my  heart  was  melted  at 
almost  every  word.  He  said  :  '  I  cannot  say  with  the 
Apostle  Paul  "  I  am  in  a  strait  betwixt  two,  having  a 
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desire  to  depart,"  etc.  ;  the  strait  is  removed.  In  all 
my  weakness  and  sickness  the  Lord  has  been  so  good  to 
me' — quoting  a  favourite  text,  '"The  Lord  is  good,  a 
stronghold  in  the  day  of  trouble  ;  and  He  knoweth  them 
that  trust  in  Him  ; '"  also,  '"So  He  giveth  His  beloved 
sleep." '  He  said  he  had  no  pain,  only  the  terrible  weak- 
ness and  weariness  ;  even  the  sickness  was  unaccompanied 
by  pain,  and  he  was  then  able  to  get  some  hours'  sleep. 
My  dear  father  feels  his  loss  deeply  ;  he  was  one  of  the 
very  few  favoured  to  see  him,  and  he  called  on  the 
Thursday  before  he  died  ;  the  poor  dear  man  would  see 
him,  but  could  not  speak.  Dear  father  quoted,  '  "  Yea, 
though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art  with  me,  Thy  rod  and 
Thy  staff  they  comfort  me."  And  then  : 

'  And  when  this  lisping,  stammering  tongue, 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave  ; 
Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save.' 

"  He  looked  pleased,  and  framed  the  words,  '  Don't 
go  !  '  (interpreted  by  his  daughter) .  Those  watching, 
near  the  end  heard  him  whispering,  '  Thou  art  the  King 
of  glory  ;  '  and,  '  "  Lord,  now  lettest  Thou  Thy  servant, 
depart  in  peace." 

"  The  Rev.  W.  Sykes  conducted  the  services  very 
nicely,  and  just  as  dear  Mr.  Bradbury  would  have 
wished ;  and  at  his  expressed  desire  using  the  Church 
service,  both  in  the  Chapel  and  at  the  grave.  It  was  a 
pouring  wet  day,  so  father  dared  not  venture  out;  L.,  R., 
H.,  and  I  joined  the  funeral  procession  in  the  brougham, 
but  we  did  not  get  out ;  the  Revs.  Thos.  Dickinson, 
Cecil  Lovely,  Cornwell,  Savage,  and  other  ministers 
were  present,  and  about  forty  relatives.  Mr.  Sykes 
pointed  out  on  Sunday  that  a  singular  fact  in  Mr. 
Bradbury's  life  was  how  the  figure  seven  characterised 
it ;  he  was  seven  years  and  nine  months  at  Haydock, 
seven  years  and  nine  months  at  Barrow  Hill,  and  four 
times  that  number,  viz.,  thirty-one  years  at  the  Grove; 
the  anniversary  being  on  Sunday,  when,  instead  of  his 
recognition  service  at  the  Grove,  it  was  his  first  recogni- 
tion in  heaven.  Again,  at  the  end  of  seven  years  Mr.. 
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Hummel  died,  and  at  the  end  of  fourteen  years  Mr. 
Crutcher  died.  It  is  a  loss  to  the  Church,  and  one  does 
not  see  who  is  to  succeed  him  at  the  Grove  at  present." 

"  My  sister-in-law  very  kindly  enclosed  a  copy  of  the 
hymns  selected  for  the  funeral  service,  and  they  were 
sweet  and  applicable  to  the  occasion,  many  of  them 
also  written  by  the  late  Rev.  Joseph  Irons,  a  former 
Pastor  of  Grove  Chapel,  and  one  and  all  breathing  that 
firm  confidence  of  resurrection  life  and  victory  over 
death  to  the  believer  in  his  Living  Head  in  glory. 
Thus — as  the  mourners  joined  in  singing  :  '  Hark  !  how 
the  choir  around  the  throne  ; '  '  O  my  soul,  the  day  is 
dawning  ;  '  '  On  Zions's  glorious  summit  stood  ; '  or, 
'  Hark  how  the  glorious  hosts  above ' — their  hearts 
were  undoubtedly  lifted  above  the  earthly  sorrow  to 
where  their  beloved  pastor  was  already  in  concert  with 
those  ransomed  hosts,  worshipping  without  interval,  in 
that  blissful  scene ;  the  Lamb  in  the  midst  of  them 
leading  them,  and  feeding  them  by  fountains  of  living 
waters,  where  all  sin,  all  suffering,  all  death,  is  for  ever 
abolished.  I  shall  never  forget  the  hallowed  feelings  of 
my  first  service  in  Grove  Chapel,  now  some  twenty-seven 
years  ago.  Associated  as  it  was  with  being  the  sacred 
birth-place  of  my  now  glorified  father,  and  knowing  it  to 
be  a  veritable  Berachah  to  many  souls  born  again  there, 
and  that  I  was  favoured  to  be  amongst  those  Spirit- 
taught  worshippers,  filled  my  soul  with  wonder,  love,  and 
praise,  and  melted  me  as  the  first  hymn  was  given  out : 
'  Lord  Jesus,  are  we  one  with  Thee — 
Oh  height,  oh  depth  of  love  1 ' 

"  It  was  on  that  same  occasion,  if  I  mistake  not,  that 
dear  Mr.  Bradbury  preached  sweetly  from  '  Thou 
which  hast  showed  me  great  and  sore  troubles  shalt 
quicken  me  again,  and  shalt  bring  me  up  again  from  the 
depths  of  the  earth.' 

"  We  were  all  present  in  the  numerous  members  of  our 
family  when,  a  few  years  later,  Mr.  Bradbury  performed 
the  marriage  service  of  my  dear  brother  Clement  and  his 
wife  (the  writer  of  the  foregoing  letter),  and  Mr.  Brad- 
bury preached  a  memorable  sermon  the  following  Lord's 
Day,  from  Eph.  v.  25 — 27.  His  sermons  and  tracts  have 
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AGED    74-   YEARS. 

HE  WAS  THE  FAITHFUL  PASTOR  OF  GROVE  CHAPEX, 

FOR  31  YEARS, 

AND  CONTENDED  EARNESTLY  FOR  THE  FAITH 
ONCE  DELIVERED   TO  THE   SAINTS 

FOLLOWING  IN  THE  FOOTSTEPS 
OF  THE  HONOURED  FOUNDER    JOSEPH  IR.O1TS, 

PRO  CLAIMING 

WITH  GOD  GIVEN  ABILITY  AND  ELOQUENCE 

THE  ETERNAL  CHOICE  BY  GOD  THE  FATHER 

OF  HIS  PEOPLE  IN  JESUS  CHRIST  UNTO  ETE»NALLD?E, 

THE  MERITORIOUS  ATONEMENT  OF  THE  SON  OF  GOD 

BY  WHICH  ALONE 
SIN  CAN  BE  EXPIATED  AND  SINNERS  SAVED, 

AND  THE  ABSOLUTE  NECESSITY 

OF  THE  POWER  OF  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT  TO  RENEW 
AND  SANCTIFY  THE  SOUL  AND  gUALIFY  IT 
FOR  THE  ENJOYMENT  OF  GOD  AND  HEAVEN. 

All  fulness  dwells  in  Thee,  Lord, 
Thv  rich  and  glorious  £»race 
Thou  hast  bestowed  on  me,  Lord, 
A  sinner  vile  and  base. 
All  fulness  of  affection 
Thou  hast  so  sweetly  shown, 
For  sovereign,  free  election, 
Has  made  me  Thine  alone. 

t  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

INTERRED  IN  FOREST  HILL  CEMETERY. 


MEMOBIAL    TABLET    IN    GROVE    CHAPEL. 
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often  proved  a  word  in  season  to  hungering  and  thirsting 
ones.  The  masterly  style,  the  unflinching  testimony, 
the  searching  truth,  and  the  exalting  of  a  precious  Christ, 
made  his  words  very  telling  and  heart-reaching.  I 
always  look  upon  his  little  books,  '  Strangers  and  Pil- 
grims,' '  Precious  Things,'  '  Spiritual  Gleanings,'  etc.,  as 
rich  treasures  of  Divine  truth. 

"  Yet  another  of  the  Lord's  dear  servants  has  gone 
from  us — a  standard-bearer  fallen,  and  with  a  bereaved 
church  we  mourn  his  loss.  But  we  would  dwell  much 
on  his  joy,  the  bliss  and  rest  which  are  now  his  portion 
for  ever,  whilst  our  hearts  are  grateful  to  our  gracious 
God  for  the  hallowed  memories  which  will  be  ever 
associated  with  the  name  of  Thomas  Bradbury.  '  Whose 
faith  follow — considering  the  end  of  their  conversation — 
Jesus  Christ,  the  same  yesterday,  to-day,  and  for  ever.' 
"  Believe  me,  dear  Mr.  Ormiston, 

"  Yours  very  truly, 

"  EUTH  COWELL." 


to  %  ^nxiseljoltr  0f  Jfaitjj. 


"  Our  spiritual  existence  is  wholly  of  God.  Our  experience  of  His 
love  in  the  gift  of  His  Son,  and  by  the  indwelling  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  is  all  because  of  our  election  by  God — our  redemption 
by  God — our  regeneration  by  God.  It  is  in  the  exercise  of  His 
love  that  we  are  privileged  to  write  to  each  other  on  gospel 
ground,  and  in  companionship  with  our  Best  Friend.  May  we 
never  take  up  a  pen  to  write  without  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  at 
our  elbow.  May  He  preserve  us  with  exercised  hearts  and 
anointed  lips  by  the  grace  and  power  of  His  Blessed  Spirit." 

DURING  the  many  years  that  my  dear  father  laboured 
in  the  ministry  he  found  great  pleasure  and  profit  in 
corresponding  with  other  God-sent  ministers,  besides 
many  dear  friends  of  the'  "Household  of  Faith."  The 
greater  number  of  these  have  long  since  passed  away. 
If  the  letters  written  to  them  could  have  been  obtained 
they  would,  no  doubt,  have  proved  very  interesting 
reading. 

However,  through  the  kindness  of  many  of  my  father's 
friends  of  later  years,  a  great  number  have  been  lent  to 
me,  from  which  a  selection  has  been  made.  One,  whom 
my  father  loved  as  a  fellow-labourer  in  the  Gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ,  writing  to  me  says,  "  God  grant  you  enabl- 
ings  to  make  such  a  selection  as  shall  manifest  that 
gracious  spirit  with  which  God  endowed  your  gifted 
father,  not  only  as  a  Preacher  of  Grace,  sovereign, 
spiritual,  searching,  but  also  as  a  writer  of  letters  solacing 
and  strengthening  to  the  Elect  of  God."  May  such  a 
blessing  attend  the  publication  of  these  letters  as  shall 
prove  that  this  prayer  has  been  graciously  fulfilled. 
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Barrow  Hill, 

Staveley,  Chesterfield, 

March  5th,  1872. 

My  dear  Friend  in  Him  in  whom  all  fulness  dwells  to 
meet  the  necessities  of  such  poor  good-for-nothing  sinners 
like  you  and  me, — We  are  ignorant  indeed,  but  it  is  our 
mercy  to  be  taught  that  an  infinite  fulness  of  wisdom  in 
Christ  Jesus  just  suits  our  case.  God  has  made  Jesus  to 
us  and  in  us  our  Wisdom,  Eighteousness,  Sanctification, 
and  Kedemption.  If  this  be  true,  what  poor  fools  we 
must  be  to  need  such  rich  supplies. 

I  beg  of  you  to  continue  your  little  meetings  in  the 
Name  of  Jesus,  and  by  the  power  of  His  Spirit.  It  is  in 
such  the  presence,  power,  and  preciousness  of  Jesus  are 
most  revealed,  I  firmly  believe. 

My  poor  heart  has  received  a  shock  this  morning. 
Two  letters  came  with  yours,  both  informing  me  of  the 
death  of  a  son  of  mine  in  the  faith.  He  was  a  collier  at 
Haydock,  near  St.  Helen's.  On  Monday  morning,  at 
fifteen  or  twenty  minutes  past  nine,  he  was  killed  by  a  fall  of 
roof  in  the  New  Boston  Pit,  Haydock.  He  was  a  decent, 
quiet  fellow.  The  call  by  grace  of  himself,  and  in  fact 
the  whole  family,  was  most  remarkable.  I  send  you  the 
"  Gileads  "  in  which  the  account  appears.  My  dear  departed 
friend  and  son  in  the  bowels  of  Jesus  Christ  was  named 
John  Turton,  the  eldest  son  of  John  and  Ellen  Turton. 
A  letter  of  his  appears  on  page  117  of  "  Gilead  "  No.  33. 
One  of  the  letters  received  this  morning  says,  referring  to 
the  widow,  "  I  am  very  sorry  for  poor  Charlotte ;  she  is 
left  with  seven  children,  the  youngest  six  weeks  old. 
The  Lord  is  not  slack  concerning  His  promise  who  says, 
'  Leave  thy  fatherless  children,  I  will  preserve  them 
alive,  and  let  thy  widows  trust  in  Me.' ' 

I  feel  I  must  ask  the  Lord  to  dispose  the  hearts  of  His 
own  to  send  me  a  little  of  their  substance  to  minister  to 
the  necessities  of  the  widow  and  children  of  a  King's 
son. 

Yours  faithfully, 

THOMAS  BHADBURY. 
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Barrow  Hill,  Chesterfield, 
June  Wth,  1873. 

My  dear  Son  in  the  faith  and  /ear  of  God's  elect 
family, — You  cannot  tell  the  joy  of  my  heart  when  I 
read  your  very  kind  letter,  in  which  you  give  evidence  of 
the  blessed  Spirit  having  led  you  into  the  same  path  of 
gospel  liberty  with  myself — old  Watchman  Garrard — 
the  highly  favoured  Gadsby — and  the  despised  Hunting- 
ton.  I  do  glory  in  such  company.  Each  of  these  was 
styled  in  his  day  and  generation  "  an  antinomian,"  and  that 
because  of  that  glorious  gospel  liberty  he  so  richly  under- 
stood and  enjoyed.  Well,  my  dear  friend,  let  the 
world  frown  and  our  mother's  children  be  angry,  we 
cannot  but  enjoy  and  glory  in  those  blessings,  bounties 
and  benefits  which  are  taught  us  by  God  Himself,  and 
which  our  eyes  have  seen,  our  ears  have  heard,  and  our 
hearts  have  richly  experienced. 

I  had  great  occasion  to  tell  you  to  mark  well  the 
difference  between  "gospel  liberty  and  antinomian 
licentiousness  ;  "  not  because  I  expected  you  would  be 
moved  by  what  any  might  say  concerning  me  upon  this 
matter,  but  that  you  might  be  able  to  contradict  at  once 
any  base  insinuation  of  the  kind. 

May  God  graciously  keep  you  and  me  near  to  Himself 
in  these  days  of  blasphemy  and  rebuke,  and  may  He 
give  us  to  drink  more  deeply  into  the  Spirit  of  Jesus, 
who,  when  He  was  reviled,  reviled  not  again. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  James  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Barrow  Hill,  Chesterfield, 
August  Sth,  1874. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Sister  in  Him, — Accept  my  very 
many  and  heartfelt  thanks  for  your  kindness  and  atten- 
tion to  me  and  mine  in  our  necessity.  To  us  this  is  a 
time  of  bustle  and  anxiety,  and  to  get  the  children  out  of 
the  way  for  a  time  will  be  a  boon  indeed. 

What  with  sewing,  arranging,  and  re-arranging  we  are 
almost  at  our  wits'  end. 

But  the  presence  of  the  best  of  all  friends  makes 
amends  for  all. 


Letters  to  the  Household  of  Faith.  157 

* 

On  Monday  next,  10th,  we  run  up  to  London,  and  if 
you  will  kindly  take  my  two  daughters,  Maria  and  Sally, 
we  shall  be  grateful  indeed,  and  receive  your  kindness  as 
done  to  the  Head  through  the  members. 

Praying  for  showers  of  covenant  blessing  to  rest  upon 
you  and  yours,  and  with  Mrs.  Bradbury's  Christian 
regards. 

I  remain,  yours  faithfully, 
Mrs.  H.   White.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Barrow  Hill,  Chesterfield, 

August  14th,  1874. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Son  in  the  glorious  Gospel  of  the 
blessed  God, — Accept  my  many  thanks  for  your  kind 
letter,  and  good-will.  Yes,  we  are  one — one  in  Him 
whom  our  souls  truly  love,  even  when  we  see  Him  not. 
Time  and  distance  may  divide,  but  those  whom  our  God 
joins  together  can  never  be  put  asunder. 
"  One  in  Jesus — oh  how  sweet, 

Saviour,  in  Thy  love  to  meet; 
With  Thyself  alone  to  be 
Joined  in  blessed  unity." 

But  souls  in  experimental  oneness  with  a  precious 
Christ  must  know  it  in  the  school  of  toil,  trial,  trouble 
and  tribulation.  Fellowship  with  the  Man  of  sorrows 
must  be  ours  in  His  sufferings.  It  matters  not  where  we 
are  located  in  the  wilderness  our  wretched  flesh  will 
burden  us — the  world  will  hate  and  persecute  us — our 
evil  hearts  will  oft  deceive  us — and  the  devil  will  bind, 
bruise,  and  batter  us.  I  know  these  things  by  painful 
experience.  There  is  another  terrible  trial.  To  be 
wounded  like  Jesus  in  the  house  of  our  friends.  But 
blessed  be  God,  one  smile  from  Him  is  worth  waiting  a 
day — a  week — a  month — a  year — a  lifetime  for.  Yes. 
It  is  likely  that  I  shall  visit  Haydock  again  to  speak  a 
few  words  to  the  honour  and  glory  of  Jehovah,  Father, 
Son,  and  Spirit,  and  for  the  comfort  of  Zion's  mourners 
who  may  be  present.  But  when,  I  cannot  yet  say.  The 
most  likely  time  will  be  Tuesday,  the  25th  of  this  month. 
My  last  Sunday  here  will  be  the  last  in  August,  and  my 
first  Sunday  at  the  Grove,  September  6th. 
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• 

How  are  your  mother  and  father  ?     And  wife  ? 

I  am  sure  you  will  mention  my  name  and  case  in  your 
lispings  and  breathings  at  the  throne. 

God  bless  you. 

My  love  in  Christ  Jesus  to  all  my  pilgrim  friends. 

Yours  in  Him, 
Mr.  J.  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBUBY. 


Barrow  Hill,  Chesterfield, 

August  18th,  1874. 

My  dear  Son  in  the  gospel  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,— 
Many  thanks  for  yours — with  its  doubts,  fears  and 
enquiries. 

Yes,  I  know  all  about  the  fears  you  speak  of — I  think 
none  more  so. 

You  remember  the  hymn  of  Hart : 

"  And  must  it,  Lord,  be  so  ?  " 

Head  it,  and  may  God  bless  it  to  the  breaking,  melting, 
and  healing  of  your  heart. 

I  am  very  pleased,  so  are  my  wife  and  youngsters,  to 
hear  that  the  old  folk  in  the  Old  Nook  are  well.  They 
are  often  on  my  heart. 

You  may  expect  me  to  speak  a  few  words  in  the  Lord's 
name  in  Haydock  next  Tuesday  night,  25th  inst.  Do 
not  seek  any  place  but  your  own  house.  To  meet  the 
twos  and  threes  is  acceptable  to  me,  and  more  so  than  to 
address  a  crowd. 

God  bless  you.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  J.  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBUBY. 

P.S. — Thanks  be  to  God  for  taking  dear  old  Peter 
home  to  Himself. 


49  Daneville  Road, 
Camberwell,  London,  8.E. 

April  30th,  1875. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  Him, — You  will  begin 
to  think  I  have  forgotten  you,  but  this  can  never  be. 
"In  labours  more  abundant."  I  am  tossed  here  and 
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there  on  the  waves  of  this  troublesome  world,  yet  the 
Lord  gives  me  now  and  then  a  gracious  pick  up. 

He  has  been  very  good  to  me  since  He  brought  me  to 
London,  and  given  me  to  see  His  hand  in  many  ways. 
I  am  more  and  more  sick  of  self,  and  of  everything  out 
of  Himself.  Many  times  are  you  brought  to  my  memory, 
and  now  and  then  I  find  myself  talking  to  the  King 
about  you  and  those  near  and  dear  to  you. 

I  just  snatch  time  to  say  that,  God  willing,  I  shall  be 
with  you  on  Friday  evening,  May  14th,  to  speak  a  few 
words  in  His  name,  who  is  worthy  of  all  honour  and 
praise. 

My  wife  and  youngsters  unite  with  me  in  kindest  love 
to  you,  to  all  the  Turtons,  and  to  all  the  pilgrims  around 
you. 

Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  Jas.  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


4  Love  Walk,  Camberwell, 
April,  Wth,  1878. 

My  dear  Friend, — I  cannot  help  but  drop  you  a  line 
asking  your  forgiveness  for  my  forgetfulness  and  lack  of 
service  last  Sunday  morning  in  forgetting  your  request 
for  public  thanksgiving  on  behalf  of  your  dear  wife. 
My  mind  was  more  than  usual  engrossed  with  the 
subject  which  formed  to  me  the  burden  of  the  word  of 
the  Lord,  hence  my  forgetfulness.  What  a  mercy  it  is 
that  He  never  forgets  us,  but  is  ever  mindful  of  His 
covenant,  and  will  remember  our  sins  and  our  iniquities 
no  more. 

May  the  blessing  of  a  Covenant  God  be  yours  in 
blessed  experience,  giving  you  to  know  that  you  are 
heirs  together  of  the  grace  of  life,  and  that  the  name  of 
your  little  one  is  in  the  Lamb's  book  of  life. 

God  bless  you. 

I  remembered  you  in  the  evening. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Joseph  Lock.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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Mr.  Bright's, 

Bandon,  Ireland, 

October  2'2nd,  1879. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  Him  who  ever 
welcomes  poor  experimental  wanderers  to  His  house  and 
heart, — Having  a  few  minutes  to  spare  I  feel  I  cannot 
do  better  than  give  them  to  you.  It  is  my  lot  to  know  of 
no  man  more  like-minded  with  myself  than  you  and  dear 
Rolleston.  Somehow  or  other,  and  God  knows  it  is  so, 
for  it  is  all  His  doing.  I  never  find  myself  at  the  wrong 
time  in  the  company  of  either  of  you. 

Last  Sunday  will  be  long  remembered  by  me.  It  was 
hard  work  to  go  into  that  pulpit,  and  it  was  harder  to 
bear  the  burden  of  the  word  of  the  Lord.  The  two 
hymns  were  very  precious  and  heart-softening  to  me.  In 
reading  that  magnificent  chapter,  Isaiah  li.,  my  heart 
fainted  within  me,  my  voice  almost  failed,  and  I  would 
have  retired  to  weep  my  fill.  But  the  Lord  would  not  have 
it  so.  His  message  must  be  delivered  and  some  of  His 
own  must  be  fed.  In  the  evening  I  felt  physically  and 
mentally  done,  and  was  compelled  to  drop  it  before  I  had 
finished  what  I  felt  and  knew.  It  was  a  relief  to  get 
home  and  to  bed,  but  very  little  sleep  did  I  get.  On 
Monday  morning  we  left  home  in  Mrs.  Lett's  carriage, 
and  started  from  Paddington  for  Bath  at  10.30  a.m., 
arriving  at  the  latter  place  about  3  p.m.  We  drove  at 
once  to  Dr.  Hoblyn's.  He  was  out,  but  his  dear  wife, 
the  author  of  "  Nothing  to  Pay,"  gave  us  a  hearty 
welcome.  We  were  at  home  at  once.  We  spent  a  most 
agreeable  evening.  Mr.  Bright  read  for  us  a  little 
account  of  Muckle  Kate  which  brought  the  tears  to 
all  our  eyes.  You  shall  read  it  one  of  these  days. 
Before  supper  we  had  a  little  reading,  and  a  gracious 
Father  bent  our  knees  before  His  throne.  You  and 
yours  were  not  forgotten.  We  had  a  good  night's  rest. 
Next  morning  at  7.30  we  sat  down  to  breakfast,  and 
a  good  one  it  was.  We  left  Bath  for  Bristol  at  8.36,  and 
Bristol  for  Cork  at  10.20  a.m.  The  sail  was  really  beauti- 
ful. The  night  was  dark  and  I  retired  to  bed  at  8  p.m., 
and  slept  well  until  7  in  the  morning.  We  arrived  in 
Cork  a  little  before  8.  Left  Cork  for  Bandon  at  9.15, 
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and  arrived  here  about  10.30.  After  dinner  we  drove  in 
an  Irish  jaunting  car  to  Inishannon  and  Shippool.  The 
former  I  think  is  the  loveliest  spot  I  have  ever  seen.  Now 
it  is  the  morning  of  the  23rd.  God  has  blessed  me  with 
the  soundest  night's  sleep  I  have  had  for  weeks.  To-day 
we  drive  to  Timoleague  and  Courtmacsherry — pretty 
spots.  I  will  tell  you  more  about  them  if  God  spares  me 
to  see  you.  Now  I  must  close. 
God  bless  you  and  all  yours. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Frank  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


4  Love  Walk,  Camberwell,  S.B., 

March  19th,  1881. 

"THE  MAN,  CHEIST  JESUS." 

My  dear  Brother  David, — Grace,  mercy,  and  peace  be 
yours  in  rich  experimental  possession  from  the  Fountain 
Head  of  all  covenant  blessings.  Thank  you  very  much 
for  all  your  kind  remembrances  of  me.  I  never  read  the 
first  verse  of  the  132nd  Psalm  without  a  thought  of  you 
and  a  sigh  to  the  Bearer  of  our  sicknesses  and  infirmities 
on  your  behalf  (Matthew  viii.  7). 

Since  I  saw  you  last  I  have  scarcely  had  sickness  out 
of  my  house.  My  dear  wife  has  been  very  low,  but  the 
Lord  has  graciously  revived  her,  though  she  is  now  in 
bed  very  weak.  Oh  !  what  a  mercy  it  is  to  know  and 
feel  that  the  Lord  knows  all  about  us  :  "  He  knoweth 
our  frame,  He  remembereth  that  we  are  but  dust." 

We  had  a  very  blessed  prayer  meeting  last  night, 
when  the  poor  and  afflicted  in  Zion  were  specially  re- 
membered. The  Lord  sent  us  a  few  precious  crumbs 
from  Isaiah  xxxii.  1,  2 — "  A  Man." 

Do  you  know  Him  ?  He  knows  you,  and  I  feel  sure  He 
will  keep  your  feet  from  wandering  to  hell.  Just  look 
at  what  a  few  of  the  sweet  singers  of  Israel  say  concern- 
ing Him : 

"  Jesus,  the  God  who  built  the  skies, 

The  realms  of  glory  leaves  ; 
Becomes  a  man,  for  sinners  dies, 

And  sinners  now  receives." — Joseph  Irons. 

M 
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"  The  Man  who  lived,  and  died,  and  rose, 

To  perfume  heaven  with  blood, 
To  Him  my  soul  her  pardon  owes, 

And  claims  Him  for  her  God." — William  Mushett. 

"  As  man,  a  Man  of  Sorrows,  Thou 

Hast  suffered  every  human  woe, 
And  thus  enthroned  in  glory  now 

Canst  pity  all  Thy  saints  below." — Anon. 

"  In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  bears  a  part ; 
He  sympathises  with  our  grief, 

And  brings  the  suffering  saint  relief." — Logan. 

"  This  is  the  Man,  th'  exalted  Man, 

Whom  we  unseen  adore  ; 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  His  face, 

Our  hearts  will  love  Him  more." — Dr.  Watts. 

"  O  glorious  hour  1  it  comes  with  speed, 

When  we  from  sin  and  darkness  freed, 
Shall  see  His  face  who  died  for  man, 

And  praise  Him  more  than  angels  can." — John  Newton. 

God  bless  you.     Pardon 'brevity. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  David  Jarvis.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


4  Love  Walk,  Camberwell,  S.E., 
May  3rd,  1883. 

My  dear  Jem, — Your  very  kind  letter  came  to  hand 
yesterday.  It  did  me  good. 

By  the  good  hand  of  our  God  upon  us  we  were  taken 
safely  to  Manchester  after  we  left  the  Old  Nook.  The 
Lord  enabled  me  to  preach  there  from  Exodus  xxviii. 
36 — 38.  Many  present  were  pleased  and  profited. 

We  tarried  at  Handforth  until  the  Saturday,  when  we 
left  in  the  morning  and  arrived  safely  home  about  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 

We  enjoyed  our  visit  to  you  and  the  Old  Nook  greatly, 
and  felt  it  a  privilege  to  be  in  the  company  of  the  dear 
old  folk  for  a  little  time. 

Grace  is  a  mighty  binder.  It  has  bound  the  Turtons 
to  me  in  such  a  way  as  I  can  never  describe. 

To  our  own  God  be  all  the  glory  and  praise. 

I  am  sorry  not  to  have  one  of  the  photos  by  me  at 
present.  When  I  get  a  few  more  1  will  remember  you. 
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Mrs.  Bradbury  still  is  weakly  though  she  looks  so  well. 
Violent  sickness  each  morning  tells  a  sad  tale  upon  her. 
She  bears  it  very  patiently,  and  my  heart  is  often  melted 
with  gratitude  to  God  for  His  kindness  in  sparing  her  to 
me,  and  for  His  gentleness  to  her. 

She  unites  with  me  in  kindest  love  to  you  and  Mary. 

God  bless  you.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  J.  Turton.  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 

P.S. — Kemember  us  to  the  Nook  folk. 


Eastbourne, 
February  19th,  1884. 

My  dear  Eugie, — Your  kind  letter  followed  me  to  Hull 
last  week  and  did  me  good. 

I  do  hope  and  pray  that  God  may  fulfil  His  promise  in 
your  experience  and  in  that  of  dear  Clem.  "  Behold  I 
send  an  Angel  before  thee,  to  keep  thee  in  the  way,  and 
to  bring  thee  into  the  place  which  I  have  prepared." 

I  have  been  conscious  for  some  time  that  perplexity 
was  your  pathway,  but  felt  a  little  persuasion  that  our 
own  God  would  make  all  right  for  you.  It  is  a  mercy 
for  you  now  to  know  that  though  God  is  pleased  to  use 
means  for  the  feeding  and  strengthening  of  His  people, 
He  is  not  bound  to  them.  Look  at  this,  "  Behold,  the 
eye  of  the  Lord  is  upon  them  that  fear  Him,  upon  them 
that  hope  in  His  mercy.  To  deliver  their  soul  from 
death,  and  to  keep  them  alive  in  famine." 

I  well  remember  the  sermon  on  Jer.  xii.  5  ;  so  does 
Mr.  Parkes.  It  was  a  Godsend  to  me,  and  as  1  read  your 
allusion  to  it,  my  heart  glowed  and  my  eyes  moistened  at 
the  thought  that  God  should  deign  to  use  so  vile  a  sinner 
for  the  comfort  of  His  loved  ones. 

I  leave  here  to-morrow  for  Leeds  and  Manchester,  and 
hope  to  arrive  at  home  on  Friday. 

May  covenant  love  be  yours  daily  in  sweet  experi- 
mental possession. 

Love  to  Clem. 

The  redeeming  Angel  bless  all  your  little  ones. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mrs.  C.  Cowell.  THOMAS  BBADBUEY. 
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Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
July  IWi,  1884. 

My  dear  Eugie, — I  ought  to  have  written  you  long 
ago ;  but  labours  more  abundant  have  run  away  with  my 
time. 

You  sent  me  a  kind  letter  which  did  me  good. 

Clem  sent  me  word  that  He  who  said,  "  Be  fruitful 
and  multiply,"  had  given  you  a  little  one  to  nurse  for  Him. 

What  a  happy  mother  you  must  be  ! 

When  I  received  Clem's  card  my  heart  ran  at  once  to 
Gen.  xlviii.  15,  16  :  "  God  before  whom  my  fathers  did 
walk,  the  God  which  fed  me  all  my  life  long  unto  this 
day,  the  Angel  which  redeemed  me  from  all  evil,  bless  " 
Eugie's  little  one,  aye,  the  whole  lot  of  them. 

During  your  sojourn  at  Selhurst  my  mind  was  ofttimes 
troubled  about  you,  for  I  felt  you  had  anything  but 
smooth  sailing  while  there. 

Well,  dark  clouds,  dreary  spots,  and  dreadful  storms  must 
be  experienced  ere  the  fair  haven  of  eternal  rest  be  gained. 

You  style  me  "  Esteemed  Pastor."  Why  you  should 
do  so  God  only  knows. 

Oh,  Eugie  !  With  tears  in  my  eyes  and  a  swelling 
heart  I  write,  I  deserve  damnation  for  my  preaching. 

Corruption  and  glory  are  close  together  while  grace  is 
ours.  When  grace  ripens  to  glory  corruption  will  be 
gone.  I  ofttimes  sigh  for  glory,  but  my  wife  and  children 
give  me  many  a  pull  back. 

May  the  God  of  all  grace  bless  you  and  yours  with 
much  of  His  presence. 

Counsel  in  perplexity. 

Comfort  in  sorrow. 

Company  in  loneliness. 

Supply  in  necessity. 

Succour  in  temptation. 

Support  in  weakness. 

Give  my  love  in  Him  to  Clem,  and  tell  all  thy  little 
ones  that  I  have  a  heart  full  of  blessing  for  every  one  of 
them. 

God  bless  you.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mrs.  C.  Cowell.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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West  Lodge, 
Chapel  Allerton,  Leeds, 

September  1st,  1884. 

My  dear  Brother  Frank, — May  covenant  mercy  chase 
away  all  your  miseries — covenant  love  soften  your  pillow 
every  night — covenant  peace  smooth  your  daily  pathway 
— and  covenant  power  silence  every  hellborn  accuser.  I 
have  often  thought  about  you  since  last  we  looked  each 
other  in  the  face.  The  Lord  has  been  very  good  to  me — 
has  cared  for  me  every  moment,  and  just  now  my  spirit 
sings, 

"  My  Shepherd's  bosom  bears  each  lamb 

O'er  rock  and  waste  and  wild  ; 
The  object  of  that  love  I  am, 
And  carried  like  a  child." 

On  Sunday,  August  24th,  the  Lord  opened  my  mouth 
amidst  my  old  collier  friends,  at  Pemberton,  from  Eccles. 
iii.  14.  It  was  good  to  me.  The  singing  was  hearty  and 
refreshing.  I  came  across  a  very  precious  hymn  this 
morning.  I  have  a  notion  you  will  like  it.  Here  you 
have  it : 

"  Thou  Fountain  of  bliss,  Thy  smile  I  entreat ; 
O'erwhelmed  with  distress  I  mourn  at  Thy  feet ; 
The  joy  of  salvation,  when  will  it  be  mine  ? 
The  high  consolation  of  friendship  Divine  ! 

Awakened  to  see  the  depth  of  my  fall, 
For  mercy  on  Thee  I  earnestly  call ; 
'Tis  Thine  the  lost  sinner  to  save  and  renew  ; 
Faith's  mighty  Beginner  and  Finisher  too. 

Thy  Spirit  alone  repentance  implants, 
And  gives  me  to  groan  as  feeling  my  wants  ; 
'Midst  all  my  dejection,  dear  Lord,  I  can  trace 
Some  marks  of  election,  some  tokens  of  grace. 

Thou  wilt  not  despise  a  sinner  distressed ; 
All-kind  and  all-wise,  Thy  season  is  best. 
To  Thy  sovereign  pleasure  resign'd  I  would  be, 
And  tarry  Thy  pleasure  and  hope  still  in  Thee." 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  F.  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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West  Lodge, 

Chapel  Allerton,  Leeds, 

September  1st,  1884. 

My  dear  Eugie, — Friend  and  Sister  in  the  bond  of  the 
covenant.  Grace,  mercy,  and  peace  and  love,  with 
every  good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  for  needy 
sinners  be  yours  in  sweet  experimental  possession. 

Your  kind  letter  reached  me  here  on  Saturday.  It  did 
me  good.  I  am  thankful  to  learn  that  you  have  found  a 
resting  place  under  the  ministry  of  Mr.  Wright.  I  think 
I  know  him  by  report,  if  it  is  the  same  who  was  at  Christ 
Church,  Everton,  near  Liverpool.  I  think  it  is,  and  wish 
there  were  more  ministers  like  him  in  the  Establishment. 

Moving  about  from  place  to  place  is  very  unsatisfac- 
tory and  unsettling.  May  the  Lord  graciously  reveal 
Himself  to  you  in  the  ministry  of  the  word,  and  what 
you  may  lack  in  public  may  He  make  up  to  you  in 
private.  I  had  a  treat  last  Wednesday  evening  in  St. 
Mary's  Church,  Lower  Harrogate.  A  Canon  Hurst 
preached  from  the  words,  "  Thy  kingdom  come."  The 
service  was  plain  and  simple.  The  sermon  was  sound 
and  savoury. 

My  wife  and  I  left  home  on  the  llth  August,  and 
have  jogged  on  together  from  place  to  place  ever  since. 
We  return  home  on  Wednesday.  Text  in  Leeds  yester- 
day morning  and  night,  Mai.  iii.  16. 

Love  to  Clem.     Bless  the  little  ones. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mrs.  C.  Cowell.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

P.S. — It  is  decided  for  George  and  Polly  to  go  to 
Cambridge.  George  is  there,  and  Polly  stays  behind  to 
nurse  little  Annie  who  has  been  stricken  nigh  unto 
death  with  gastric  fever. 

Thank  God,  Crutcher  is  better.  He  was  at  Chapel 
last  Sunday  morning.  T.  B. 

Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

July  30th,  1885. 

My  dear  Brother  Frank, — Grace,  mercy  and  peace  be 
with  thee  and  thine. 
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John  put  into  my  hand  this  morning  the  telegram  you 
so  kindly  sent  last  Monday. 

Had  I  been  at  home  you  would  have  seen  me  at 
Limpsfield  in  the  evening. 

It  is  a  marvellous  mercy  to  know  that  all  our  meetings 
and  all  our  greetings  are  well  and  wisely  ordered.  Often- 
times I  would  have  them  different  altogether.  This  is 
an  old  saying :  "  'Tis  home  where  the  heart  is."  My 
heart  has  been  with  you  at  Limpsfield  many  a  time  in 
pleasant  anticipation;  but,  "Engaged  this  evening." — 
"Away  from  home  to-night." — "Father  wishes  me  to 
write  and  say "  One  or  other  of  these  kind  com- 
munications has  sent  my  pleasant  anticipations  to  the 
winds,  and  me  into  a  corner  sighing, 

"  And  when  our  dearest  comforts  fall 

Before  His  sovereign  will, 

He  never  takes  away  our  all, 

Himself  He  gives  us  still." 

I  do  glory  in  the  fact  that  my  God  has  made  me  a 
thorough-paced  necessitarian  and  has  taught  me  to  sing 
with  the  spirit  and  with  the  understanding  also, 

"  While  place  we  seek,  while  place  we  shun, 
We  shall  find  happiness  in  none  ; 
But  with  our  God  to  guide  our  way 
'  Tis  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay." 

Well,  the  Lord  carried  me  safely  to  Bournemouth  on 
Wednesday  last  week,  to  spend  a  few  days  with  our  dear 
friends  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Parks.  I  like  the  place  much  and 
enjoyed  myself  greatly.  On  Saturday,  Mrs.  Bradbury 
and  I  left  Bournemouth  at  10.30  for  Southsea,  arriving 
there  at  2.26.  We  spent  about  20  minutes  with  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Aldwell  who  were  pleased  to  see  us.  I  was  so 
sorry  you  did  not  hear  him  at  our  anniversary.  He  did 
me  good.  Whatever  be  my  infirmities — and  they  are 
many — when  my  God  makes  my  cup  to  run  over  I  do 
long  for  those  who  are  one  with  me  in  the  Lord  to  be 
sharers  of  my  joy.  We  left  Southsea  at  3.25,  and 
arrived  at  Eastbourne  at  7.20.  The  crowd  out  there  was 
something  overwhelming.  The  world,  the  flesh,  and  the 
devil,  and  their  wives,  seemed  to  have  taken  possession  of 
the  place. 
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Sunday  was  a  great  day  to  many  of  the  living  family 
there.  The  Lord  enlarged  my  heart  with  love,  and 
opened  my  lips  with  liberty  from  these  sweet  portions  of 
His  Word :  Lam.  iii.  32,  "  But  though  He  cause  grief, 
yet  will  He  have  compassion  according  to  the  multitude 
of  His  mercies." 

I  have  no  greater  grief  than  to  be  left  to  self-considera- 
tion. I  have  no  greater  joy  than  to  be  indulged  with  the 
consideration  of  Himself. 

Evening  text  was  Psalm  cxix.  94:  "J  am  Thine: 
save  me."  Mingled  experience — 

I.  Assurance — "  I  am  Thine." 

II.  Anxiety — "  Save  me." 

Save  me  from  the  power  of  sin.  Save  me  from  the 
pride  of  self.  The  people  were  blessed  in  Him. 

Tuesday  He  enabled  me  to  preach  from  Isa.  Ivii.  19. 
It  was  good  to  many.  Yesterday  He  took  me  to  Wood- 
bridge  Chapel  and  opened  my  mouth  from  Eph.  i.  3.  It 
was  good.  You  know  you  are  one  whom  I  like  to  see  as 
often  as  I  can  ;  but  the  Lord  seems  to  say,  that  too  much 
of  a  good  thing  is  not  good  for  me. 

May  He  teach  us  to  feel  daily  when  we  cannot  sing — 

"  When  all  created  streams  are  dried, 

Thy  fulness  is  the  same  ; 

May  I  with  this  be  satisfied 

And  glory  in  Thy  name." 

Express  my  love  to  all  your  loved  ones.  They  have  it 
and  so  have  you,  but  the  expression  of  it  now  and  then  is 
very  nice  to  those  who  like  it. 

God  bless  you.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  F.  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 

Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

September  29tft,  1885. 

My  dear  Brother  Francis, — On  my  return  home  last 
night  I  was  very  sorry  to  find  that  you  had  kindly  sent 
for  me  to  spend  an  hour  or  two  with  you  at  dear  old 
Limpsfield.  You  may  ask,  "  Why  do  you  call  it  old 
Limpsfield  ?  "  I  will  tell  you.  All  that  we  have  worth 
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possessing  and  enjoying  are  associated  with  ancient 
settlements  and  can  be  distinctly  traced  to  the  eternal 
counsels  of  JEHOVAH. 

"  All  that  concerns  the  chosen  race, 
In  nature,  providence  and  grace, 
Where  they  shall  dwell  and  when  remove, 
Fixed  by  predestinating  love." 

You  and  I  can  see  Divine  appointment  written  in  every 
nook  and  corner  of  the  comfortable  homes  prepared  for 
us  by  Zion's  bountiful  Provider  and  ever-watchful  Pre- 
server. Here  I  would  pause  for  a  moment  or  two  while 
my  spirit  presents  an  offering  of  pure  devotion  on  the 
golden  altar  of  my  merciful  High  Priest's  intercession : 

"  Give  me  a  calm  and  thankful  heart, 

From  every  murmur  free, 
The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart, 

And  make  me  live  to  Thee. 
Let  the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine, 

My  life  and  death  attend, 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine 

And  crown  my  journey's  end." 

That  is  just  what  I  want.  At  times  I  am  anything 
but  calm.  Tumultous  passions  rage  within — doubt 
opposes  faith — fear  questions  hope — and  enmity  rebels 
against  love.  I  seem  to  be  an  unstrung  bundle  of  con- 
tradictions. With  this  experience  my  only  refuge  is  the 
companionship  of  my  God  who  knows  all  about  me. 

"  Ere  He  called  me  well  He  knew 
"What  a  heart  like  mine  would  do." 

Well,  had  I  been  at  home  and  at  liberty  when  Harold 
called,  I  should  have  bolted  off  at  once  to  Limpsfield. 
But  I  have  to  learn  my  lesson  afresh  every  day  and  that 
from  my  indulgent  and  patient  Teacher,  "  Man's  goings 
are  of  the  Lord  ;  how  can  a  man  then  understand  his 
own  way?"  (Prov.  xx.  24). 

Yesterday  I  went  to  Forest  Hill  Cemetery  and  com- 
mitted to  the  dust  all  that  was  mortal  of  dear  old  Mr. 
Blencowe,  a  very  old  member  of  the  Grove,  a  lowly 
follower  of  the  Lamb. 

All  last  week  God  was  very  good  to  me  in  my  goings 
out  and  comings  in.  Preserved — Kept — Upheld — Sus- 
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tained.  These  are  precious  words  to  me  because  my  God 
makes  me  feel  the  power  of  His  own  right  hand  and  the 
love  of  His  heart.  It  is  of  His  mercies  I  am  not  con- 
sumed because  His  compassions  fail  not. 

On  Monday  at  11  a.m.,  I  started  from  Waterloo  for 
Devonport,  arriving  there  after  a  pleasant  ride  at  5.17  p.m. 
After  a  good  tea  and  writing  a  couple  of  letters,  I  went 
out  and  hailed  a  boatman,  and  enjoyed  a  beautiful  row  by 
moonlight  in  Plymouth  Sound  and  Devonport  Harbour. 
I  could  not  resist  the  Muse  enticing  me  to  sing  or  chant 
my  old  church  ditty,  "  The  sea  is  His  and  He  made  it." 
The  musing  was  sweet  as  I  thought  of  His  kind  fore- 
thought in  making  it  for  the  enjoyment  of  so  naughty  and 
rebellious  a  child  as  I  ofttimes  feel  myself  to  be. 

Tuesday  I  enjoyed  a  drive  over  Dartmoor  to  Donsland 
very  much.  Wednesday  I  left  Devonport  at  10.20  a.m. 
by  the  South  Western  train  and  joined  the  Great 
Western  at  Mutley  for  Ivybridge,  which  I  reached  a  little 
after  eleven.  The  beauties  of  this  spot  must  be  seen  to 
be  truly  appreciated.  We  started  almost  immediately  for 
Ashford,  and  passed  through  the  village  of  Ivybridge  along 
the  bank  of  the  river  Erme,  the  bed  of  which  is  about  the 
most  rugged  I  have  ever  seen.  At  one  point  there  are 
masses  of  huge  rock  in  wild  profusion,  and  at  others  the 
water  winds  its  way  through  crevices  worn  by  its  action 
and  seemingly  claimed  for  its  own  possession.  Leaving 
the  village  and  the  river's  course  we  diverged  to  the  left 
and  pursued  our  way  through  rich  pasture  lands — over 
steep  ascents  adorned  with  fruitful  trees — descending  to 
nature's  dingles  luxuriant  with  ferns  and  wild  flowers — 
the  formation  of  the  hills  changed  to  the  vision  at  almost 
every  curve  or  angle  of  the  road,  reminding  me  of  the  oft 
repeated  words,  when  I  was  a  lad,  of  Psalm  cxiv.  4,  "  The 
mountains  skipped  like  rams,  and  the  little  hills  like 
young  sheep."  Thus  we  journeyed  until  we  arrived  at 
Ashford,  a  little  hamlet  surrounded  by  hills,  apparently 
void  of  outlet.  The  scene  was  simply  charming,  re- 
minding me  of  Bishop  Heber's  lines, 

"  Here  every  prospect  pleases 
And  only  man  is  vile." 

Here  I  was  blessed  with  sweet  instruction. 
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Here,  shady  and  fruitful  trees  reminded  me  of  the  Tree 
of  Life  in  the  midst  of  the  Paradise  of  God,  whose  fruit 
is  for  the  nourishment  and  whose  leaves  are  for  the 
healing  of  the  nations  of  the  saved. 

There,  pure  waters  gurgled  among  the  stones,  forcibly 
moving  me  to  contemplate  the  river  of  water  of  life,  clear 
as  crystal,  proceeding  from  the  throne  of  God  and  of  the 
Lamb,  communicating  life  whithersoever  it  flows.  Now 
I  could  sing  of  God's  ever-flowing  and  never  failing  love, 

"  '  Tis  like  a  living  spring 

Of  waters  sweet  and  clear ; 
There's  not  an  '  if '  to  foul  the  stream, 
Or  '  peradventure  '  here." 

Yonder,  God's  own  bright  sun  poured  down  his  cheering 
beams  upon  the  fair  face  of  creation,  causing  one  to  long 
for  the  rising  of  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  with  healing 
in  His  wings. 

I  found  a  hearty  welcome  from  Josias  Yabsley,  an 
extensive  farmer,  who  loves  God's  pure  Gospel  without 
admixture  of  any  kind.  He  is  a  plain,  homely  man. 
After  a  good  dinner  we  went  to  Aveton  Gifford,  and  in 
the  Baptist  Chapel  a  goodly  number  of  God's  scattered 
strangers  were  gathered  together.  In  the  pulpit  I  felt  a 
little  softening  of  heart — the  dew  of  grace  and  heavenly 
benediction  lay  upon  my  branch — the  mollifying  oil  of 
covenant  love  sweetly  blended  my  spirit  with  God's, 
giving  me  to  feel  and  know  that  I  was  His  child  among 
His  children.  A  feeling  of  sweet  solemnity  pervaded  the 
hearts  of  the  people,  causing  many  to  say,  "  Surely  God 
is  in  this  place.  This  is  none  other  than  the  house  of 
God  ;  this  is  the  gate  of  heaven." 

I  felt  I  was  on  the  brink  of  a  solemn  eternity  with 
nothing  but  a  precious  Christ  between  me  and  hell.  A 
good  place  for  God's  servant  to  stand.  Prayer  was  good. 
Preaching  was  by  heavenly  inspiration  from  Lamentations 
iii.  32.  Many  shed  tears  of  God's  own  giving.  Great 
grace  was  felt  by  the  gracious  ones,  and  many  were  the 
ejaculations  of  praise  and  thanksgiving  to  our  God. 

In  the  evening  the  place  was  filled,  and  the  word  was 
with  power  from  Psalm  cxlv.  16.  I  do  not  remember 
ever  preaching  with  so  great  a  combination  of  solemnity, 
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sweetness  and  power.  This  day  will  be  long  remembered 
by  the  poor  of  the  flock  present. 

Thursday  we  had  a  very  pleasant  drive  to  Bigbury 
Bay,  a  beautiful  seaside  retreat.  In  the  midst  of  the  Bay 
lies  Burgh  Island.  It  is  an  island  at  high  water.  The 
tide  was  low  when  we  arrived,  so  we  walked  across  the 
sands,  and  refreshed  ourselves  in  the  only  house  on  the 
island — an  inn.  The  tide  came  in  while  we  were  there, 
giving  us  to  see  the  island  in  reality.  I  sought  a  spot  of 
shelter  from  the  wind,  lounged  upon  the  grass  for  over  an 
hour,  and  refreshed  the  inner  man  with  provision  from 
the  good  old  Book.  After  which  we  strolled  over  the 
island,  which  is  about  half  a  mile  across  each  way.  The 
south  and  east  coasts  are  formed  of  rugged  precipitous 
rocks,  with  little  creeks  here  and  there.  The  fishermen 
were  hauling  in  their  nets  containing  very  fine  mackerel. 
Some  of  these  I  brought  away  with  me,  and  right  good 
they  were.  On  our  return  to  our  conveyance  I  picked  a 
splendid  lot  of  mushrooms,  which  we  enjoyed  on  my 
return  to  this  favoured  spot.  The  drive  to  Ashford  in 
the  moonlight  was  delightful.  After  a  substantial  tea 
the  old  farmer  drew  out  of  me  an  exposition  of  our 
Lord's  conversation  with  Nicodemus,  which  was  a  treat 
indeed  to  him. 

Here  I  met  with  a  Mrs.  Pepperill,  as  deaf  as  a  post — 
never  heard  a  prayer  from  mortal  lips,  nor  a  sermon  in 
all  her  life.  Yet  she  is  blessedly  taught.  I  will  tell  you 
about  her  when  I  see  you.  She  is  an  amazing  illustra- 
tion of  the  power  of  sovereign  grace  without  means. 

On  Friday  morning  I  was  up  and  stirring  at  6.30.  At 
7.30  I  was  off  to  Ivybridge.  The  drive  was  bracing,  the 
air  was  balmy.  Every  scene  to  me  was  perfect  loveli- 
ness. As  I  walked  the  platform  at  Ivybridge  my  heart 
was  filled  with  God's  goodness,  and  was  as  grateful  as  a 
heart  could  be  in  a  sinful  body. 

The  Lord  carried  me  safely  home  in  peace. 

At  the  prayer  meeting  in  the  evening  I  was  led  to 
speak  from  Psalm  cxvi.  1. 

On  Sunday  morning  and  evening  I  tried  to  reach  you 
from  "  their  own  company"  and  "  mine  own  people." 

Now  I  must  think  about  Chapel  to-night. 


Letters  to  the  Household  of  Faith.  173 

Thursday  afternoon  and  night  I  preach  at  Mailing  in 
Kent. 

If  you  will  have  me  I  will  try  to  run  up  and  spend  an 
hour  with  you  on  Saturday. 

We  are  all  well. 

Wishing  you  the  enjoyment  of  every  needed  covenant 
blessing,  with  kindest  love  to  you  all  from  the  whole  lot 
of  us,  I  remain,  yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  F.  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

January  18th,  1887. 

My  Dear  Eugie, — It  is  with  unfeigned  sorrow  that  I 
write  to  express  our  sympathy  with  you  in  this  your  time 
of  painful  bereavement. 

The  removal  of  those  near  and  dear  to  us  to  the  sweet 
home  of  rest  prepared  and  possessed  for  them  above  the 
skies,  seems  to  bring  heaven  nearer  and  make  it  dearer  to 
our  exercised  hearts. 

May  the  solace  and  sympathy  of  the  blessed  Jesus  be 
yours  richly,  while  your  tears  are  sweetened  with  the 
unclouded  assurance  that  your  dear  little  fellow  is  well 
provided  for,  and  blessedly  attended  to,  free  from  the 
kicks  and  cuffs  of  this  cold  and  cruel  world. 

I  am  better  but  still  weakly.  In  my  illness  God  put 
His  veto  upon  all  my  likes  down  here.  Frequently  He 
makes  my  heart  to  cry  : 

"  Weary  of  earth,  myself  and  sin, 

Dear  Jesus,  set  me  free, 

And  to  Thy  glory  take  me  in, 

For  there  I  long  to  be." 

Writing  wearies  me.     Pardon  brevity  and  defects. 
Love  in  Him  to  you  and  Clem,  in  which  Ann  unites. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mrs.  C.  Cowell.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

August  ±th,  1887. 
My   dear    Eugie, — The    reminder    of    our   poor   frail 
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mortality  I  received   the   other   day   from    you   roused 
up  the  sympathy  of  my  best  nature  for  you  and  Clem. 

Truly  you  have  to  learn  repeated  lessons  from  our 
loving  Corrector.  The  beaten  path  of  tribulation  must 
be  plodded ;  and,  however  much  we  may  try  to  make  our 
nest  and  rest  down  here,  the  Lord  will  graciously  thwart 
us. 

But  how  blessed,  and  what  a  high  privilege,  it  is  to 
know — free  from  pious  cant  and  fleshly  sentimentality — 
that  whatever  our  gracious  Father  does  is  right.  The 
flesh  will  judge  His  dealings  to  be  harsh  ;  but  the  spirit 
chastened  by  His  love  and  fear  will  confess  that  the 
loving  correction  of  the  Head  graciously  magnifies  the 
members. 

Mrs.  Bradbury  unites  with  me  in  kindest  love  and 
sympathy. 

Hector,  freed  from  earth,  self  and  sin,  will  allure  many 
a  truant  thought  heavenward,  homeward,  Godward. 

May  covenant  love,  blood,  righteousness  and  salvation 
be  the  constant  theme  and  joy  of  your  hearts. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 
Mrs.  C.  Cowell.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 

Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 

November  18th,  1887. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  faith  and  fear 
of  God's  elect, — Thank  you,  from  my  heart,  for  your 
kind  letter,  and  for  the  interest  you  take  in  "  Precious 
Things." 

I  have  this  morning  sent  off  the  4  Vols.,  and  hope  they 
may  reach  their  destination  in  safety,  and  be  blessed  to 
all  who  read  them  in  glorifying  a  sovereign  God — exalt- 
ing a  full  Christ — honouring  a  blessed  and  invincible 
Spirit — and  proclaiming  the  pure  and  powerful  truth  of 
the  Gospel. 

The  sale  of  the  volumes  is  in  the  Lord's  hands.  I 
have  not  advertised  them  at  all — neither  will  I.  Some 
gracious  men  advertise  their  works,  as  quack  doctors  do 
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their  nostrums.  I  cannot  do  it.  My  God  is  too  glorious, 
and  His  truth  too  precious,  for  me  to  descend  to  tricks  of 
trade  to  either  proclaim  the  One  or  hawk  the  other. 

0  how  blessed  it  is  to  know  and  feel  that  our  God  has 
all  gracious  means  in  His  own  hand  for  the  spread  of  His 
truth — the  good  of  His  chosen — and  the  glory  of  His 
kingdom.     That  is    a   blessed   verse,    "  For  we    can   do 
nothing  against  the  truth,    but  for  the  truth "    (2  Cor. 
xiii.  8). 

Our  brother  Lawson  has  kindly  inserted  notices  of 
"  Precious  Things  "  in  the  "  Echo,"  but  that  is  wholly 
his  doing,  and  on  his  own  account,  for  which  I  heartily 
thank  him. 

The  Lord  graciously  took  me  to  Hull  at  the  time  you 
name,  and  enabled  me  to  preach  His  precious  truth  with 
acceptance  to  the  gathered  ones,  from  John  xvii.  8,  at 
Skidby.  But  standing  on  a  cold  stone  floor  while  preach- 
ing there,  struck  me  with  a  chill,  which  brought  on  a 
threatened  attack  of  jaundice,  and  shut  me  out  of  my 
pulpit  for  two  Sundays. 

1  was  very  ill  and  am  still  weakly,  but  have  not  been 
allowed  to  murmur  or  repine,  but  to  thank  God  for  His 
loving  correction  as  well  as  for  His  choicest  comforts. 

He  knows  how  to  manage  me — none  other  does — and 
has  taught  me  that  He  can  get  glory  to  Himself  by 
shutting  me  up,  as  well  as  in  setting  me  at  happy 
liberty. 

I  enjoyed  the  company  of  George  Stephenson  much, 
and  that  of  some  gracious  lads  he  has  about  him. 

Do  you  know  Sir  Richard  Hill's  "  Deep  Things  of 
God  "  ?  If  you  have  it  not  I  shall  be  pleased  to  send  it 
you. 

I  have  wondered  whether  the  Lord  would  make  the 
way  next  spring  for  me  to  visit,  and  preach  to,  the  six 
churches  in  Troy. 

Who  can  tell  ? 

God  bless  you  and  all  the  saints  about  you. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  Henry  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 
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Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

April  30th,  1888. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Thank  you  very  much  for  your  kind 
letter  of  the  18th,  to  hand  this  morning.  I  was  pleased 
to  find  my  last  was  a  relief  to  you.  I  am  become  a  poor 
scribe  ;  since  my  severe  illness  letter  writing  is  a  weariness 
to  me,  but  blessed  be  God  for  the  marvellous  help  He 
gives  me  to  declare  His  precious,  pure,  and  perpetual 
gospel.  This  is  the  simple  proclamation  of  a  finished 
salvation  for  finished  sinners.  The  Fount  is  Jehovah  in 
His  Trinity  of  Persons — the  first  flow  of  the  Fount  is  Elec- 
tion— Redemption  surely  follows — Regeneration  fails  not 
to  the  Elect  and  Redeemed — Glory  is  certain  to  all  the 
Seed.  But  toils,  trials,  tribulations,  and  temptations  will 
attend  every  regenerate  sinner.  The  way  to  glory  abounds 
with  sufferings  and  sorrows,  but  not  one  too  many.  For 
each,  and  all,  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord  will  have  cause 
to  sing,  "  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow." 

We  had  favoured  seasons  at  the  Grove  yesterday. 
Texts  :  Morning,  Psalm  cxxxviii.  2,  "  Thou  hast  magni- 
fied Thy  Word  above  all  Thy  Name." 

Evening,  Psalm  cxl.  13,  "  The  upright  shall  dwell  in 
Thy  presence." 

I  feel  weary  to-day. 

I  think  I  shall  sail  from  Liverpool  on  Tuesday,  June 
5th,  steamship  "  Scythia,"  Cunard  Line.  You  shall  hear 
from  me  again  before  then,  D.v. 

You  must  have  someone  to  meet  me  in  New  York.  I 
am  such  a  simpleton  as  to  need  a  Caretaker  every  step  of 
my  journey  home.  Jer.  x.  23  is  a  prominent  article  of 
my  creed. 

I  intend  staying  two  Sundays  with  you — not  more.  I 
am  too  fond  of  the  old  Grove  to  think  of  prolonging  my 
absence  from  it. 

You  may  arrange  for  two  services  on  each  of  the 
Sundays,  June  17th  and  24th.  I  cannot  hope  for 
strength  for  more. 

During  the  week  evenings  the  Lord  may  give  oppor- 
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tunity    to  visit   the  scattered  flock  and  speak  to  them; 
words  of  grace,  salvation,  life,  light,  and  liberty. 

I  feel  tired. 

Pardon  brevity. 

God  bless  you.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  Henry  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBUEY. 

Watervliet,  U.S.A. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

May  12th,  1888. 

My  dear  Brother  Henry, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and 
love  be  yours  in  rich  experimental  possession  by  the 
grace,  power  and  indwelling  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Day  by  day  I  live  to  prove  the  reality  and  preciousness 
of  divine  sovereignty.  I  can  say  continually,  "  Man's 
goings  are  of  the  LORD,  how  can  a  man  then  understand 
his  own  way  ?  " 

Only  to-day  has  my  mind  been  set  at  rest  as  to  the 
way  I  shall  get  to  you.  I  have  been  compelled  to  give  up 
all  thought  of  sailing  by  the  Cunard  Line.  I  felt  afraid 
lest  I  might  not  get  to  you  before  June  17th,  so  I  have 
this  day  secured  a  berth  on  the  "  Germanic,"  White  Star 
Line,  sailing  from  Liverpool  on  Wednesday,  June  6th,. 
to  land  passengers  at  New  York  on  June  14th,  Thursday, 
as  you  will  see  on  enclosed  list. 

I  return  from  New  York,  on  Wednesday,  July  4th,  in 
the  "  Britannic."  This  will  give  rne  three  full  Sundays 
with  you.  May  our  own  God  make  them  as  the  days  of 
heaven  upon  earth  to  the  hearts  of  His  weary,  waiting, 
wanting  children  around  you. 

Do  try  to  have  someone  to  meet  the  "  Germanic  "  on 
her  arrival  at  New  York.  A  little  of  one's  own  company 
in  a  strange  land  is  truly  worth  a  great  deal. 

I  was  preaching  in  Hull  last  week,  when  our  brother 
George  Stephenson  sent  his  kind  love  in  the  Lord  to  you. 
A  letter  from  dear  David  Fisk  this  morning  asks  me  to- 
greet  you  for  him  in  the  name  of  the  Lord.  I  was  in 
Bath  on  Wednesday,  Thursday  and  Friday  with  the 
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beloved   author   of    "  Nothing   to  Pay "   and    her    dear 
husband.     They  send  much  love  to  you — unfeigned  love. 

Now,  my  dear  brother,  don't  expect  great  things.  I 
am  only  to  God's  dear  children  just  what  He  is  pleased  to 
make  me.  I  am  a  poor  wretched  sinner,  with  a  hope  irr 
His  mercy,  faith  in  His  Son,  love  to  the  brethren,  and 
a  heart  to  bless  Him  for  Electing  love,  Redeeming  blood, 
Regenerating  grace,  Preserving  power,  and  a  hope  of 
Glory. 

Now  I  must  stop  and  think  about  to-morrow.  I  think 
the  text  in  the  morning  will  be  James  i.  2. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  Hy.  Winters.  THOMAS  BKADBURY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


R.M.S.  "Germanic," 

June  12th,  1888. 

My  dear  Daughter, — Grace,  mercy,  peace,  and  love  be 
multiplied  to  you  and  yours,  with  every  good  thing  which 
is  in  Christ  Jesus. 

Somehow  or  other  you  have  come  into  my  mind,  and  I 
cannot  rid  my  thoughts  of  you.  Indeed,  I  have  no  desire 
for  this. 

Having  a  few  minutes  to  spare,  I  give  them  to  you. 

For  some  time  past  my  spirits  have  borne  much  from 
languor  and  drowsiness.  What  would  be  the  issue  was 
frequently  the  burden  of  my  thoughts,  and  as  frequently 
did  I  commit  my  burden  to  Him,  who  has  always  for  me 
judged  righteously.  He  suggested,  ordered,  and  arranged 
my  present  trip. 

His  goodness  and  mercy  have  discovered  themselves  to 
me  at  every  step.  John,  Pat,  Sally,  Sam,  Mr.  Wood, 
and  his  two  little  daughters,  Tina  and  Louise,  saw  me 
on  board  at  Liverpool. 

We  left  the  Mersey  at  a  little  before  five  on  the  after- 
noon of  the  6th.  The  voyage  so  far  has  been  most 
pleasant ;  the  ship  is  all  that  can  be  desired,  and  the  com- 
pany very  agreeable. 
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The  officers  and  company  treat  me  as  though  I  were  a 
prince. 

On  Sunday,  though  there  are  seven  reverend  gentle- 
men on  board,  the  Purser  fixed  upon  me  to  pronounce 
•the  Absolution,  read  the  lessons,  and  preach.  I  con- 
sented, and  spoke  for  about  fifteen  minutes  from  Acts 
xxvii.  23—25. 

This  has  made  me  a  kind  of  bishop  on  board.  The 
ministers  are  very  courteous  and  attentive.  One  old 
gentleman,  a  merchant  from  the  Sandwich  Islands,  will 
speak  of  me  as  Dr.  Bradbury.  He  is  very  kind  to  me, 
and  continues  to  give  me  sage  counsel  and  sound  advice 
as  to  my  health  and  labours. 

I  have  felt  no  ill  effects  by  way  of  sickness,  but  feel 
almost  new  made  over  again.  I  do  "  Praise  God  from 
whom  all  blessings  flow." 

God  willing  1  shall  be  home  again  on  the  night  of  your 
mother's  birthday,  July  13th,  when  I  hope  to  see  you, 
George,  and  the  chicks  at  Love  Walk. 

We  have  sailed  in  a  fog  all  last  night  and  to-day,  over 
the  banks  of  Newfoundland. 

Thursday,  14th.  All's  well.  Hope  to  land  to-morrow. 
God  bless  you.  Your  affectionate  Father, 

Mrs.  Doggett.  THOMAS  BBADBUBY. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

July  23rd,  1888. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace  and  all  goodness  abide  with  you. 

At  the  time  you  were  writing  your  kind  letter  to  me 
we  were  nearing  Queenstown  ;  the  sun  shone  brightly; 
the  'sea  was  beautifully  calm  ;  the  south  coast  of  Ireland 
very  pretty. 

My  journey  to  and  from,  and  my  sojourn  with,  you  was 
blessed  indeed  to  me.  With  all  the  happiness  in  store 
for  me  here,  I  cannot  throw  off  the  spirit  of  regret  in 
parting  with  so  many  who  were  made  to  love  me  for  our 
precious  Saviour's  sake. 

The  precious  seasons  at  Wynantskill,  Troy,  and  Johns- 
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town  will  not  soon  be  forgotten  by  me.  The  very  thought 
of  them  makes  me  sigh  to  be  there  again.  By  the  will 
of  God  /  will  be  there  again — but  not  for  so  short  a  time 
— next  summer.  I  have  told  the  people  so. 

I  have  plodded  through  much  darkness  since  out- 
Anniversary  Services ;  but  this  has  not  decreased  my 
trust  in  my  best  Friend.  Somehow  or  other  I  cannot 
distrust  Him  ;  while  I  have  no  confidence  in  the  flesh, 
and  loathe  myself  increasingly. 

The  preciousness  of  Jesus  to  me,  a  poor  vile  wretch,  is 
amazing,  astounding.  At  this  very  moment  I  have  such 
an  awful  sense  of  my  own  heart's  deceitfulness  and  the 
depravity  of  my  nature,  that  I  could  cry  to  die.  Death 
would  be  gain  to  me.  It  would  be  a  ceasing  to  sin,  to 
sorrow,  to  die.  But  I  must  wait  His  time.  His  felt 
presence  is  all  I  need. 

We  had  blessed  seasons  in  the  Grove  yesterday  ;  texts, 
Psa.  cii.  13;  Matt.  x.  29.  1  shall  try  to  pick  up  crumbs 
from  last  night's  discourse  to  print  for  you. 

I  have  sent  off  the  three  vols.  of  "  Precious  things,"  as 
you  ordered.  Also  two  vols.  of  Newton's  "  Cardiphonia  " 
to  Libby  Barringer,  which  I  hope  she  will  receive  safely 
and  enjoy.  You  will  also  receive  some  "  old  store,"  which 
will  not  prove  musty. 

1  am  sending  a  nice  volume  of  letters  for  the  kind 
acceptance  of  my  sister  Permelia. 

You  will  hear  of  others  receiving  little  reminders  of  a 
brother's  love. 

And  now  may  the  God  of  hope  fill  you  with  all  joy  and 
peace  in  believing,  that  you  may  abound  in  hope  by  the 
power  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Love  to  your  wife,  lad,  John,  and  all  the  holy 
brethren.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  Hy.  Winters.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 

August  IQth,  1888. 

My  dear  Sister  Hannah, — Grace,    mercy,  peace,  and 
love,  with  every  good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  be 
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with  you,  and  in  you,  by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
multiplied  and  magnified. 

I  cannot  soon  forget  the  many  very  happy  seasons  of 
spiritual  refreshing  I  had  with  you  and  the  dear  people  of 
God  at  Troy  and  Wynantskill.  The  blessed  Remem- 
brancer will  refresh  our  memories  with  them.  It  is 
thus  the  mystery  of  Divine  communion  is  maintained 
among  the  members  of  our  Lord's  body  when  far 
removed  from  each  other.  It  does  seem  marvellous  that 
I,  hitherto  a  stranger,  should  feel  myself  perfectly  at 
home  and  at  ease,  the  moment  I  arrived  amongst  you. 
Yet  those  of  us  who  have  felt  the  charm,  and  know  the 
worth  of  Jesus'  precious  name,  wonder  not.  The  beauty 
of  His  person,  the  value  of  His  blood,  the  perfection 
of  His  obedience,  the  prevalency  of  His  intercession,  the 
love  of  His  heart,  the  glory  of  His  Kingdom,  the  power 
of  His  Spirit,  all  combine  to  loose  ourselves  altogether  to 
everything  in  self,  and  join  together  in  seeking  and 
singing  His  praises : 

"  One  in  Jesus,  0  how  sweet, 

Saviour,  in  Thy  love  to  meet ! 
In  Thyself  alone  to  be 
Joined  in  blessed  unity." 

In  the  midst  of  the  whirl  of  the  world's  fleeting 
vanities  and  follies  we  find  a  sure  retreat  in  Him  alone, 
and,  blessed  be  God,  this  has  been  revealed  to  us  by  His 
blessed  Spirit.  Only  in  Him,  not  in  self,  not  in  the 
flesh,  not  in  anything  that  He  has  given,  but  in  Himself, 
have  we  true  peace  and  rest.  It  is  sweet  to  sing  with  the 
heart  because  we  feel  it  there  : 

"  Whate'er  I  need  in  Jesus  dwells, 

And  there  it  dwells  for  me  ; 
'Tis  He  my  earthen  vessel  fills 
With  treasures  rich  and  free." 

May  these  lasting  privileges  be  yours  in  daily  experi- 
ence and  enjoyment  by  the  grace  and  indwelling  of  the 
Holy  Ghost. 

My  wife  was  greatly  pleased  with  those  expressions  of 
your  love  to  her  for  the  Master's  sake.  She  is  no  scribe, 
though  she  can  write  very  well,  and  desires  me  to  con- 
vey to  you  the  thanks  and  gratitude  of  a  sister  in  the 


182         Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

Lord.     The  presents  were  greatly  and  widely  admired. 
In  respect  to  Wynantskill  I  often  find  myself  singing  : 

"  I  have  been  there  and  still  would  go, 
'Tis  like  a  little  heaven  below." 

God  sparing  us  awhile  next  summer  you  may  expect  to 
see  me  again,  and  that  for  a  longer  period.  If  the  Lord 
will,  I  shall  not  travel  without  her,  so  that  she  may  express 
her  thanks  in  person. 

How  do  you  like  the  old  books  ? 

Tell  Libby  I  owe  her  a  letter. 

And  "  Now  may  the  God  of  hope  fill  you  with  all 
joy  and  peace  in  believing,  that  you  may  abound  in  hope, 
through  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost." 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 

Miss  Hannah  Barringer,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 
August  15th,  1888. 

My  dear  Brother  John, — Grace,  mercy,  peace,  and 
love,  with  every  good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus,  be 
multiplied  and  magnified  to  you  and  in  you  by  the  power 
of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Frequently  I  think  of  you,  and  I  have  a  sweet  and 
solemn  persuasion  that  I  shall  never  forget  you.  I 
believe  that  an  acquaintance  formed  in  the  Lord  can 
never  be  cut.  The  Lord  was  very  good  to  me  all  the 
time  I  was  with  you,  and  He  made  me  feel  more 
than  ever  the  power  and  preciousness  of  His  Gospel.  It 
was  with  reluctance  I  left  you,  and  to  be  honest  as  to  my 
own  feelings,  I  would  gladly  have  remained  with  you. 
But  the  Lord  knows  best  what  to  do  with  me,  and 
where  to  locate  me.  He  has  also  taught  me  to  sing  : 

"  While  place  we  seek,  while  place  we  shun, 

We  shall  find  happiness  in  none  ; 
But  with  a  God  to  guide  our  way, 
'Tis  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay." 

"  Kept  " — "  Carried  " — are  two  precious  words  to  me. 
Fulfilled  in  deed  and  truth.  The  Lord  brought  me  home 
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in  peace  and  safety,  though  the  "  Britannic  "  was  not  so 
comfortable  as  the  "  Germanic,"  neither  were  the 
officers  so  kind  ;  but  the  Lord  was  good,  and  that  kept 
me  from  grumbling. 

The  good  folk  at  home  and  at  the  Grove  were  pleased 
to  see  me  home  again. 

John  !     I  am  still  reminded  that  the  devil  is  not  dead  \ 
the  old  man  is  still  alive,  but  "  The  Lord  reigneth." 

Last    Sunday   my    texts    were,    Psalm  Ivi.    8 ;  Psalm 
Ixviii.  20. 

Monday  night  at  Margate,  John  xiv.  20. 

Last  night  at  the  Grove,  Zeph.  iii.  18. 

I  am  just  off  to  Buckminster  where  I  preach  to-night. 

Leeds,    on    Saturday,  where   I    shall   preach  D.v.  on 
Sunday. 

Hull,  Thursday,  next  week. 

Did  you  get  the  sermons  ? 

I  sent  Boston  and  Witsius  to  you  on  Monday  last. 

Time  is  short. 

We  shall  soon  be  at  home. 

Love  to  your  wife,  Jacob,  and  Mrs.   Bates ;  not  for- 
getting the  Doctor. 

God  bless  you.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  John  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  London,  England, 

September  6th,  1888. 

My  dear  sister  Libby, — Grace,  mercy,  peace,  and  love, 
with  every  good  in  Christ  Jesus  be  yours  by  the  indwell- 
ing of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

I  frequently  think  of  you,  and  at  times  wish  I  was  in 
the  Bethel  at  Wynantskill.  The  Lord  was  marvellously 
good  to  me  there,  and  I  feel  sure  He  was  so  to  others 
also.  To  me  it  seems  wondrous  strange  that  I  should 
ever  be  carried  there,  and  stranger  still  that  unsearchable 
riches  should  be  borne  thither  by  one  who  feels  himself 
to  be  a  poverty-stricken  wretch.  Well,  none  but  the 
poor  in  spirit  inherit  the  kingdom  of  God  with  its- 
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spiritual  treasures,  privileges,  excellencies  and  glories.  None 
but  those  who  have  nothing  possess  all  things.  Those  whom 
the  Spirit  makes  poor  are  those  who  make  many  rich. 

1  first  think  of  one  and  then  another  of  the  scattered 
yet  gathered  remnant  around  Troy,  and,  as  I  am  able, 
send  them  tokens  of  love  in  Him.  There  is  no  real  love 
apart  from  Him.  That  which  worldlings  call  love  is 
mere  fleshly  sentimentality.  True  spiritual  love  is  at- 
tended with  godly  fear  which  hates  evil,  and  departs 
from  the  snares  of  death.  I  hope  you  received  the  books 
I  sent  you,  and  have  enjoyed  them. 

Hannah  wrote  me  a  letter  to  hand  to-night.  She 
wonders  why  I  call  her  sister.  She  need  not  wonder. 
We  are  closely  related  in  Adam,  for  there  is  no  difference, 
for  all  have  sinned  and  come  short  of  the  glory  of  God. 
And,  look  here,  "  there  is  no  difference,  for  the  same 
Lord  is  rich  unto  all  that  call  upon  Him."  New  born 
babes  desire  the  sincere  milk  of  the  Word.  Doesn't 
Hannah  ?  Don't  you  ?  I  do. 

Since  I  returned  home  I  have  found  out  that  the  old 
man  of  sin  is  yet  alive  ;  the  world  hates  God  ;  the  Devil 
rages  against  me.  But  the  Lord  reigneth.  Aye,  and  He 
must  reign  until  He  hath  put  all  enemies  under  His  feet. 
What  a  mercy  to  know  that  we  shall  reign  with  Him. 
That  is  a  precious  word  in  Rom.  xvi.  20,  "  And  the  God 
of  peace  shall  bruise  Satan  under  our  feet  shortly." 

I  shall  be  counting  the  months  until  I  am  privileged  to 
visit  the  saints  and  faithful  brethren  at  Wynantskill 
again.  The  voyage  and  visits  were  greatly  blest  to  me. 
I  felt  myself  another  man  on  my  return  home.  I  think 
of  the  nice  drives  you  gave  me,  and  shall  hope  for  you  to 
drive  out  my  dear  little  old  woman  next  summer. 

Give  my  love  in  Him  to  all  who  know  me  in  Him,  and 
tell  them  I  hope  to  write  to  them  personally,  and  send 
them  something  good  as  the  Lord  shall  supply  me. 

Will  you  kindly  give  the  enclosed  tune  to  the  beloved 
Henry. 

Wishing  you  the  enjoyment  of  every  needful  covenant 
blessing,  with  the  daily  light  of  His  countenance,  with 
love  to  you  both,  1  remain,  Yours  faithfully, 

Miss  Libby  Barringer,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 
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Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 

.  Oct.  2nd,  1888. 

My  dear  brother  Henry, — Grace,  mercy,  peace,  and 
love,  with  every  needful  covenant  blessing  ever  be  with 
you. 

"  Change  is  our  portion  here."  Death,  destruction, 
desolation,  damnation,  are  flying  about  in  all  directions 
down  here.  What  a  mercy  to  know  that  they  cannot 
reach  us.  "As  He  is,"  up  yonder,  far  removed  from  the 
death  He  bore,  the  desolation  He  felt,  the  destruction  He 
endured,  the  damnation  He  experienced,  "  so  are  we  in 
this  world."  No  condemnation  in  Him.  No  separation 
from  Him.  Tell  dear  brother  John  so.  Tell  him  I  know 
it,  and  feel  it,  though  there  is  not  a  blacker  sinner  out  of 
hell,  nor  a  more  dependent  saint  out  of  heaven.  I  feel 
just  now  that  I  am  fit  for  nothing  but  to  pack  up  and  go 
there.  Bad  enough  to  be  saved ;  foul  enough  to  be 
washed  with  blood  ;  weak  enough  to  cry  to  be  carried  all 
the  way  home  ;  faith  enough  to  know  that  He  has  done 
it,  is  doing  it,  and  will  perfect  that  which  concerneth  me. 
This  morning,  at  1.15,  the  Lord  took  to  Himself  my 
beloved  brother  and  deacon,  Josiah  Crutcher.  I  saw  him 
on  Saturday  night,  conversed  and  prayed  with  him. 
Though  he  had  been  semi-conscious  all  the  day,  he  knew 
me  at  once,  and  conversed  intelligently,  firm  in  the  faith 
of  God's  elect.  I  saw  him  again  on  Sunday  afternoon 
between  the  services.  He  knew  me,  and  was  so  thankful 
I  called.  I  read  for  him  Isa.  liv.  5 — 10.  He  did  enjoy 
it.  I  felt  very  soft  in  my  heart  as  I  poured  it  out  by  his 
bedside.  Now  he  is  safe  at  home.  I  am  lost  in  the 
prospect. 

"  In  vain  our  fancy  strives  to  paint 

The  moment  after  death  ; 
The  glories  that  surround  the  saint, 

When  yielding  up  his  breath. 
This  much  (and  this  is  all)  we  know, 

He  is  completely  blest ; 
Has  done  with  sin.  and  care,  and  woe, 
In  everlasting  rest." 

His  last  words  were,  "  I  am  going  home."     The  thought 
of  this  makes  me  sigh, 
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"  Home  !  oh  how  soft  and  sweet 

It  thrills  upon  the  heart ; 
Home,  where  His  ransomed  children  meet, 
And  never,  never  part." 

My  texts  on  Sunday  last  were :  Morning,  Isa.  liv.  5  ; 
Evening,  Isa.  iv.  2,  3.  I  have  sent  you  to-day  a  parcel 
containing  "  Owen  on  Sin,"  "  Edwards  on  Redemption," 
Huntington's  "  Arminian  Skeleton,"  and  Olney  Hymns. 

Remember  me  to  all  my  friends  beloved  in  the  Lord,  and 
be  sure  to  remember  me  to  Him  when  it  is  well  with  you. 

Ask  John  to  send  me  four  sets  of  Mr.  Fish's  sermons 
— he  had  better  send  six  sets.  I  hope  he  received  the 
four  volumes  of  Krause.  If  he  likes  them  I  will  send 
him  the  rest  when  I  meet  with  them.  Love  to  the 
Missis  and  the  lad. 

God  bless  you.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  Hy.  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
October  21th,  1888. 

My  dear  Brother  John, — Grace  and  every  good  thing 
in  Christ  Jesus  be  with  you. 

There  !  A  drop  of  ink  for  John  has  sprung  up  in 
Love  Walk.  Well,  if  ink  is  scarce  for  thee,  love  is  not. 
From  the  first  moment  I  saw  a  face  I  never  had  seen 
before,  on  the  lower  deck  of  the  "  City  of  Troy,"  I  have 
had  that  poor  sinner  in  my  heart,  and  there  seems  to  be 
no  possibility  of  his  ever  getting  out  again.  God-formed 
acquaintances  are  lasting,  aye,  everlasting.  "Amen,  so 
let  it  be." 

I  feel  it  no  small  mercy  to  feel  bound  together  in  the 
bundle  of  life  with  any  poor  sinner  loved  with  an  ever- 
lasting love,  and  knit  to  me  with  everlasting  affection. 
This  can  only  be  where  Christ  is  the  sum  total  of  our 
religion.  Not  Christ  and  something  I  am  to  think,  feel, 
or  do.  No  !  But  Christ  thinking  for  me  (Psalm  xl.  17)  ; 
feeling  for  me  (Psalm  ciii.  13)  ;  doing  for  me  (Psalm  Ivii. 
2) ;  this  is  the  life  of  my  soul  and  the  joy  of  my  heart. 

But  John,  the  old  man  is  still  alive — sometimes   he 
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starts;  but  he's  curbed.  The  devil  is  not  dead,  but  he's 
tethered.  The -world  hates  God,  but  it  subserves  all  His 
purposes.  Of  late  I  have  been  wandering  through  miry 
lanes,  wading  through  troubled  waters,  bound  in  dark 
dungeons.  If  my  King  and  my  God  had  not  seen  that 
all  these  were  good  for  me,  I  should  never  have  been  in 
them.  But  in  them  all  He  has  kept  me,  and  from  them 
all  He  will  fully  deliver  me.  I  couldn't  let  anyone  else 
do  this  for  me. 

I  do  love  to  know  and  to  dwell  upon  the  fact  that  my 
Christ  will  be  glorified  in  everything  that  concerns  me, 
though  my  follies,  failures,  ignorances,  and  negligences 
frequently  make  me  wince  and  roar.  They  are  over-ruled 
by  Him  to  bring  me  to  the  full,  free  fountain  of  atoning 
blood,  and  to  force  me  to  cry  for  the  revelation  of 
covenant  purposes  and  promises.  Oh  how  my  heart 
delights  in  a  covenant  God,  covenant  love,  covenant  sal- 
vation, covenant  security,  and  covenant  solace.  I  should 
be  a  miserable  wretch  without  an  interest  in  the  covenant. 
"  A  debtor  to  mercy  alone,  of  covenant  mercy  I  sing." 
The  Lord  bless  you  much  this  way. 

John  !     How's  your  wife  ? 

Well,  God  bless  you  as  heirs  together  of  the  grace  of  life. 

I  stumbled  across  three  more  Vols.  of  Krause — two  in 
one.  I  have  sent  them  off  to  you  to-day.  May  the  Lord 
bless  them  to  your  comfort. 

Give  Henry  half  of  the  Funeral  Hymns,  and  you  can 
give  them  to  those  who  you  think  will  like  and  prize 
them. 

What  is  the  price  of  a  set  of  Mr.  Fish's  sermons,  un- 
bound? I  shall  not  give  the  next  away. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  John  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Claude  Villa,  Love  Walk, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

December  1th,  1888. 

My  dear  Brother  John, — Grace,  mercy,  peace,  and  love 
with  every  good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  be  with 
you  at  all  times. 
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I  was  heartily  pleased  to  receive  your  letter,  and  to 
learn  therefrom  that  the  three  vols.  of  Krause  had  safely 
reached  you.  I  hope  you  will  profit  from  them  as  I  have 
done,  though  I  do  not  endorse  all  that  he  advanced.  Yet, 
it  is  a  high  privilege  to  be  humbled  to  learn  from  those 
with  whom  we  differ.  The  Lord  ever  graciously  preserve 
me  from  a  captious,  cavilling  spirit.  While  I  am  kept 
ready  to  defend  the  truth,  may  I  be  kept  willing  to  learn 
of  Him  who  is  meek  and  lowly  in  heart. 

I  am  pleased  to  know  that  Grove  Chapel  Pulpit  is 
made  useful  at  Wynantskill.  I  have  this  day  sent  off 
the  first  Volume  by  Book  Post,  and  beg  Mrs.  John 
Winter's  kind  acceptance  of  the  same.  I  remember 
her  many  smiles  when  I  was  privileged  to  be  among 
you. 

I  have  also  sent  you  two  Volumes  of  Ambrose  Serle's 
"Horae  Solitariae"  for  the  young  man  you  named.  I 
thought  he  would  like  it,  as  it  is  a  work  I  highly 
prize. 

Last  Friday  I  went  to  Cambridge,  and  preached  in  the 
evening  from  John  xvii.  26.  The  Lord  helped  me  much, 
and  blessed  the  testimony  to  many  hearts.  We  had  a 
good  muster  of  Gownsmen  from  the  University,  who  were 
much  pleased  with  what  they  heard. 

On  Sunday  last  we  had  refreshing  seasons  at  the 
Grove.  Texts,  Song  viii.  13,  John  xvii.  12,  and  God  was 
specially  good  to  us  on  Tuesday  evening  in  an  exposition 
of  the  third  chapter  of  Genesis. 

Now  I  must  stop. 

Give  my  love  to  all  who  love  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
in  truth  and  sincerity  on  both  sides  of  the  house. 

Remember  me  to  the  dear  old  veterans  Zimmerman 
and  Fagg.  Tell  Z.  I  often  think  with  pleasure  and  profit 
of  our  visit  to  his  daughter's  grave. 

Wishing  you  and  yours  the  enjoyment  of  every  needful 
new  covenant  blessing, 

I  remain,  yours  faithfully  and  affectionately, 
Mr.  John  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y..  U.S.A. 
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12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 

March  21st,  1890. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and 
love,  with  every  good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  be 
with  you  at  all  times  by  the  rich  anointing  of  the  Holy 
Ghost. 

You  have  my  unfeigned  thanks  for  your  kind  letter. 
It  did  me  good.  My  long  season  of  rest  is  at  an  end. 
The  stay  at  Hastings  did  me  a  world  of  good  physically, 
though  it  seemed  to  be  a  season  of  enforced  laziness. 

Our  people  were  delighted  to  have  me  among  them 
again,  and  God  has  blessed  me  greatly  in  the  preaching 
of  His  glorious  gospel  of  grace. 

Last  Sunday  we  had  times  of  special  refreshing  from 
the  presence  of  the  Lord,  as  the  truth  went  forth  from 
Psalm  Ixxxiv.  4  ;  Rev.  v.  12.  Again  on  Tuesday  evening 
from  Rom.  viii.  2. 

How  can  I  render  anything  like  adequate  thanks  to  the 
God  of  all  my  mercies,  for  His  countless  benefits  to  me  in 
providence  and  in  grace  ? 

Not  the  least  of  His  benefits  is  the  ballast  He  brings 
with  His  own  hands.  I  have  learned  that  deliverance 
from  one  trial  is  a  sure  entrance  into  another.  But, 
"  He  shall  deliver  thee  in  six  troubles  ;  yea,  in  seven 
there  shall  no  evil  touch  thee  "  (Job  v.  19). 

I  am  truly  sorry  to  hear  that  your  dear  wife  has  again 
been  ill,  but  thankful  that  the  Lord  is  restoring  her. 
Give  her  my  heartiest  sympathy  and  that  of  Mrs.  B. 

I  shall  be  truly  pleased  to  see  Edith  Clay,  and  should 
be  truly  sorry  for  the  necessity  of  her  going  to  Africa. 

As  to  persons  being  drawn  after  false  teachers,  as  dear 
Mr.  Aldwell  said  on  Wednesday  night  in  St.  Thomas's 
Church,  Westminster  Road,  "  There  is  no  security 
against  the  seductions  of  Romanism  and  Ritualism,  but 
in  the  teaching  of  the  Holy  Ghost  as  to  the  justification 
of  the  sinner  through  faith  in  Jesus  Christ  alone."  He 
was  grand. 

Give  my  warm  Christian  love  to  all  the  Browns,  and 
tell  them  they  are  not  forgotten  in  the  best  of  all  spots 
down  here. 
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Though  I  am  so  much  better,  and  slowly  gaining 
strength,  yet  I  feel  I  must  not  presume  on  the  little 
strength  I  have.  I  am  kept  very  quiet,  and  do  nothing 
in  preaching  for  others,  only  in  chapel  on  Tuesdays  and 
Sundays. 

The  doctor  says  I  must  not  risk  the  cold  drive  between 
Corby  and  Buckminster.  So  while  the  cold  winds  con- 
tinue you  must  not  expect  to  see  me  in  your  hospitable 
and  happy  abode. 

God  willing,  Thanksgiving  Services  for  my  recovery 
will  be  held  on  Thursday,  April  10th,  Morning,  Afternoon 
and  Evening.  The  following  week  I  will  be  with  you, 
the  Lord  helping,  guidihg,  carrying  me. 

My  wife  unites  with  me  in  kindest  love  in  Christ 
Jesus  to  the  whole  tribe. 

•  God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBUBY. 


Abbey  Lodge,  Beche  Road, 
Cambridge, 

June  2Mh,  1890. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Magnified  mercy  and 
multiplied  favours  be  yours  unceasingly. 

It  was  with  felt  reluctance  I  left  you  this  morning. 
Your  home  is  a  real  Bethel  spot  to  me,  and  God  has 
given  me  many  a  spiritual  blessing  there.  You  have 
my  heartfelt  prayers  for  your  full  restoration  to  health 
and  strength. 

The  driver  was  very  kind  and  drove  me  right  to  the 
station  at  Grantham.  I  took  the  first  train  to  Peter- 
borough, and  left  there  at  12.45  for  Sandy,  where  I 
waited  until  3.15  for  the  train  which  brought  me  to 
Cambridge,  arriving  here  a  little  after  four.  My  waiting 
time  was  spent  in  reading  God's  blessed  Book,  and  Bishop 
Hall  on  Genesis.  I  do  feel  very  thankful  to  God  for 
giving  me  a  desire  to  read  His  precious  Word,  and  still 
more  to  know  and  enjoy  more  of  Himself  therein. 

I  felt  very  weary  on  my  arrival  here,  but  met  with 
a  very  hearty  welcome  from  my  daughter  and  her  chicks. 

A  good  tea  truly  refreshed  me. 
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I  am  looking  for  support  for  to-morrow,  and  pray  the 
Lord  not  to  forget  you  in  your  little  gathering.  I  firmly 
believe  that  more  of  His  presence  is  felt  and  enjoyed 
where  two  or  three  are  gathered  together  in  the  name 
and  person  of  Jesus,  than  in  spacious  places  with  crowds. 

I  feel  very  weary,  but  could  not  resist  the  temptation 
to  write  and  let  you  know  how  kindly  God  has  carried 
me  in  peace  and  safety  here. 

May  He  graciously  pour  His  choicest  blessings  opon 
you,  and  bless  all  your  loved  ones  with  a  sweet  sense  of 
His  mercy. 

Give  my  kindest  love  to  all  your  tribe,  and  to  all  who 
love  me  in  Him. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 

Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 
July  25th,  1890. 

My  dear  Sister  Libby, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love, 
with  every  good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus,  be  yours 
at  all  times,  abounding  and  abiding. 

Frequently  I  have  desired  to  write  you  a  line  or  two, 
and  just  as  frequently  have  I  been  hindered.  Hindrances 
come  in  all  directions.  At  one  time  Paul  said,  "  Satan 
hindered  us  "  (1  Thess.  ii.  18). 

At  another  time  he  was  forbidden  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to 
preach  the  word  in  Asia,  and  the  Spirit  suffered  them  not 
to  go  into  Bithynia  (Acts  xvi.  6,  7). 

It  is  our  mercy  to  know  that  all  our  times,  of  hindrance 
and  of  help,  are  in  good  hands.  All  our  disappointments 
are  by  all- wise  appointment,  and  all  our  Father's  appoint- 
ments, though  they  may  be  rough,  dark,  and  mysterious, 
are  for  His  glory  and  our  good. 

But  my  thoughts  have  often  run  to  your  quiet  home 
in  Congress  Street,  'since  that  evening  I  so  much 
enjoyed  there,  in  speaking  well  of  Him  who  always  did 
well  for  me.  The  time  is  fast  drawing  nigh  when  I 
shall,  by  the  good  will  of  Him  that  dwelt  in  the  bush, 
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leave  my  own  happy  home  to  seek  the  welfare  and 
minister  to  the  spiritual  necessities  of  my  dear  brethren 
and  sisters  in  Him,  who  are  scattered  in  your  dark  land. 

My  spirit  yearns  to  appear  among  you  in  the  fulness 
of  the  blessing  of  the  gospel  of  Christ,  and  I  pray  that 
no  root  of  bitterness  may  spring  up  to  mar  the  enjoyment 
of  God's  sweet  peace. 

He  has  been  so  good,  so  kind  to  me  in  all  my  afflictions, 
and  also  in  bringing  me  health  and  cure,  and  blessing  me 
with  increasing  strength,  which  has  taken  away  all  fear 
of  failure  in  crossing  the  wide  Atlantic  to  see  you. 

I  do  pray  Him  to  carry  me  all  the  way,  bless  me  with 
His  presence,  and  bless  all  His  gathered  ones  among  you 
with  a  sweet  sense  of  His  love,  the  experience  of  His 
pardoning  mercy,  the  proof  of  His  justifying  love,  and  the 
enjoyment  of  Himself. 

0  the  preciousness  of  a  covenant  salvation  by  covenant 
love,  covenant  blood,  covenant  power. 

1  hope  to  spend  another  happy  evening  in  your  home, 
previous  to  my  return. 

Give  my  unfeigned  love  in  Him  to  your  dear  mother, 
to  sister  Hannah,  and  to  all  who  love  me  in  a  precious 
Lord  Jesus. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 

Miss  L.  Barringer,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

September  llth,  1890. 

My  dearly  beloved  Brother  John, — "  Whom  I  love  in  the 
truth  :  and  not  I  only  but  also  all  they  that  have  known  the 
truth  ;  for  the  truth's  sake  that  dwelleth  in  us,  and  shall 
be  with  us  for  ever."  Grace  be  with  you,  mercy 
and  peace,  from  God  the  Father  and  from  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  the  Father  in  truth  and  love. 
I  rejoiced  greatly  that  I  found  the  children  of  God 
around  you  walking  in  truth,  and  clinging  to  the  stuff  of 
the  covenant,  as  we  have  received  commandment  from 
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the  Father,  though  Satan,  the  old  Whisperer  who  separates 
chief  friends,  would  have  it  otherwise. 

It  is  no  small  mercy  to  know  that  He  who  is  in  us  and 
among  us — the  God  of  peace — is  greater  than  he  that  is  in 
the  world,  and  that  His  peace  with  us  can  never  be 
broken. 

Storms  and  tempests  will  mar  our  enjoyment  of  God's 
peace  down  here,  but  not  all  the  storms  of  earth  and 
hell  can  destroy  the  peace  with  God  which  our  glorious 
Peacemaker  made  for  us  with  the  blood  of  the  covenant 
upon  the  accursed  tree  of  Calvary. 

I  cannot  express  to  you  the  joy  of  my  heart  on  seeing 
you  and  dear  Peter  Snook  in  the  saloon  of  the  "  Teutonic  " 
on  that  memorable  13th  of  August.  Our  communion  was 
sweet  and  undisturbed  on  the  ferry  across  the  Hudson,  as 
the  "Lord  brought  before  our  view  the  lies  of  Ephraim, 
and  the  utter  destruction  they  met  with  at  the  hand  of 
Ephraim's  Best  Friend,  and  all  the  while  of  my  wander- 
ings and  sojournings  among  you. 

Truly  God  was  good  to  all  of  us,  even  to  those  who 
love  to  dwell  together  in  unity,  who  endeavour  to  keep  the 
unity  of  the  Spirit  in  the  bond  of  peace,  and  who  know 
by  Divine  teaching  what  that  means,  "  forbearing  one 
another  in  love." 

God,  even  our  own  God,  was  very  good  to  me  all  the  way 
home,  after  I  left  you,  and  gave  me  many  melting  seasons 
on  shipboard  in  thinking  of  the  loving  liberality  and 
hospitality  shown  to  me  by  the  gracious  children  of 
my  Lord  in  the  regions  round  about  you.  I  do  beg  of 
Him  to  abundantly  bless  and  reward  all  those  who  showed 
kindness  to  the  most  unworthy  child  of  His  family. 

And  to  you,  dear  John,  and  to  your  dear  wife,  I  do  send 
my  heartfelt  and  unfeigned  thanks  for  all  your  kindness  to 
me,  and  to  all  those  who  were  drawn  under  your  roof 
through  my  visits  to  Wynantskill.  Sweet  spot !  I 
cannot  help  singing  my  old  song  at  the  thought  of  it. 

"  I  have  been  there  and  still  would  go, 
'Tis  like  a  little  heaven  below." 

When  your  little  company  are  gathered  there  by  the 
power  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  may  He  give  you  to  feel  and 
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enjoy    the    power   and    preciousness   of    His    covenant 
promises. 

"  Where  I  record  My  Name  I  will  come  unto  thee,  and 
I  will  bless  thee." 

"  There  I  will  meet  with  thee,  and  I  will  commune 
with  thee  from  above  the  mercy  seat." 

May  He  graciously  bind  you  closer  together  with  the 
cords  of  covenant  love,  and  with  the  bands  of  the  lovely 
Man,  whom  we  unseen  adore. 

I  need  not  tell  you  that  I  received  a  hearty  welcome 
from  my  loved  ones  at  home,  and  God  blessed  me  and 
His  gathered  ones  at  the  Grove  last  Sunday  Morning  and 
Evening  from  Hosea  xi.  12.  Glorious,  covenant  truths  ! 
On  Tuesday  evening  we  had  a  good  congregation  when 
He  sent  His  word  from  Prov.  viii.  34,  35. 

My  wife  appreciates  heartily  all  the  kindnesses  shown  to 
her  through  her  husband,  and  desires  to  thank  all  her 
friends  and  his. 

God  willing,  she  will  accompany  me  on  His  ersand  of 
gospel  grace  to  you  next  summer. 

Give  my  unfeigned  love  in  Him  to  all  who  love  me  for 
His  precious  Name's  sake. 

And  now  may  "  the  God  of  all  grace,  who  hath  called  us 
unto  His  eternal  glory  by  Christ  Jesus,  after  that  ye  have 
suffered  awhile,  make  you  perfect,  stablish,  strengthen, 
settle  you.  To  Him  be  glory  and  dominion  for  ever  and 
ever.  Amen."  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  John  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E.,  England. 

October  7th,  1890. 

My  dear  Sister  Libby, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love, 
with  every  good  thing  treasured  up  in  Christ  Jesus  for 
sensible,  saved,  and  succoured  sinners,  be  yours,  morning, 
noon  and  night,  and  all  the  night  through,  until  the 
dawning  of  heaven's  eternal  day  of  sweet  repose,  and  all 
by  the  rich  anointing  of  the  Holy  One. 

I  do  not,  I  cannot,  forget  the  sweet  season  of  refreshing 
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we  enjoyed  from  the  Lord's  presence,  and  in  the  time  of 
His  appointing,  in  your  house  in  Congress  Street  last 
year,  and  the  short  visits  I  was  privileged  to  pay  to  your 
dear  little  mother,  during  my  recent  happy,  but  short, 
sojourn  among  the  saints  and  faithful  brethren  around 
you.  The  God  of  peace  and  love  be  blessed  and  praised 
for  keeping  us  in  loving  remembrance  of  each  other. 

He  was  very  good  to  me  and  mine  in  bringing  me 
safely  and  quietly  over  the  wide  ocean,  to  testify  of  His  great 
goodness  to  the  poor  of  the  flock  in  this  great  Babylon, 
this  wilderness  of  the  people  (Ezek.  xx.  35) .  Sometimes 
He  appears  to  be  too  good  to  this  poor  worm  of  the 
earth,  this  poor,  vile  sinner,  so  unworthy  of  His  notice. 

"  His  mercy  is  more  than  a  match  for  my  heart, 
Which  wonders  to  feel  its  own  hardness  depart ; 
Dissolved  by  His  goodness  I  fall  to  the  ground 
And  weep  to  the  praise  of  the  mercy  I  found." 

Yet,  blessings  upon  His  dear  name,  He  has  given  us  a 
good  understanding  in  His  faith  and  fear.  These  two — 
faith  and  fear — keep  the  mind  on  an  even  balance.  Fear 
shuns  evil ;  Faith  clings  to  that  which  is  good.  Christ  is 
good,  and  all  is  evil  apart  from  Him. 

My  daily  prayer  for  you  is,  that  you  with  your  dear 
mother  and  sister  may  be  kept  in  the  unity  of  the  Spirit, 
in  the  bond  of  peace.  May  no  root  of  bitterness  spring 
up  to  mar  your  enjoyment  of  the  love  and  peace  of  God 
in  Christ  Jesus.  May  you  be  tied  by  the  teeth  to  the 
rich  provision  of  the  covenant,  and  may  your  delight  in 
covenant  realities  cause  you  to  sing  in  the  Spirit  and  with 
the  understanding  also, 

"  In  the  path  of  life  He  leads  me 
By  the  stream  that  gently  flows  ; 

In  the  verdant  pastures  feeds  me 
Where  no  plant  injurious  grows  ; 

There  I  hear  my  Shepherd's  voice, 
There  He  bids  my  soul  rejoice." 

My  time  has  been  wholly  occupied  since  I  arrived  at 
home.  I  have  been  more  than  busy.  But  my  God  has 
graciously  taught  me,  and  sweetly  persuaded  me,  that 
His  "  service  is  perfect  freedom."  We  shall  know  this  in 
all  its  fulness  and  blessedness  when  we  get  home. 
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Our  beloved  brother  Henry — for  a  brother  beloved  he 
is  to  me — tells  me  that  I  sent  you  another  Hymn  Book. 
On  looking  at  my  list  of  books  sent  to  America  I  find  I 
sent  it  to  you  instead  of  to  Mr.  J.  J.  Van  Valkenburgh, 
Sharon,  New  York,  U.S.A.  Will  you  kindly  give  it  to 
H.  Winters,  and  ask  him  to  post  it  to  Mr.  J.  J.  V.  V., 
and  you  shall  have  my  hearty  thanks.  You  will  begin  to 
find  out  what  a  blunderer  I  am.  Poor,  simple  fellow  ! 
Can  do  nothing  right  without  my  Counsellor  at  my 
elbow. 

But  you  shall  not  be  the  loser  through  my  mistake.  I 
will  (D.v.)  send  you  something  worth  reading  ere  many 
days  pass  over. 

Give  the  enclosed  tune  and  hymn  to  Henry,  the  first 
time  you  see  him. 

"And  now  may  the  God  of  hope  fill  you  with  all  joy  and 
peace  in  believing,  that  ye  may  abound  in  hope,  through 
the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost." 

Love  to  Mother  and  Hannah. 

So  prays,  yours  faithfully, 
Miss  L.  Barringer,  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E. 
October  9th,  1890. 

My  dear  Libbie, — Grace,  needful  and  abounding — aye, 
exceeding,  ever  be  with  you. 

Yours  of  September  28th  came  to  hand  to-day  at  noon, 
for  which  accept  my  hearty  thanks.  I  am  so  pleased  to 
hear  that  your  dear  mother  is  moving  about  in  her  usual 
health,  and  shall  be  still  more  pleased  to  be  privileged  to 
greet  her  in  our  good  Physician's  name  when  I  am  carried 
amongst  you  next  year. 

1  am  pleased  you  are  found  among  the  few  at  Wynant- 
skill  who  love  to  meet  there  in  the  Master's  name,  and 
who  prove  Him  true  to  His  gracious  promise,  "  Where 
two  or  three  are  gathered  together,  &c."  Did  Hannah  go 
with  you  ?  I  think  much  about  her,  and  pray  God  to 
bless  her  with  much  of  the  love  of  Him  who  delights  to 
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see  His  own  occupied  in  His  praises  in  the  gatherings  of 
His  faithful  ones. 

It  is  pleasant  .to  know  that  His  word  from  my  heart 
and  lips  was  made  precious  to  you  and  to  many  others. 
As  assuredly  as  the  blessed  Spirit  conveyed  any  message 
home  to  your  heart,  you  will  have  many  a  sweet  and 
savoury  reminder  of  it,  by  the  witnessing  of  the  covenant 
Remembrancer. 

Spiritual  heartburn  produced  by  the  company,  counsel 
and  comforts  of  Jesus  are  most  precious  when  felt,  but 
can  never  be  expressed.  His  salvation  truly  is  great  to. 
include  so  vile  a  sinner  as  I  am  within  its  bound. 

Writing  as  the  friends  of  Jesus  and  concerning  Jesus 
is  never  included  in  lost  time. 

May  the  blessed  Spirit  keep  us  much  engaged  with  the 
things  that  make  for  Zion's  peace  and  the  glory  of  Zion's 
King. 

Mrs.  B.  unites  with  me  in  kindest  love  to  you,  your 
dear  mother  and  Hannah. 

The  God  of  peace  and  love  continually  abide  with  you. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Miss  L.  Barring er.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y. 

12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
November  18th,  1890. 

My  dear  Jem, — Grace  and  every  good  be  ever  yours  in 
rich  experimental  possession  by  the  witness  and  seal  of 
the  blessed  Spirit. 

Your  kind  letter  of  yesterday  did  me  good. 

Yes,  I  have  been  in  the  doctor's  hands  again,  but  thank 
God,  I  am  now  out  again,  and  feeling  very  well. 

You  cannot  tell  how  grateful  my  heart  felt  as  I  read  of 
your  dear  mother's  returning  sight  even  for  so  short  a 
time.  That  is  proof  that  the  power  of  vision  is  not  de- 
stroyed. Hope  on!  Thank  God  she  is  not  dark  to  Him. 
In  Him  is  no  darkness  at  all. 

God  willing,  I  will  be  with  you  on  Wednesday,  26th, 
and  try  to  speak  a  few  words  to  the  glory  of  our  God  in 
the  evening,  in  the  old  spot,  if  it  is  convenient  to  you. 
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"  I  have  been  there  and  still  would  go, 
'  Tis  like  a  little  heaven  below." 

It  has  been  so  to  me  many  times. 

What  a  mercy  to  have  a  heart  for  Jesus,  and  Jesus  for 
the  heart. 

Give  my  love  to  all  who  love  Him. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  J.  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
January  Qth,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  all  needful  good 
be  yours  daily,  hourly,  continuously. 

1  was  glad  to  see  your  liana  once  more,  and  have 
frequently  desired  to  see  your  face.  But  ever  since  I 
saw  you  last  our  gracious  God  has  left  me  to  feel  much 
weakness  and  the  frailty  of  poor  weak  mortality. 

For  more  than  a  month  I  have  been  in  the  doctor's 
hands,  and  not  allowed  to  go  out  of  the  house  only  when 
the  chapel  has  been  open  for  service.  In  weakness  I 
have  been  made  strong,  and  many  blessed  seasons  have 
been  vouchsafed  to  God's  loved  ones  at  the  Grove. 

Thanks  be  to  our  restoring,  succouring  and  sustaining 
God,  I  am  much  better,  and  shall  embrace  the  very  first 
opportunity  to  be  amongst  you  again,  in  a  spot  where  I 
have  been  truly  blessed  with  showers  of  covenant  blessing 
and  the  bedewings  of  eternal  love. 

We  have  now  a  clean  bill  of  health  to  report. 

Many  trials — triumphs  too. 

Many  miseries.     Mercies  overtop  them. 

Many  sorrows.     Consolations  abound. 

May  His  comforts  delight  your  soul  in  the  midst  of  all 
your  cares  and  vexing  thoughts. 

Give  my  unfeigned  love  to  your  dear  wife,  chicks,  dear 
old  Tom,  and  the  Browns. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E, 
April  1th,  1891. 

My  dear  Friend  and  beloved  Brother  in  the  Faith, 
Fear,  Grace  and  Glory  of  the  Gospel  of  the  everlasting 
God,  whom  I  love  in  the  truth,  for  the  Truth's  sake, 
which  dwelleth  in  us,  and  shall  be  with  us  for  ever, 
— Grace  be  with  you,  mercy  and  peace,  from  God  the 
Father,  and  from  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  the 
Father  in  truth  and  love. 

Your  sweet  love  letters  have  all  come  in  due  course  to 
gladden  my  heart  and  cheer  my  drooping  spirits.  Your 
epistles  always  bring  a  bit  of  heaven  along  with  them, 
and  cause  me  to  feel  what  I  have  known  for  a  long  time, 
that  I  am  a  son  of  a  King  and  that  you  are  my  brother. 
What  a  mercy  to  be  blessed  with  a  God-given  and  God- 
sustaining  religion.  The  devil  tries  hard  to  do  me  out  of 
mine,  and  at  times  I  am  ready  to  give  it  all  up ;  but  I 
cannot.  It  is  too  good — too  precious — too  glorious.  It  is 
God's.  Yes,  blessed  be  His  name,  HIS  for  me  in  elec- 
tion, HIS  with  me  in  Redemption,  HIS  in  me  in 
Regeneration,  His  all  the  way  home  to  glory.  In  every 
sin  He  "  keeps  "  me,  and  saves  me  from  it.  In  every 
trial  He  clings  to  me,  yes,  He  does,  and  makes  His 
triumph  mine.  In  every  sorrow  His  consolations  are  not 
small.  In  every  suffering  His  sympathy  is  not  wanting. 

Elmer's  portrait  came  safely  and  we  were  all  well 
pleased  with  it.  My  lads  and  lassies  gave  me  a  beautiful 
Album  on  my  60th  birthday  (March  26th),  and  Elmer's 
photo  was  the  first  to  adorn  it. 

I  am  more  than  pleased  that  the  MS.  Sermons  didn't 
vex  you,  and  that  the  Lord  made  them  a  blessing  to  His 
gathered  ones  in  the  spots  I  know  and  love  so  well. 

The  "  Grip."  All  I  can  think  or  say  about  that  you 
will  find  in  Isaiah  liv.  "  I  have  created  the  waster  to 
destroy." 

Dear  Mrs.  Van  I  love,  and  feel  no  presumption  in  saying 
I  shall  love  her  to  all  eternity.  Whenever  I  was  brought 
near  to  her  I  felt  more  than  I  could  say  to  her,  but  her 
precious  Saviour  and  mine  could  say  more  to  her  heart  by 
His  Spirit  than  by  my  words.  Somehow  or  other  I  feel  a 
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strange  lurking  of  heart  after  the  Vans.  May  a  gracious 
God  discover  Himself  in  the  lurking.  I  felt  myself 
spiritually  one  with  you  on  March  22nd  when  you  read 
John  xiv.,  and  dear  John  stumbled  through  a  few  words 
of  prayer.  Tell  John  when  next  you  see  him  that  I 
believe  his  stumbling  spots  are  God's  even  places.  Dear 
John  !  He  does  not  know  how  much  and  how  frequently 
I  think  about  him. 

Give  my  unfeigned  love  to  Auntie  Green,  and  say  I 
hope  God  may  spare  her  that  we  may  greet  each  other  in 
His  name  next  August. 

I  felt  sure  that  John  would  be  pleased  with  "  Esther." 
I  have  a  great  respect  for  John's  judgment.  He  has 
made  a  greater  impression  upon  me  than  ever  Van  Tromp 
made  upon  my  ancestors. 

God  has  kept  me  very  active  in  His  cause  of  late, 
though  I  have  felt  but  little  strength.  HIS  strength  is 
infinite.  My  strength  is  finite,  no  strength  at  all,  perfect 
weakness. 

On  Tuesday,  March  17th,  St.  Patrick's  Day,  1  felt  very 
much  at  home  in  preaching  from  Rom.  viii.  3,  4. 

On  Wednesday,  March  18th,  travelled  to  Buckminster, 
and  the  few  there  did  like  Hosea  xiv.  1 . 

On  Thursday,  March  19th,  they  liked  Hosea  xiv.  2 
still  better. 

On  Friday,  March  20th,  the  Lord  helped  me  much  at 
the  prayer  meeting  in  running  through  Isaiah  liv. 

On  Sunday  many  were  blessed  from  Luke  xv.  3 — 6. 
Evening,  Hosea  xiv.  3. 

On  Monday,  March  23rd,  we  sang  a  few  hymns  at  our 
Praise  Meeting,  and  God  blessed  the  exposition  of  Psalm 
cxiii. 

On  Tuesday,  March  24th,  Isaiah  xl.  4,  5. 

On  Wednesday,  March  25th,  God  took  me  to  Welwyn, 
and  opened  my  mouth  and  my  heart  from  Isaiah  liv.  17. 

Thursday,  March  26th.  This  date,  1831,  I  was 
ushered  into  the  world  in  a  snow  storm  at  half-past  two 
in  the  morning.  I  have  never  been  out  of  a  storm  long 
together  from  that  day  to  this.  Many  expressions  of  love 
were  sent  to  me;  not  one  of  them  did  I  deserve.  "  0  to 
grace  how  great  a  debtor." 
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In  the  afternoon  I  went  to  Tonbridge. 

Did  I  ?     He  led  me.     He  carried  me. 

Friday,  March  27th.  Preached  with  great  freedom  to 
a  handful  in  the  morning  from  Titus  ii.  14,  and  in  the 
evening  from  John  xx.  16,  17.  It  was  good. 

Saturday,  March  28th.  Returned  home  and  spent  a 
very  enjoyable  evening  at  Limpsfield,  with  the  Whit- 
locks. 

Sunday,  March  29th.  God  was  very  good  and  gracious 
to  us  at  both  morning  and  evening  services.  Texts,  John 
xx.  16,  17,  and  John  xx.  27,  28. 

Monday,  March  30th.  I  was  blessed,  and  so  were 
many  more,  in  preaching  afternoon  and  evening,  at 
Mount  Zion,  Watford,  Herts,  from  Phil.  i.  9.  This 
being  Bank  Holiday  the  congregations  were  very  good. 

Tuesday,  March  31st.  Returned  home  and  preached 
at  the  Grove  from  1  Peter  ii.  7,  "  Unto  you  therefore 
which  believe  He  is  precious."  I  will  try  to  send  you 
the  MS.  of  this  sermon  to  read  at  one  of  your  meetings. 

April  1st.  Again  at  Watford,  and  preached  with  great 
liberty  from  Hosea  xiv.  2,  in  the  Tabernacle. 

April  3rd.  Travelled  to  Hastings  and  preached  in 
"  The  Hollies,"  from  John  xvii.  2,  and  adminstered  the 
Lord's  Supper  to  the  members  of  the  church  formed  in 
that  highly  favoured  house  by  the  now  glorified  Alfred 
Hope  Wood. 

Sunday,  April  5th.  Was  much  helped  this  morning  in 
delivering  my  Master's  message  from  1  Cor.  xi.  31,  32. 
Also  in  the  evening  from  Rom.  v.  5.  Enjoyed  a  sweet 
season  at  the  Lord's  table,  after  evening  service,  from 
Rom.  v.  11. 

Monday,  April  6th.  At  2.23  a.m.  the  Lord  took  to 
Himself  the  soul  of  dear  Captain  Cummings,  the  most 
regular  attendant  at  the  Grove.  I  shall  miss  the  nodding 
of  assent  which  ever  characterized  him  whenever  his  dear 
old  heart  was  touched  with  truth  and  love.  I  called  to 
see  his  widow  and  daughters  during  the  forenoon.  Read 
Lam.  iii.  22 — 33,  and  tried  to  pray  with  them.  In  the 
evening  enjoyed  the  Praise  Meeting  and  what  God  sent 
from  Psalm  xxxiv.  1. 

Tuesday,  April  7th.     Attended  our  Dorcas  Meeting  in 
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the  afternoon.  Read  Luke  xii.  22 — 32,  and  four  letters 
of  Ruth  Bryan.  In  the  evening  we  had  a  glorious  time 
from  Psalm  Ixxxvii.  6.  The  people  were  delighted,  and  I 
was  gratefully  humbled. 

Now  I  have  tried  to  give  a  true  account  of  my  move- 
ments in  my  Lord's  work.  May  He  get  great  glory  to 
Himself  out  of  them  all. 

It  is  now  Wednesday  morning,  and  I  am  about  starting 
for  Cambridge  to  speak  there  in  His  name  to-night. 

I  am  now  counting  the  weeks  and  longing  to  see  the 
lovers  of  the  Prince  of  Peace  on  your  side  of  the  mighty 
waters. 

My  unfeigned  love  to  Permelia,  Elmer,  John,  and  all 
who  love  me  in  Him. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Hy.  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 

Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 

April  13th,  1891. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  beloved  in  Him,  the 
Desire  of  our  souls  and  the  Delight  of  our  hearts, — 
Never  a  day  rolls  by  but  you  are  in  my  thoughts,  and  I 
can  truly  say  of  you  as  Paul  said  of  the  Philippian 
saints,  "  I  have  you  in  my  heart."  O,  bless  the  Lord, 
"  Himself  hath  done  it,"  and  what  He  does  shall  never  be 
undone.  A  spiritual  acquaintance  can  never  be  cut. 

I  was  so  sorry  to  learn  of  your  mishap,  and  delighted 
to  hear  of  your  hobbling  about  again.  What  a  mercy  it 
is  for  us  to  know  that  our  covenant  God  and  Guide 
counts  all  our  steps.  I  did  like  that  word  the  other  day, 
"  Thou  tellest  my  wanderings :  put  Thou  my  tears  in 
Thy  bottle  ;  are  they  not  in  Thy  book  ?  "  Every  ache 
and  pain  is  known  to  Him.  Not  a  slip,  trip,  halt,  or  fall 
escapes  His  eye,  and  whatever  smart  we  may  experience 
He  feels  it  all. 

I  was  greatly  interested  the  other  day  with  this  old 
Spanish  proverb,  "  God  never  wounds  with  both  hands." 
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That  is  blessedly,  gloriously  true  in  the  case  of  all  His 
eternally  loved  children.  In  wounding  He  heals.  His 
judgments  are  always  tempered  with  mercy.  He  ever 
heals  the  heart  He  breaks ;  "  He  stayeth  His  rough  wind 
in  the  day  of  His  east  wind."  "  He  tempers  the  wind 
to  the  shorn  lamb." 

We  may  now  count  the  weeks  to  the  time  of  my  sail- 
ing from  Liverpool  for  New  York.  May  all  our  hearts  be 
up  to  Him  for  showers  of  covenant  blessing  to  descend 
upon  His  gathered  ones  wherever  He  may  be  pleased  to 
carry  His  poor  stammering  servant.  My  earnest  desire  is 
that  in  all  our  assemblies  the  Father  may  be  glorified, 
the  Redeemer  exalted,  the  Spirit  honoured,  the  saints 
blessed. 

A  letter  from  Mr.  Auryansen  this  morning  asks  me 
to  give  the  first  Sunday  in  August  to  Piermont.  What 
say  you  ?  Without  your  will  and  consent  I  shall  do 
nothing.  Ask  the  Lord  to  guide  us  aright  and  to  give  us 
a  right  judgment  in  all  things.  I  feel  sure  you  will  do 
the  right  thing.  Will  brother  Peter  from  Johnstown 
accompany  you  to  New  York  to  meet  and  greet  me  in 
His  name  ? 

I  have  been  working  very  hard  of  late — day  after  day 
and  night  after  night.  Last  Tuesday  night,  the  7th,  the 
Lord  was  very  good  to  us  at  the  Grove  service  from 
Psalm  Ixxxvii.  6.  On  Wednesday  I  went  to  Cambridge, 
and  preached  with  much  acceptance  to  a  good  congrega- 
tion in  Hope  Chapel  from  1  Cor.  xi.  31,  32. 

Thursday  9th.  Spoke  to  the  dear  old  pilgrims  in 
Camberwell  Asylum  Chapel,  from  1  Cor.  ii.  9.  Get 
your  Bible  and  notice  the  word  "  things  "  each  time  it 
occurs,  and  the  character  in  every  instance.  It's  blessed. 
Finished  the  evening  at  a  meeting  of  our  Sunday  School 
Teachers. 

Friday.     Prayer  Meeting,  Joel  ii.  26,  27. 

Saturday.  Buried,  in  sure  and  certain  hope,  dear  old 
Captain  Cummings  in  Forest  Hill  Cemetery. 

Sunday,  April  12th.  Sang  in  Grove  Chapel,  "  0  God, 
our  help  in  ages  past."  "  How  bright  those  glorious 
spirits  shine."  "Jesus,  Thy  name  indeed  is  sweet."  Bead 
Matt.  xxv.  31—40  ;  2  Cor.  iv.  15  to  v.  9  ;  1  Thess.  iv. 
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13—18;  Eev.  vii.  9—17.  Preached  from  2  Cor.  iv. 
17,  18.  Many  enjoyed  it.  In  the  evening  my  text  was 
Eev.  vii.  9.  10. 

I.  The  Assembly,  "  A  great  multitude." 

II.  The  Attitude,  "  Stood  before  the  throne." 

III.  The  Aspect,  "  Clothed  with  white  robes." 

IV.  The  Ascription,  "  Salvation  to  God,"  &c. 
Monday  13th.     Married  thirty-nine  years  ago  to-day. 

Praise  meeting  to-night,  Psalm  cxlv. 

I  am  tired.     Pardon  brevity.     God  bless  you  indeed. 
Love  to  all  the  saints. 

Peace,  perfect  peace,  God's  peace,  be  thine. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  John  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 

Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 
April  2±th,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  John, — Beloved  of  God,  and  beloved 
of  my  soul,  endeared  to  me  in  ties  of  love  and  blood. 

Bought  with  blood,  bound  with  love,  and  burdened 
with  mercy.  I  know  a  little  of  these  three  covenant 
privileges,  therefore  I  have  you  in  my  heart. 

How  are  you  ?  How  is  your  poor  dear  wife  ?  I  have 
thought  much  of  you,  and  felt  much  for  you,  since  Henry 
told  me  of  your  affliction,  and  that  of  your  wife.  Well, 
you  know  as  well  as  I  do,  and  better  than  I  can  tell  you, 
that  afflictions  spring  not  out  of  the  ground,  neither 
come  they  by  chance  ;  but  in  all  wisdom  and  prudence 
they  were  appointed  to  us,  and  we  were  appointed  to 
them.  They  are  good  for  us,  and  we  should  be  good  for 
nothing  without  them.  They  are  light,  very  light,  when 
compared  with  our  desert,  the  sufferings  of  the  hellhound, 
and  the  overwhelming  agonies  of  oar  covenant  Surety. 
The  very  thought  of  these  things  causes  the  heart  of 
God's  exercised  ones  to  beat,  bound,  and  leap  with 
gratitude,  and  bless  the  hand  which  deals  out  the  bitters 
as  well  as  that  which  mingles  them  with  covenant 
sweets. 
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I  have  not  been  at  all  well  of  late ;  but  just  as  well  in 
health  as  a  God  of  love  sees  good  for  me.  If  it  were  not 
for  these  gentle  touches  felt  by  my  poor  weak  tabernacle 
I  should  be  carried  by  my  vile  nature  whither  I  would 
not,  like  a  novice  at  horsemanship  on  a  restive  horse. 

For  more  than  a  fortnight  the  doctor  has  been  calling 
to  see  me.  Thank  God,  I  am  better.  The  balm  of 
Gilead,  covenant  testimony,  has  not  been  wanting,  while 
the  Good  Physician  has  graciously  revealed  Himself  to 
me.  It  is  so  precious  when  He  comes  and  makes  Himself 
at  home  with  me,  and  sweetly  draws  my  heart  with  the 
cords  of  love  into  a  homefeeling  with  Him.  He  is  real 
good  company,  making  the  heart  all  alive  with  His  com- 
munications, and  brightening  the  spirits  with  His  coun- 
sels and  consolations.  He  knows  when  to  speak  the 
right  word  at  the  right  time.  I  don't ;  but  He  knows  when 
to  speak  the  right  word  through  me,  at  the  right  time, 
when  the  loved  one  for  whom  it  was  purposed  is  present. 
May  He  gently  and  tenderly  indulge  you  with  a  liberal 
supply  of  His  companionship,  counsel  and  consolation. 

Death  has  been  very  busy  around  us  of  late.  In  the 
case  of  every  Zionite  he  suffers  defeat  when  seemingly 
victorious.  0  what  a  mercy  to  know  the  fear  of  death 
has  been  taken  away  by  the  Prince  of  life  ! 

I  thought  of  you  much  at,  and  after,  our  Prayer 
Meeting  to-night.  We  sang  hymns  583,  585,  321.  Three 
brethren  prayed,  when  God  led  me  to  say  some  good  and 
comfortable  words  from  Phil.  iv.  6,  7. 

A  parson  thinks  it  is  nice  and  all  right,  when  he  has  a 
comfortable  home,  an  open  Bible,  a  quiet  mind,  and 
surrounded  by  those  who  seek  his  happiness  at  every  turn. 
To  be  comfortably  settled  is  the  anxious  desire  of  every 
human  heart.  The  Dissenting  Minister  in  his  Parson- 
age, the  Clergyman  in  his  Kectory,  and  the  Presbyter  in 
his  Manse,  all  seek  to  settle  down  where  settling  down  is 
an  utter  impossibility  to  one  called  of  God,  and  led  along 
the  only  pathway  to  glory,  the  beaten  track  of  tribulation. 
This  is  natural.  But  the  spiritual  nature  seeks  for  rest 
and  repose  only  in  Christ.  Paul,  at  the  time  he  wrote 
these  words,  was  imprisoned  at  Borne,  simply  because  of 
his  love  to  his  Lord  and  Master.  He  had  prayed  for  a 
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prosperous  journey  by  the  will  of  God  to  see  his  brethren 
and  sisters  in  Christ  in  Rome,  but  as  a  shipwrecked 
prisoner  God  proved  to  him  that  He  had  His  way  in  the 
whirlwind  and  in  the  storm,  and  that  true  spiritual 
prosperity  may  abound  in  the  midst  of  temporal  adversity. 
Though  Paul  was  a  prisoner,  the  word  of  God  was  not 
bound.  0  what  a  mercy  it  is  for  us  to  know  that  "  Satan 
works  what  God  designs."  Paul  was  taught  this  lesson 
well,  and  now  a  captive,  he  writes  to  the  beloved  Philip- 
pians,  whom  he  had  in  his  heart,  that  they  should  "  Be 
careful  for  nothing."  Grace  is  richly  and  sweetly  ex- 
perienced when  a  poor  sinner,  saved  by  sovereign  grace,  is 
brought  to  cast  all  care  upon  the  Careful  One,  and  to 
sing: 

"  My  Father's  wisdom  cannot  err, 

His  love  no  change  or  failure  knows ; 
Be  mine  His  counsel  to  prefer, 
And  acquiesce  in  all  He  does." 

May  2nd.  Your  kind  letter  reached  me  at  Hastings, 
yesterday,  whither  I  had  gone  seeking  rest  and  restora- 
tion. For,  John,  I  am  not  as  strong  as  I  used  to  be,  and 
many  are  my  trials  and  exercises.  But  here  I  am 
stopped.  The  covenant  command  to  me  is,  "  Be  careful 
for  nothing." 

The  Lord  bless  you  in  all  your  tribulations,  apply  His 
healing  balms,  and  comfort  you  with  His  exceeding  great 
and  precious  promises.  I  am  still  counting  the  weeks 
until  July  22nd.  I  long  to  see  you.  Love  to  your  wife, 
David,  and  all  who  love  me  in  Him.  God  bless  you 
indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  John  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


The  Hollies,  Hastings, 

April  VQth,  1891. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love  be  yours  at 
all  times,  according  to  the  rule  of  Divine  multiplication. 

I  have  discovered  that  one  of  the  letters  you  sent  to 
me  did  arrive  in  due  course,  but  such  have  been  my 
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multiplied  trials  during  the  past  few  months,  that  I  have 
allowed  myself  to  drift  anywhere  out  of  the  way  of  letters 
and  letter-writing.  Anything  erratic  in  this  direction 
pray  forgive. 

I  was  greatly  rejoiced  when  you  appeared  settled  under 
dear  Mr.  Weston,  and  no  less  grieved  when  I  heard  of 
his  departure  for  the  gloryland. 

Truly  the  ways  of  God  with  His  children  are  mysteri- 
ous and  wonderful,  cloudy,  dark,  stormy,  tempestuous. 
But,  "  He  hath  His  way  in  the  whirlwind  and  in  the 
storm."  He  knows  all  about  the  way,  every  step  of 
it,  when  we  are  bereft  of  wit  and  wisdom.  I  was  much 
struck  with  two  passages  this  morning : 

"  When  my  spirit  was  overwhelmed  within  me,  then 
Thou  knewest  my  path." 

"  Cause  me  to  know  the  way  wherein  I  should  walk." 

What  wisdom  !     What  ignorance  ! 

I  am  truly  thankful  God  has  opened  the  way  for  you 
to  be  yoked  with  Mr.  Merryweather.  I  heard  an  excel- 
lent word  of  him  only  last  Sunday.  May  the  God  of 
peace  and  love  make  you  true  yoke-fellows  indeed. 

Do  not  think  you  are  forgotten  by  me.  The  King  will 
not  allow  that. 

I  am  anything  but  well,  and  frequently  sigh  for  home. 
Write  and  tell  me  how  you  fare  in  the  North. 

God  bless  you  indeed,  so  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Rev.  W.  Sykes,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Hillsborough  Vicarage,  Sheffield. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 

Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 

May  2nd,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  Henry, — The  God  of  Abraham,  Isaac 
and  Jacob  bless  you  indeed  with  paternal  care,  filial  fear, 
and  needful  guidance. 

Your  kind  word  of  April  16th  came  in  due  course  and 
did  me  much  good. 

I  am  pleased,  aye,  delighted  to  hear  that  the  Lord 
touched  your  heart  with  anything  flowing  from  so  vile  a 
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wretch  as  I  feel  myself  to  be,  and  confess  the  same  to 
Him  whenever  led  to  see  myself,  my  odious  self,  in  His 
light. 

"  None  but  Jesus  can  do  helpless  sinners  good."  And, 
none  but  sinners  can  sound  forth  the  praises  of  Him  who 
continually  saves  them  from  the  sins  they  hate  and 
mourn,  and  from  the  awful  consequences  thereof. 

Blessed  Mrs.  Van.  I  did  love  her.  Why  should  I 
say,  "  1  did  "  ?  I  do  love  her,  and  her  memory  will  ever  be 
fragrant  to  me  with  the  very  perfume  of  heaven.  She 
was  of  a  quiet  spirit,  which  in  the  sight  of  God  is  of 
great  price.  Quietness  characterizes  heaven's  joy  and 
the  bursts  of  acclamation  flowing  from  the  hearts  of  the 
glorified.  No  perturbation,  disorder,  or  disquietude  there. 
May  the  Lord  give  us  to  enjoy  increasingly,  "  His  un- 
disturbed affairs."  God's  quietness  is  worth  something 
in  the  midst  of  the  world's  unquietness.  Give  my  love 
to  Van  and  the  girls  when  you  see  them. 

So  the  day  she  fell  to  rest  in  the  arms  of  everlasting 
love,  you  went  to  bed  with  the  grip.  Not  much  rest 
with  that  for  you.  Nevertheless  it  was  good  for  you, 
or  He  would  not  have  sent  it  to  you.  There  is  no  telling 
what  danger  and  mischief  you  were  kept  out  of  by  the 
plague  which  enfeebled  your  poor  body.  "  All  things  are 
for  your  sakes." 

I  received  a  loving  letter  from  John  yesterday,  while  I 
was  at  Hastings  trying  to  rest.  There  was  a  letter 
partly  written  for  him,  so  I  finished  it  and  sent  it  off  by 
this  night's  post.  This  to  you  cannot  go  until  Monday. 
I  have  been  truly  sorry  for  John,  and  have  more  than 
once  felt  a  wish  to  be  going  in  and  out  with  heaven's 
message  of  love  and  peace  to  the  sick,  suffering,  and 
dying  among  you.  But  He  knows  best  where  to  fix  or 
send  His  loved  messengers  of  grace.  Job  said,  "  He 
knoweth  the  way  that  I  take."  David  cried,  "  When  my 
spirit  was  overwhelmed  within  me,  then  Thou  knewest 
my  path."  O  the  blessedness  of  knowing  that  our  own 
God  has  His  way  in  the  storm,  aye,  every  storm  that 
exercises  us,  and  the  clouds  hiding  Him  from  our  view 
gloriously  declare  His  nearness  to  us.  "  They  are  the 
dust  of  His  feet." 
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"  Often  the  clouds  of  deepest  woe, 

A  sweet  love  message  bear  ; 
Dark  though  they  seem,  we  cannot  find 
A  trace  of  anger  there." 

1  shall  soon  begin  to  count  the  days  before  July  22ndr 
for  I  long  to  see  you  that  the  loving  Head  of  the  Church 
may  by  my  weak  ministry  impart  unto  you  some  spiritual 
gift  for  your  establishment,  comfort,  and  joy. 

Remember  me  most  kindly  to  Auntie  Green  and  the 
Dubois's.  The  godly  remnant  around  you  little  know 
how  much  I  think  of,  and  feel  for  them.  To  each  and 
all  I  would  say  in  the  words  of  our  adorable  Master  : 
"  Fear  not,  little  flock,  it  is  your  Father's  good  pleasure 
to  give  you  the  kingdom." 

Though  I  arn  weak  and  weary,  the  Lord  keeps  me 
busy  in  His  work,  and  gives  me  grace  and  strength,, 
blessing  and  ballast. 

Love  to  Permelia  and  the  lad. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Hy.  Winters,  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
June  llth,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Magnified  mercy  and 
God's  own  peace  be  ever  yours. 

Thank  you  heartily  for  your  kind  letter  and  for  um- 
brella which  came  safely  in  due  course. 

I  was  truly  pleased  to  hear  that  Emily  is  progres- 
sing toward  recovery,  though  slowly.  May  the  Good 
Physician  give  her  many  a  healing  touch  and  bless  her 
with  permanent  health  and  cure.  I  pray  the  same  for 
dear  Harry.  This  wretched  influenza  will  not  be  trifled 
with.  Best  and  warmth  seem  to  be  the  best  things  to 
check  it. 

May  God  bless,  heal,  and  strengthen  your  dear  wife, 
and  preserve  her  to  you  for  many  a  long  year. 
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I  am  so  pleased  to  learn  that  Mrs.  and  Mr.  John 
Brown  are  better.  The  Lord  graciously  keep  them  so. 

"  Strangers  and  Pilgrims,"  I  send  for  Wardle.  I  am 
sorry  to  hear  of  his  receiving  notice  to  leave  his  situation. 

0  what  a  mercy  to  be  let  into  the  secret  that  the  Lord 
has  pre-arranged  everything  for  us.     Bitters  and  sweets. 
Miseries  and  mercies.     Trials  and  triumphs.     Pleasures 
and  pains. 

If  the  roof  is  off  the  kitchen  the  Lord  is  still  your 
covering. 

This  has  been  a  very  busy  week  with  me.  Sunday, 
twice  at  the  Grove.  Monday  afternoon  at  Brighton. 
Tuesday  night  at  the  Grove.  Wednesday,  three  times  at 
Horsell.  Thursday  night  at  the  Pilgrims'  Asylum.  To- 
night at  Prayer  Meeting. 

1  am  weary. 

But  my  rest  is  in  Him. 

Covenant  salvation,  covenant  supply,  covenant  security. 
I  will  go  to  bed  on  that. 
God  bless  you  indeed.         Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 

June  29th,  1891. 

My  dear  Jem, — Thank  you  much  for  your  kind  and 
comforting  letter.  It  tells  me  more  of  your  dear  Mother's 
state  than  I  have  known  until  now.  I  did  not  expect  to 
hear  from  you  before  this  morning.  Your  attention  to 
your  mother  has  the  approving  recognition  of  your 
heavenly  Father.  She,  blessed  soul,  travailed  in  birth 
twice  for  you.  Something  of  the  last  I  saw,  and  shared 
in  spiritual  sympathy.  Then  she  had  sorrow  indeed,  but 
great  was  her  joy  when  she  saw  her  own  Jem  a  new 
creation  in  Christ  Jesus,  born  again  into  the  world  of 
heavenly  love  and  peace.  And  now  her  race  is  well 
nigh  over,  and  soon  she  will  be  called  so  sweetly  by  the 
once  Bruised  and  ever  Blessed  Bridegroom  of  her  heart, 
up  to  His  marriage  supper  in  His  own  bright  home  in 
glory.  Then  she  will  be  blessed  with  the  company  of  the 
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Holy  Three  in  One,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ;  the 
Electing  Father,  the  Bedeeming  Brother,  the  Sanctifying 
Guest,  the  innumerable  company  of  angels,  the  spirits  of  just 
men  made  perfect ;  and  among  them  Abraham,  Isaac,  and 
Jacob  and  her  own  dear  old  John  !  But  what  a  change  ! 
No  bending  beneath  the  infirmities  of  age,  no  wrinkles 
denoting  approaching  dissolution,  no  groaning  under  the 
weight  of  a  body  of  death,  no  shrinking  from  the  assaults 
of  Satan.  I  fully  believe  the  glorified  know  each  other 
as  children  of  the  same  Father,  members  of  the  same 
Body,  and  sharers  in  the  same  glory ;  but  "  It  doth  not 
yet  appear  what  we  shall  be,  but  we  know  that  when  He 
shall  appear  we  shall  be  like  Him." 

"  O  glorious  hour,  it  comes  with  speed, 
When  we,  from  sin  and  darkness  freed, 
Shall  see  His  face  who  died  for  man, 
And  praise  Him  more  than  angels  can. 

0  glorious  hour  1  0  blest  abode  1 

1  shall  be  near,  and  like  my  God  I 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  my  Soul." 

There  the  blood-washed  throng  before  the  throne  serve 
their  Redeemer-God  unceasingly,  while  He  will  dwell, 
not  above  them,  but,  among  them.  What  amazing  con- 
descension !  "  They  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither  thirst 
any  more ;  neither  shall  the  sun  light  on  them,  nor  any 
heat.  For  the  Lamb  which  is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne 
shall  feed  them,  and  shall  lead  them  unto  living  foun- 
tains of  waters :  and  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from 
their  eyes  "  (Rev.  vii.  15 — 17). 

Give  my  kindest,  warmest  love  to  your  dear  mother, 
and  tell  her  I  can  neither  pray  for  her  going  home  or 
staying  here  ;  but  I  do  earnestly  pray  our  precious  Jesus 
to  soften  her  bed  with  His  love,  warm  her  heart  with 
His  sweet  sympathy,  and  bless  her  with  the  assurance  of 
His  constant  companionship,  unceasing  attention  and  un- 
wearied care. 

"  Whom  once  He  loves  He  never  leaves,  but  loves 
them  to  the  end  "  of  all  their  sins,  sorrows,  and  suffer- 
ings. He  loves  them  when  dead  in  sins  (Eph.  ii.  4,  5). 
He  loves  them  from  the  pit  of  corruption  (Isaiah  xxxviii. 
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17).  He  loves  them  and  washes  them  from  all  their  sins 
in  His  most  precious  blood  (Rev.  i.  5).  He  loves  and 
pities  them,  and  in  all  their  helplessness  carries  them 
safe  home  to  glory  (Isaiah  Ixiii.  9).  I  am  sure  this  is 
all  true  concerning  her.  She  is,  and  has  been,  a  highly 
favoured  woman  as  a  wife,  a  mother,  or  a  friend.  She 
has  never  lacked  the  loving  attention  of  her  Lord  and 
Saviour. 

She  lived  in  the  heart  of  her  own  dear  John. 

She  lives  in  the  affections  of  her  children,  and,  bless 
God,  she  lives  in  mine. 

May  our  own  God  graciously  continue  His  loving 
presence  to  her,  and  cheer  her  heart  with  the  assurance 
that  at  evening  time  it  shall  be  light,  and  at  the  close  of 
the  same  continuing  conflict  uphold  her  with  the  right 
hand  of  His  saving  power,  and  minister  unto  her  abund- 
antly an  entrance  into  His  everlasting  Kingdom. 

We  had  seasons  of  spiritual  refreshing  yesterday  at  the 
Grove.  Texts :  Morning,  Psalm  xxiii.  1 ;  Evening,  Psalm 
xxxii.  2.  An  old  sea. Captain  said  to  me  at  the  close  of  the 
evening  service,  "This  is  precious;  I  feel  that  I  should 
like  to  go  off  home  at  once." 

Now  I  must  stop. 

Love  in  Him  to  Mary. 

The  God  of  love  and  peace  be  with  you  ever. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  James  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


E.M.S.  "Britannic," 
July  Mth,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and 
love,  with  as  many  of  the  good  things  of  the  kingdom  as 
an  all- wise  God  and  Father  sees  good  for  you,  be  yours 
abounding  and  abiding  by  the  indwelling  of  the  Holy 
Ghost. 

You  have  been  much  on  my  mind  since  I  left  Buck- 
minster,  and  many  have  been  my  hearty  wishes  for  your 
welfare,  temporal  and  spiritual,  with  your  dear  wife  and 
loved  ones. 

The  Lord  took  me  safely  home  from  you  last  Friday, 
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and  we  had  a  very  profitable  prayer  meeting  in  the  even- 
ing; God  affording  sweet  instruction  from  1  Thess.  ii. 
6—8. 

Sunday  was  a  good  day  to  many.     Texts,  Psalm  xcvi. 

6  ;  Evening,  Isaiah  xlv.  21. 

Tuesday,  we  had  a  very  profitable  prayer  meeting  at 

7  a.m.,  with  good  words  from  Psalm  xxvii.  1  and  4.    At  the 
service  at  11  a.m.,  God  was  very  gracious  to  me  as  the 
sweet  streams  of  eternal  truth  flowed  from  my  heart  and 
lips  in  such  a  manner  as  mortal  man  could  never  com- 
mand.    It  was  good,  it  was  grand,  it  was  glorious  !     In 
the  text  are  depths  and  heights  only  to  be  reached  by  the 
arm  of  Omnipotent  love,  2  Thess.  i.  11,  12.    Mr.  Aldwell 
exceeded  himself  in  the  evening  from  Col.  i.  9 — 11.     It 
was  one  perfect  outpouring  of  gospel  eloquence.     A  day 
long  to  be  remembered. 

Wednesday,  sailed  from  Liverpool  a  little  after  8  p.m. 
The  N.-E.  wind  was  very  cold  and  stiff  all  down  the 
Channel.  Queenstown  after  twelve  on  Thursday,  and 
sailed  from  thence  at  1.30.  The  weather  has  been  very 
fine.  I  find  no  spiritual  associates,  yet  "  The  Lord  is 
good,  a  stronghold  in  the  day  of  trouble,  and  He  knoweth 
them  that  trust  in  Him." 

The  sea  suggests  a  thousand  thoughts  to  the  spiritual 
mind.  It  is  restless,  never  still.  It  separates  continent 
from  continent.  But  "  There  shall  be  no  more  sea." 
No  more  trouble,  separation,  pain,  or  sorrow.  No  more 
sin. 

"  O  blissful  dawn  of  endless  day, 
When  sin  shall  cease,  and  death  shall  die." 

What  a  blessed  thing  it  is  to  know  that  we  are 
subjects  of  a  kingdom  which  can  never  be  moved,  and  of 
a  King  who  can  never  cease  to  love.  Him  we  cheerfully 
hail  as  the  Sovereign  of  our  hearts,  and  are  well-assured 
that  He  will  maintain  His  dignity  as  our  gracious  Ruler, 
aye,  in  the  very  midst  of  His  enemies.  But  all  rebels 
and  traitors  He  will  purge  out  of  His  Kingdom,  but  His 
loyal  subjects  and  true  born  sons  He  will  preserve  in  it. 
"  With  my  mind  I  serve  the  law  of  God."  That  is  an 
honest,  obedient,  loyal  subject,  honoured  in  the  court  of 
King  Emmanuel,  dignified  for  life,  crowned  for  eternity. 


214         Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

"  With  my  flesh  I  serve  the  law  of  sin."  What  a  traitor ! 
a  vile  rebel.  The  upright,  the  new  nature,  shall  have 
dominion  over  him  in  the  morning  (Psalm  xlix.  14). 
God-wrought  faith  puts  to  flight  armies  of  these  aliens. 
These  wretched  Canaanites  who  still  infest  the  land  of 
spiritual  promise  are  put  under  tribute  by  our  Spiritual 
Joshua,  and  eventually  must  be  expelled,  only  when  this 
mortality  shall  pat  on  immortality.  Yet,  here  in  the 
midst  of  conflict  we  learn  the  Conqueror's  song,  and  now 
and  then  sweetly  anticipate  the  shout  of  victory. 

Beset  with  enemies  we  ever  shall  be  down  here,  but 
the  time  will  come,  and  we  long  for  it,  when  we  shall 
tread  upon  the  neck  of  every  inbred  foe,  and  we  shall  ride 
upon  the  high  places  of  all  our  enemies. 

Then  with  spirits  flushed  with  victory,  and  hearts 
bounding  with  spiritual  joy  we  shall  sing,  "  Now  is  come 
salvation  and  strength,  and  the  kingdom  of  our  God,  and 
the  power  of  His  Christ ;  for  the  accuser  of  our  brethren 
is  cast  down,  which  accused  them  before  our  God  day  and 
night." 

Give  my  love  to  your  dear  wife,  the  bairns,  the 
Brown's,  and  T.  Camm. 

God  bless  you  indeed.         Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


E.M.S.  "Teutonic," 

Mid-Atlantic,  in  a  fog, 
August  28th,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  Frank, — Grace,  goodness  and  glory 
be  yours. 

I  have  a  few  minutes  to  spare  and  I  know  not  any  one 
that  I  would  sooner  give  them  to  than  to  your  own  dear 
self.  Since  we  have  had  an  existence  we  have  been  fellow 
sinners.  Since  Wednesday,  January  17th,  1872,  we 
have  been  fellow  citizens  with  the  saints  and  of  the 
household  of  God.  He  did  it,  and  brought  it  all  about 
when  we  were  unknown  to  each  other,  and  blessed  be 
His  dear  name,  He  has  graciously  sustained  us  in  the 
spiritual  relationship  then  begun.  He  is  good,  a  strong- 
hold in  the  day  of  trouble,  and  He  knoweth  them  that 
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trust  in  Him.  Through  evil  report  and  good  report  we 
have  known  and  loved  each  other  in  the  depths,  when 
Satan  and  sin  appeared  to  have  all  their  own  way  with 
us;  but  we  have  been  blessed  with  association  in  the 
heights  where  our  own  God  ever  beholds  His  eternally 
loved  children,  and  where  Satan  and  sin  can  never  rnar 
the  fair  beauty  of  the  Lord  which  He  has  certainly  put 
upon  us.  0  what  a  marvellous  favour  it  is  for  us  to 
know  that  we  are,  in  spite  of  our  sinfulness,  exalted  in 
the  righteousness  of  Jesus,  and  dignified  in  His  matchless 
perfections.  As  a  brother  in  Him  I  know  you,  and  pray 
God  ever  to  know  and  esteem  you.  It  is  a  sweet 
reflection,  that  the  friendship  between  us  was  not  began 
by  either  of  us.  He  began  it,  in  producing  in  us  mutual 
love  to  the  Friend  of  sinners,  who  loves  them,  receives 
them,  feeds  them,  counsels  them,  comforts  them,  and  do 
what  they  will — it  seems  almost  too  much  to  say,  but  say 
it  I  must — sin  as  they  will,  He  will  never  give  them  up, 
but  carry  them  right  home  to  His  rest  up  yonder.  Yes, 
He  began  it,  and  I  have  no  desire  to  end  it,  no,  nor  to 
mar  it  in  any  way. 

Yet,  our  regard  for  each  other  is  not  because  we  can 
and  do  serve  the  law  of  sin  with  the  flesh,  oh,  no  !  That 
would  be  what  Arminian  fools,  and  Calvanistic  senti- 
mentalists style  Antinomianism.  We  belong  to  none  of 
the  three,  but  to  that  favoured  number,  who,  though 
sinners,  are  saved,  and  "  though  sinning  are  free  from  all 
sin." 

"  Ne'er  had  we  felt  the  guilt  of  sin 

Nor  sweets  of  pard'ning  love, 
Except  our  worthless  names  had  been 

Enroll'd  to  life  above." 

All  friendship  apart  from  the  companions  of  the  Friend 
of  sinners  is  transient,  worthless,  and  yields  continual 
disappointment.  If  our  love  were  not  in  the  Lord  we 
should  never  be  to  each  other  according  to  our  anticipa- 
tions. "  The  expectation  of  the  wicked  shall  perish." 
"  The  desire  of  the  righteous  shall  be  granted."  "  Hence- 
forth know  we  no  man  after  the  flesh." 

My  stay  in  America  has  been  one  continued  round  of 
enjoyment  without  interruption.  God's  people  there 
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have  vied  with  each  other  in  trying  to  make  me  happy. 
All  the  services  have  been  well  attended,  and  great  grace 
was  evidently  given  to  the  living  in  Jerusalem.  Last 
Thursday  I  went  to  a  place  called  Sharon.  The  railway 
ride  from  Albany  was  pretty,  beautiful,  grand,  glorious  ! 
Lovely  hills,  wooded  mountains,  giant  rocks,  deep  ravines, 
green  pastures,  all  combined  to  fill  the  eyes  with  delight, 
and  the  heart  with  adoring  gratitude.  We  were  quite  a 
company  at  the  farm,  and  in  the  afternoon  a  large  con- 
gregation assembled  in  the  church  and  heard  the  word 
right  gladly  from  Matt.  xvii.  8.  In  the  evening  the  farm 
was  crowded  to  tea,  and  ere  the  people  retired  I  gave  an 
address  from  John  xx.  18.  It  was  good. 

On  Friday  morning  I  was  up  at  5.20,  and  after  an 
early  breakfast  we  went  in  wagons  to  Sharon  Springs, 
a  lovely  spot  with  springs  of  water  like  Harrogate.  I 
drank  one  glass,  which  to  me  was  cesspoolish,  though 
very  clear.  It  is  a  delightful  place,  and  caused  me  to  feel 
almost  that  I  should  like  to  live  near  to  it.  All  the  road 
from  Sharon  is  on  the  solid  rock,  and  the  views  near  and 
distant  must  be  seen  to  be  appreciated.  At  half -past  ten 
we  were  again  in  the  church,  which  was  fuller  still. 
Text,  John  xvii.  26.  Didn't  they  like  it!  So  did  I. 
It  was  good.  A  great  crowd  dined  at  the  farm.  It  was 
nice  to  see  the  open  house,  and  open  heart  of  these  dear 
truth  loving  people.  At  dinner,  dear  old  Margaret  Ball, 
old  Domini  Bellenger's  eldest  daughter,  broke  forth  in  a 
strain  of  joyful  praise.  "  0  the  goodness  and  mercy  of 
our  gracious  God  to  me,  the  basest  of  all  sinners.  I  have 
been  for  weeks  in  deep  dark  places,  wondering  what 
would  become  of  me,  and  God  has  sent  deliverance  all  the 
way  across  the  wide  ocean  by  the  hand  of  His  dear 
ministering  servant.  My  soul  is  in  the  heights !  How 
can  I  praise  Him  for  His  pardoning  mercy  ?  "  There 
was  not  a  dry  eye  at  the  table,  and  even  now  my  eyes 
moisten  at  the  thought  of  it.  What  has  God  wrought ! 

It  is  now  Sunday  afternoon.  We  have  had  three  days' 
fog.  Hope  to  be  in  Liverpool  on  Wednesday  forenoon. 
The  doctor  and  Purser  asked  me  to  take  the  service  this 
morning.  I  refused,  but  read  the  lessons,  2  Kings  xi., 
1  Cor.  x. 
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Thank  God  I  am  well. 
Hope  to  see  you  soon. 
Love  to  Mrs.  Whitlock  and  all  the  rest. 
God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  F.  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

September  llth,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and 
every  good  be  yours  abounding  and  abiding. 

Since  I  last  saw  you  I  have  had  good  cause  to  sing : 
"  Toss'd  with  tempest  I  have  been, 

In  the  deep  Thy  footsteps  seen  ; 
Sorrows,  sins,  temptations  thro', 
God  hath  helped  me  hitherto." 

From  my  leaving  Liverpool  to  my  return  home,  the 
Lord  blessed  me  with  one  continued  round  of  happiness 
and  spiritual  enjoyment.  His  favour  was  manifest  at 
every  turn.  On  Sunday,  July  26th,  I  preached  on  board 
the  "  Britannic  "  in  Mid-Atlantic,  from  2  Thess.  i.  11, 12. 
The  truths  spoken  made  a  deep  impression  upon  several 
on  board.  From  the  time  of  my  arrival  in  America,  to 
my  leaving,  the  Lord  was  with  me,  and  manifested  Him- 
self in  every  place  where  I  was  privileged  to  open  my 
mouth  in  His  name. 

On  my  leaving,  which  I  was  reluctant  to  do,  strong 
men  gave  way  to  bitter  weeping,  which  was  too  much  for 
rne,  and  I  was  thankful  to  feel  the  ship  sai]  from  the 
scene  of  spiritual  sorrow. 

May  I  come  to  see  you  on  Wednesday  next,  the  16th? 

We  can  have  a  service  in  the  evening,  and  a  gathering 
on  Thursday  evening,  when  I  shall  be  pleased  to  relate 
the  Lord's  gracious  dealings  with  me  during  my  visits  to 
His  own  in  the  States  of  New  York  and  New  Jersey. 

I  am  very  well,  so  are  all  mine. 

My  love  to  dear  Mrs.  Porter  and  to  all  your  chicks. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

Did  I  give  you  a  set  of  Mr.  Fish's  sermons  ? 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 
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12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

October  2nd,  1891. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Sister  in  Him, — Grace,  and  the 
King  of  grace  ever  be  with  you. 

It  was  with  great  pleasure  I  received  the  message,  that 
I  had  unconsciously  contributed  to  your  happiness  on  the 
morning  of  the  Anniversary  of  your  birthday.  Well,  the 
Controller  of  all  our  concerns,  and  the  Manager  of  our 
mean  affairs  knew  all  about  it,  and  so  ordered  that  on  the 
very  morning  of  the  30th  you  should  receive  my  small 
contribution  to  your  cup  of  spiritual  joy. 

The  Lord  was  very  gracious  to  me  during  my  visit  to 
America. 

The  trip  across  the  Atlantic  there,  was  beautiful  all  the 
way. 

On  the  Sunday  morning  of  July  26th  I  preached  with 
great  liberty  on  board  the  "  Britannic,"  in  Mid- Atlantic, 
from  2  Thess.  i.  11, 12.  Many  were  impressed  and  some 
would  have  argued,  but  I  would  not  dispute  with  them. 

My  visits  to  the  brethren  in  many  parts  formed  one 
unbroken  round  of  spiritual  enjoyment.  The  seasons  of 
true  spiritual  refreshing  were  wonderful,  and  it  was 
reluctantly  I  left  a  living,  loving,  but  sorrowful  people. 

I  left  New  York  on  the  morning  of  August  26th  and, 
after  a  foggy  and  stormy  passage,  arrived  at  Liverpool  on 
the  morning  of  September  2nd.  Thus  I  have  great 
reason  to  rejoice  with  thanksgiving,  and 

"  Sing  of  the  Lord,  who  reigns  supreme 

O'er  earth  and  heaven  above ; 
Sing  how  His  providential  care 
I  daily  share  and  prove. 

I  know  no  time  when  Thou  didst  not 

Thy  lovingkindness  show 
To  me,  in  acts  of  Sovereign  Grace, 

And  providences  too." 

I  have  returned  to  prove  afresh  that  the  devil  is  not 
dead,  and  that  earth  is  not  my  place  of  rest.  But 
blessings  upon  the  head  of  King  Emmanuel,  I  know  He 
is  Master,  Lord,  Sovereign.  Greater  is  He  that  is  in  us 
than  he  that  is  in  the  world. 
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We  had  a  very  blessed  day  at  the  Grove  last  Sunday, 
Good  congregations.  Texts,  2  Tim.  i.  10,  and  Luke  x.  20. 

Thank  God  I  am  better  in  health  and  strength  than  I 
have  been  for  years. 

Wishing  you  much  of  the  Master's  presence,  with 
much  heart  melting  enjoyment  of  the  preciousness  of 
His  love,  blood,  righteousness,  and  adorable  Person. 

I  remain,  Yours  faithfully, 
Mrs.  Reed.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

October  3rd,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — "  The  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
be  with  thy  spirit.  Grace  be  with  you."  I  read  that 
this  morning  and  thought  of  you.  May  you  all  be  led 
into  the  length,  breadth,  depth,  height,  sweetness,  savour, 
and  power  of  it. 

The  other  day  I  came  across  some  verses,  and  it  strikes 
me  that  should  my  rebellious  brother  see  them,  the  Lord 
by  them  would  slay  his  rebelliousness  for  a  minute  or  two. 
Look  at  them. 

"  And  often  times  the  Saviour  has 
My  Shield  and  Buckler  been  ; 
Kinder  by  far  than  earthly  friend 
These  eyes  have  ever  seen. 

Men  I  have  known,  with  hate  and  rage, 

Block  up  my  onward  way  ; 
But  soon,  like  chaff  before  the  wind, 

The  Lord  swept  such  away. 

Yes,  such  there  have  been,  such  there  are  ; 

God  knew  them,  knows  them  now  ; 
Enough,  my  soul !  there  let  me  wait, 

And  at  His  footstool  bow. 

Men  curse  in  vain  ;  when  Jesus  smiles 

His  blessing  makes  all  right ; 
Possession  follows  promise  given 

As  morning  follows  night." 

I  am  still  surrounded  with  mercy,  and  with  it  all  my 
wretched  flesh  knows  not  how  to  be  quiet  and  behave 
itself.  Yet  I  am  favoured  to  cry,  "  O  wretched  man  that 
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I  am,  who  shall  deliver  me  from  this  body  of  death?" 
And  still  further  indulged  with  assurance,  "  I  thank  God 
through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord." 

May  I  come  to  you  on  Thursday  15th  and  stay  with 
you  until  Saturday  ?  If  inconvenient  in  any  way,  say 
so,  and  it  will  be  all  right. 

Give  my  unfeigned  love  in  Him  to  your  dear  wife  and 
the  bairns,  T.  Camm,  and  the  Browns. 

The  God  of  love  and  peace  be  with  you  all. 

May  He  bless  you  indeed.         Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BBADBUBY. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 
October  4th,  1891. 

My  dear  Sister  Libby, — Grace  shall  be  with  you, 
mercy,  and  peace,  from  God  the  Father,  and  from  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  the  Father  in  truth  and 
love. 

I  have  wished  to  write  to  you  ever  since  I  was  brought 
home  to  roam  as  a  pilgrim  in  a  thirsty  and  barren  land, 
where  seasons  of  spiritual  refreshing  are  only  enjoyed 
descending  from  the  clouds  of  Sovereign  mercy.  For 
you  know  that  showers  of  blessing  descend  not  at  random 
or  by  chance,  but  in  His  season  whose  are  the  balancings 
of  the  clouds,  who  causes  it  to  rain  upon  one  city  and  not 
upon  another  (Amos  iv.  7;  Job  xxxvii.  16).  When 
-Gideon's  fleece  was  wet,  all  around  it  was  dry.  When 
the  fleece  was  dry,  all  around  it  was  wet  (Judges  vi. 
36 — 40).  And  I  have  known  times  when  I  have  been 
spiritually  parched  and  dry  when  copious  showers  of 
blessing  have  been  descending  on  all  around  me.  I  do  not 
like  that,  but  I  have  to  say  Amen  to  it  for  all  my  dis- 
liking. And  when  my  spirit  has  been  refreshed  I  have 
not  been  left  destitute  of  a  prayer  for  spiritual  refreshing 
to  be  vouchsafed  to  all  my  Father's  children  around  me. 

My  visit  to  yon  dear  pilgrim  people  this  year  was  one 
unceasing  and  unmingled  round  of  true  spiritual  enjoy- 
ment. My  Master's  footsteps  were  very  clear  in  the 
sands  of  the  desert  before  me.  The  sound  of  His  gracious 
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voice  was  distinctly  heard  behind  me.  Wherever  I  went 
I  enjoyed  His  -presence  in  the  company  of  His  loved 
ones.  All  this  blessing  was  because  the  means  of  grace 
were  all  in  His  own  hands,  while  the  hope  of  glory  was 
the  rejoicing  of  my  heart.  Thus  blest,  I  frequently  sing 
and  make  melody  in  my  heart  unto  the  Lord,  thus : 

"  Have  I  Thy  grace  ?  Ah !  oft  I  cry, 
'  Lord  !  this  I  fain  would  know  1 
And  if  I  have  not,  gracious  God, 
The  precious  gift  bestow.' 

But  if  I  have,  how  great  the  boon, 

How  sovereign  and  how  free  ! 
But  stranger  still  that  God's  dear  choice 

Should  ever  rest  on  me. 

That  I  have  not,  I  dare  not  say  : 

No  !  no !  a  voice  within 
Breaks  forth — He  is  my  Lord  and  God, 

In  spite  of  inbred  sin." 

For  years,  ever  since  the  year  1847,  I  have  been 
greatly  interested  in  the  character  of  Mephibosheth  as 
set  forth  in  the  2nd  book  of  Samuel.  To-day,  those 
words  of  his,  expressing  love  to  David  and  self-renuncia- 
tion, have  come  with  sweetness  and  power  to  my  heart : 
"  Yea,  let  him  take  all,  forasmuch  as  my  lord  the  king  is 
come  again  in  peace  to  his  own  house  "  (2  Sam.  xix.  30). 
I  have  felt  myself  a  poor  lame  thing,  lame  of  both  feet, 
who,  if  1  go  at  all,  I  must  be  carried.  Our  spiritual  David 
— our  Beloved,  sought  me,  caught  me,  carried  me  on  His 
shoulders  of  sovereignty  and  in  His  bosom  of  love,  and 
must  carry  me  still.  Sometimes  I  cry,  "  0  when  wilt 
Thou  come  unto  me  ?  "  and  when  He  comes,  I  still  cry, 
"  0  !  Why  hast  Thou  come  unto  me  ?  "  Yes,  we  may 
well,  each  of  us  who  are  so  highly  favoured,  cry,  Why 
me?  Why  me?  When  we  think  of  the  corning  of  our 
God  and  King,  Emmanuel,  to  reign  and  rule  by  love  in 
our  hearts,  these  words  are  very  precious  :  "My  Lord  the 
King  is  come  again  in  peace  to  His  own  house."  Libby, 
look  at  those  last  three  words,  His  own  house."  That 
means  your  heart  and  my  heart.  These  He  has  had  for 
His  house,  His  abode,  His  dwelling-place  for  many  a  long 
year,  at  least  I  have  felt  it  so.  Yet  I  greatly  desire  my 
loving  Sovereign  to  take  up  His  residence,  and  make 
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Himself  in  my  judgment,  faith,  and  affection,  still  more 
and  more  at  home,  that  even  in  the  darkness,  I  may  say 
to  Him,  "  Thou  art  King  of  my  heart  to-night."  I  love 
those  loving  words  of  His  to  me,  "  If  a  man  love  Me,  he 
will  keep  My  words  ;  and  My  Father  will  love  him,  and 
We  will  come  to  him,  and  make  Our  abode  with  him  " 
(John  xiv.  23).  In  the  fulfilment  of  this  most  gracious 
promise  we  think  little  of  the  house  because  of  the 
presence  of  the  Master.  We  are  then  experimentally  at 
home  with  the  Lord  and  absent  spiritually  from  the  body, 
the  flesh,  the  old  man.  When  He  says,  "  Peace  be  to  this 
house,"  the  peace  of  God  thus  proclaimed,  rules  in  our 
hearts,  and  keeps  us  in  the  knowledge  and  love  of  the 
Father  and  of  His  Son  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord  ;  the  Lord 
and  Kuler  of  His  own  house,  whose  house  are  we.  As 
all  this  takes  place  by  the  sweet  energizing  of  His  Spirit, 
we  feel  emptied  and  weary  of  earth  and  all  its  fleeting 
baubles,  while  the  treasure  we've  found  in  His  love  has 
made  us  but  pilgrims  below.  We  have  no  desire  that 
any  nook  or  cranny,  in  the  redeemed,  dedicated,  con- 
secrated house,  shall  be  unoccupied  by  Him. 
"  Constrain  my  soul  Thy  sway  to  own ; 

Self-will,  self-righteousness  dethrone  ; 
Each  idol  tread  beneath  Thy  feet, 

And  to  Thyself  the  conquest  get." 

The  genuine  desire  of  my  heart  is,  that  it,  my  heart, 
His  own  house,  may  be  constantly  filled  with  His  glory, 
Haggai  ii.  7 — 9. 

Now  I  must  stop.  Give  my  kindest  love  in  Him  to 
your  dear  little  mother,  and  Hannah. 

I  shall  be  counting  the  months  until  I  see  you  again. 

I  was  very  weary  in  the  chapel  yesterday,  but  many 
enjoyed  His  rest.  Prov.  xxii.  11 ;  Luke  x.  20. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Miss  L.  Barringer,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U'.S.A. 

12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 

October  22nd,  1891. 
My  dear  Friend  and  Sister  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
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God's  Elect, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love,  ever  be  yours 
by  the  indwelling,  sealing,  and  bedewing  of  the  Holy 
Ghost. 

Many  times  I  have  longed  to  write  you  since  my 
gracious  Companion,  sovereign  Controller,  and  allwise 
Conductor  brought  ine  home  in  safety  and  peace  to  my 
loved  ones,  and  to  the  work  to  which  He  has  so  graciously 
appointed  me. 

Thorns  and  briers,  temptations  and  trials,  dangers  and 
distresses,  abound  still  in  the  wilderness,  at  least  in  those 
parts  of  it  through  which  He  is  pleased  to  lead  me  and 
guide  me.  Yet,  blessings  upon  my  gracious  God,  whose 
is  the  wilderness  and  the  way  through  it,  here  and  there 
He  discovers  to  my  longing  soul  a  cool,  restful,  and 
refreshing  oasis  where  peace,  tranquillity  and  joy  abound. 
Such  an  indulgence  was  mine  all  the  time  I  was  with  the 
saints  and  faithful  brethren  in  your  beautiful  land,  a  land 
beautiful  and  adorned  by  our  own  God,  and  marred  by 
man,  "  Where  every  prospect  pleases,  and  only  man — man 
out  of  Christ — is  vile."  Yes,  that  is  painfully  true;  man 
soils  and  spoils  everything  to  which  he  puts  his  hand. 

I  cannot  express  to  you  one  half  of  the  joy  my  heart 
experiences  in  the  possession  of  an  interest  in  covenant 
love,  atoning  blood,  justifying  righteousness,  separating 
grace,  and  upholding  power.  But  all  these  would  be  as 
nothing  to  me  without  the  enjoyment  of  the  companion- 
ship of  my  covenant  Surety,  my  succouring  Saviour,  my 
obedient  Head,  my  loving  Sanctifier,  and  my  constant 
Sustainer.  It  is  most  blessed  to  love  and  prize  Him  for 
His  own  personal  worth,  more  than  for  the  selfish  motive 
of  seeking  His  notice  and  favour  because  of  what  He 
gives  to  me,  and  does  for  me.  This  is  unselfish,  and 
is  sweet  security  against  the  danger  of  prizing  His  gifts 
more  than  Himself,  and  of  losing  sight  of  Him  in  the 
enjoyment  of  them. 

"  A  bleeding  Saviour  seen  by  faith, 

A  sense  of  pard'ning  love, 
A  hope  that  triumphs  over  death 
Give  joys  like  those  above." 

My  desire  for  you  is  that  you  may  be  blest  increasingly 
with  the  knowledge  and  enjoyment  of  Himself  as  revealed 
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in  God's  blessed  Book,  and  to  your  heart  by  the  grace  and 
indwelling  of  His  blessed  Spirit.  It  is  this  invigorates 
one's  spirit  in  seeking  His  fame  and  renown,  and  in 
longing  for  others  to  share  with  us  the  calm  quiet  of  His 
society,  the  joys  of  His  salvation,  and  the  upholdings  of 
His  free  Spirit.  Did  you  ever  notice  those  precious  lines 
by  the  Redeemed  Atheist : 

"  One  wish  have  I,  and  only  one. 

Arising  day  by  day — 
To  serve  the  children  of  Thy  Son 
As  He  shall  point  the  way. 

The  deep,  rich  bliss  that  steeps  my  soul, 

I  fain  with  them  would  share ; 
Or,  when  time's  sorrows  deeply  roll, 

Be  one  with  them  in  prayer." 

These  words  have  sweetly  forced  themselves  upon  my 
mind  in  reference  to  your  question  concerning  sending 
your  children  to  a  Sunday  School.     Ponder  over  that  line  : 
"  As  He  shall  point  tlie  way" 

Sunday  Schools  were  instituted  for  gutter  children — 
city  Arabs.  I  am  afraid  in  the  majority  of  Sunday 
Schools  "  The  instruction  that  causeth  to  err  from  the 
words  of  knowledge  "  is  imparted. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  and  yours  with  much  of  Him- 
self as  your  father's  God. 

Love  to  your  dear  husband. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mrs.  S.  H.  McElroy,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

December  2(5^,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  all  needful  good 
ever  attend  you. 

Goodness  and  mercy  have  followed  you  until  now. 
Love  and  grace  have  gone  before  you. 
Pity  and  compassion  have  attended  you. 
Covenant  care  has  carried  you. 
Everlasting  arms  have  upheld  you. 
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A  gracious  Preserver,  Protector  and  Provider  has  not 
failed  you  for  one  moment  in  them  all. 

In  every  trial  you  have  had  a  triumph. 

In  every  sorrow  you  have  not  lacked  a  solace. 

You  will  be  wondering,  no  doubt,  how  I  have  been 
faring  since  I  left  you. 

I  enjoyed  the  drive  to  Grantham  very  much. 

The  journey  home  was  in  peace  and  quietness. 

On  Sunday  morning,  December  13th,  my  back  was  so 
painful  that  I  could  not  stretch  my  hands  to  the  water 
bowl  to  wash  me. 

Preaching  that  day  was  very  painful  to  the  flesh, 
though  pleasant  to  the  spirit. 

Ever  since  I  have  been  moving  about  like  a  crooked  K. 

Thank  God  I  feel  very  much  better,  but  proving  afresh 
that  perfection  is  only  experimentally  reached  through 
suffering,  and  that  perfection  will  be  when  suffering  is  no 
more,  but  not  because  of  it. 

Lady  Powerscourt's  hymn,  255,  best  describes  my  state 
just  now. 

0  the  blessedness  of  knowing  that  we  have  a  Jesus 
who  perfectly   understands  us   when  all   else   misunder- 
stand and  misrepresent  us. 

Thank  God  to  be  unknown  with  Him  ;  but  well-known 
by  Him. 

1  hope  your  dear  wife  is  better. 
My  love  to  all  your  chicks. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BEADBUBY. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
December  2Mh,  1891. 

My  dear  Sister  Ellen, — May  grace  to  help  be  found 
by  you  in  every  time  of  need. 

May  grace  sufficient  be  yours  in  every  season  of  trial. 

May  grace  abundant  be  revealed  to  you  in  every  day  of 
temptation. 
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May  grace  exceeding  all  your  faith,  desires  and  fears 
be  sweetly  vouchsafed  to  you  in  every  hour  of  tribula- 
tion. 

May  the  God  of  all  grace  bless  you  with  His  own  good 
word  of  promise  that  at  evening  time  it  shall  be  light, 
and  when  sin,  suffering,  and  sorrow  are  departing  for 
ever,  "  An  entrance  shall  be  ministered  unto  you  abund- 
antly into  the  everlasting  kingdom  of  our  Lord  and 
Saviour  Jesus  Christ."  Leaning  upon  the  Beloved  is  the 
order  of  that  entrance,  and  I  feel  persuaded  by  Him  you 
have  loved  so  long  that  He  will  not  fail  you  then. 

Your  experience  of  the  lovingkindness  of  the  Lord  has 
been,  and  is,  very  much  like  that  of  Asaph,  and  I  believe, 
will  be. 

For  the  present,  he  could  say,  "  Nevertheless  I  am 
continually  with  Thee." 

For  the  past,  he  said,  "  Thou  hast  holden  me  by  my 
right  hand." 

For  the  future,  he  declared,  "  Thou  shalt  guide  me 
with  Thy  counsel,  and  afterward  receive  me  to  glory." 

The  true  experience  of  his  soul  was  in  daily  proof: 
*'  Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee  ?  and  there  is  none 
upon  earth  that  I  desire  beside  Thee." 

The  confidence  of  his  exercised  spirit  was  :  "  My  flesh 
and  my  heart  faileth ;  but  God  is  the  Strength  of  my 
heart,  and  my  Portion  for  ever." 

I  have  not  written  to  you  for  some  time,  but  that  has 
not  been  because  I  love  you  any  the  less — 0  !  no.  The 
Lord  knows  that  I  do  not  know  of  one  so  warmly 
enshrined  in  my  heart  as  dear  old  Ellen  Turton. 

This  year  has  been  one  of  peculiar  straits  and  trials  to 
me ;  but  I  have  been  taught  to  keep  these  things  to 
myself,  only  when  I  am  indulged  with  nearness  to  my 
Lord  the  King. 

We  have  all  been  under  the  doctor  of  late.  A  fortnight 
ago  I  was  thrown  out  of  a  dog-cart,  greatly  shaken,  but 
mercifully  cared  for. 

All  the  family  unite  in  a  hearty,  God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mrs.  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 

Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 

February  24th,  1892. 

My  dear  Brother  Henry, — Grace  and  peace  ever  be 
yours. 

It  seems  an  age  since  last  I  wrote  to  you,  but  weak- 
ness and  work  must  be — not  my  apology,  for  there  are  no 
apologies,  compliments,  or  excuses,  in  the  kingdom  of 
our  God — but  my  reason,  for  not  paying  that  attention 
which  I  feel  is  due  to  you  as  a  brother  in  the  same  family, 
a  member  of  the  same  body,  a  traveller  in  the  same  path, 
and,  when  I  am  on  your  side  of  the  deep  and  wide  sea,  a 
real  Gaius — mine  host.  May  He  who  gives  liberally, 
burden  you  with  His  gracious  liberality. 

The  attack  of  influenza  left  me  very  weak,  but  not  too 
weak  to  bless  my  covenant  God  for  His  great  goodness, 
covenant  care,  constant  concern,  and  unwearied  attention 
to  me  and  mine.  "He  forgiveth  all  mine  iniquities,  He 
healeth  all  my  diseases;  He  redeemeth  my  life  from 
destruction;  He  crowneth  me  with  loving-kindness  and 
tender  mercies ;  He  satisfieth  my  mouth  with  good  things, 
so  that  my  youth  is  renewed  like  the  eagle's." 

Do  you  notice  that  word  "youth"?  Many  times  I 
have  blessed  God  for  it.  Have  you  ?  It  tells  me,  that 
with  all  the  change  and  decay  of  our  old  nature,  the  new 
man  never  grows  old.  Grey  hairs  and  wrinkles  will 
appear  upon  us  as  the  children  of  Adam.  Unchanging 
youth  and  beauty  are  ours  as  the  children  of  God.  I  was 
reading  the  other  day,  and  felt  there  was  more  in  it  than 
I  could  get  at :  "  And  the  Lord  their  God  shall  save 
them  in  that  day  as  the  flock  of  His  people  ;  for  they 
shall  be  as  the  stones  of  a  crown,  lifted  up  as  an  ensign 
upon  His  land.  For  how  great  is  His  goodness,  and  how 
great  is  His  beauty;  corn  shall  make  the  young  men 
cheerful,  and  new  wine  the  maids  "  (Zech.  ix.  16,  17). 

Tell  me  what  you  think  about  it  when  I  see  you. 

Many  strange  spots  have  I  gone  through  since  last  I 
wrote  to  you,  where  no  company  would  have  been  good 
for  me  but  that  of  my  Best  Friend.  But  in  every  one  of 
these  He  has  succoured  me,  sustained  me,  sympathized 
with  me,  and,  best  of  all,  saved  me  from  myself. 
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Wretched,  disagreeable  self.  He  puts  a  bit  of  sugar  in 
my  tea  every  day.  He  never  brings  a  cloud  over  me 
without  the  bow.  He  cannot  cause  grief  without  com- 
passion. 

Last  Sunday  was  a  day  of  favour  to  me.  God  sent 
His  word  to  many  a  heart,  morning  and  evening,  from 
the  words  :  "Christ  is  All  and  in  all"  (Col.  iii.  11).  This 
is  a  blessed  subject.  Christ  is  all  in  creation,  "  For  with- 
out Him  was  not  any  thing  made  that  was  made  "  (John 
i.  3) .  Christ  is  all  in  providence,  "  For  by  Him  all  things 
subsist"  (Col.  i.  17).  Christ  is  all  of  Holy  Scripture, 
"  For  the  testimony  of  Jesus  is  the  spirit  of  prophecy  " 
(Kev.  xix.  10).  Christ  is  all  in  experience:  "Whom  have 
I  in  heaven  but  Thee?"  etc.  (Psalm  Ixxiii.  25).  Christ 
is  all  in  glory:  " The  Lamb  is  all  the  glory  of  Emmanuel's 
land." 

Christ  is  in  all.  In  all  that  happens  to  us  in  life,  death, 
time,  and  eternity.  In  need  our  Supply.  From  sin  our 
Salvation.  In  sorrow  our  Solace.  In  suffering  our 
Sympathizer.  In  temptation  our  Succour.  In  tribula- 
tion our  Sustainer.  In  death  our  Companion.  In 
heaven  our  Bliss. 

On  Tuesday  evening  I  went  to  chapel  and  preached 
with  great  liberty  from  Gal.  iii.  22. 

Blessed  be  our  gracious  Restorer,  my  wife  and  I  are 
very  much  better,  and  I  feel  that  I  would  hasten  the  time 
of  my  appearing  among  you,  but  it  is  mine  to  wait.  July 
20th  will  soon  be  here,  and  soon  gone.  O  what  a  mercy 
to  live  in  the  Eternal. 

Love  to  Mrs.  Gaius,  Elmer,  John,  and  all  who  love  me 
in  Him.  God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Hy.  Winters,  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y..  U.S.A. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  London,  S.E., 

March  1th,  1892. 

My  dear  Brother  Henry, — The  blessings  of  the  lasting 
hills  rest  upon  you,  and  be  sweetly  enjoyed  by  you  and 
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yours  all  through  your  wilderness  wanderings  and  so- 
journings. 

Thank  you  heartily  for  your  kind  and  welcome  letter 
which  found  me  in  bed  this  morning  after  a  very  burden- 
some time  in  the  pulpit  yesterday. 

You  cannot  tell  how  pleased  I  was  to  hear  of  "Manna  " 
being  relished  in  the  Troy  Boom.  I  felt  sure  it  would 
prove  a  heaven-sent  meal  wherever  it  might  be  read. 

I  am  posting  another  MS.  to  you  to-day  on  Luke  i.  68. 
The  blessing  of  the  ever-blessed  God  go  with  it. 

Poor  dear  John,  I  almost  felt  the  twinges  of  his  back 
in  mine.  I  was  glad  his  heart  was  set  all  aglow  with 
heavenly  love  and  truth.  Our  God  knows  well  when  to 
work  for  the  comfort  and  encouragement  of  His  own.  He 
always  does  His  work  well.  Perfect. 

I  do  not  think  you  are  more  anxious  than  I  am  for 
July  20th.  My  heart  yearns  to  be  with  you.  My  spirit 
groans  to  be  burdened  with  the  good  things  of  the  king- 
dom for  the  poor  of  the  flock  about  you. 

Last  Sunday  but  one  the  Lord  sent  His  word  to  the 
waiters  at  the  Grove  in  the  morning  from  the  words — 
"  Christ  in  all." 

It  was  a  blessed  time  to  many.  In  the  evening  the 
message  was  from  Lam.  iii.  22. 

On  Wednesday  2nd,  went  to  Watford,  and  preached 
from  2  Sam.  vii.  21. 

On  Thursday  3rd,  the  Lord  sent  His  message  to  .a  few 
who  needed  it  at  Welwyn  from  2  Sam.  xv.  25,  26. 

Through  the  rest  of  the  week, I  rested  at  home.  I 
greatly  needed  it,  for  I  really  have  no  strength  to  spare. 

Yesterday  I  experienced  burdensome  and  heavy  seasons 
in  the  pulpit.  The  texts  were  2  Sam.  xix.  20  and  Zech. 
ix.  16.  I  will  try  to  tell  you  a  little  of  the  morning's 
discourse. 

The  words  were  those  of  a  great  sinner  and  traitor 
against  David.  In  them  I  discover  myself  a  great  sinner 
against  God,  a  great  traitor  and  rebel  against  my  LORD 
and  King  Immanuel.  Those  three  words  are  mine. 

"  I  have  sinned."  This  is  a  painful  confession  from 
the  heart  of  every  convicted  and  convinced  sinner.  I 
have  sinned  in  the  Adam  transgression.  "  I  have 
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sinned  "  all  along  my  unregenerate  career.  "  I  have 
sinned,"  0  awful  sinner !  in  the  face  of  grace  given, 
mercies  multiplied  and  continuous  care.  The  secret  of  all 
this  is  the  devilish  depravity  of  my  heart.  I  wonder  at 
times  is  there  another  heart  so  vile.  See  Gen.  vi.  5 ; 
Matt.  xv.  19. 

"J  know  that  I  have  sinned."  This  is  knowledge 
distressing,  and  distracting  at  times.  This  caused  David 
to  cry,  "  I  acknowledge  my  transgressions,  and  my  sin  is 
ever  before  me.  Against  Thee,  Thee  only,  have  I 
sinned  "  (Psalm  li.  3,  4).  Look  at  the  confession  of  the 
godly  remnant  in  Isaiah's  days  :  "  For  our  transgressions 
are  multiplied  before  Thee,  and  our  sins  testify  against 
us  ;  for  our  transgressions  are  with  us ;  and  as  for  our 
iniquities  we  know  them.  In  transgressing  and  lying 
against  the  LOED,  and  departing  away  from  our  God, 
speaking  oppression  and  revolt,  conceiving  and  uttering 
from  the  heart  words  of  falsehood"  (Isa.  lix.  12,13). 
That  is  all  me.  "  God  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner." 

"  I  am  come  the  first."  Because  the  greatest  sinner 
— the  first — the  chief  of  sinners.  I  come  the  first  of  all 
with  the  plea — "  For  Thy  name's  sake,  0  LORD,  pardon 
mine  iniquity  ;  for  it  is  great  "  (Psalm  xxv.  11). 

For  all  such  there  is  forgiveness  free,  full,  frank. 

Now  I  must  close. 

Love  to  P.,  E.,  and  J. 

GOD  bless  you  indeed.          Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Henry  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.  • 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

July  5th,  1892. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  faith  and  fear  of 
God's  elect, — Grace  and  all  needful  good  abound  and 
abide  with  you. 

I  thought  of  you  yesterday,  and  have  spoken  of  you 
many  times  to  those  who  love  us  in  the  truth,  and  for  the 
truth's  sake. 

I  am  so  thankful  to  God  for  His   mercy  to  you  in 
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giving  you,  as  a  true  yoke-fellow  in  the  ministry  of 
grace,  to  the  worthy  Vicar  of  Carbrook.  May  He  make 
you  mutual  "  helps "  to  each  other  in  these  days  of 
baneful  teaching. 

You  have  an  interesting  subject  to  present  before  your 
Clerical  Society.  Children  are  capable  of  nothing  but 
sinning  without  the  grace  and  indwelling  of  God  the 
Holy  Ghost.  Yet  God  does  wonders  in  and  by  children 
from  earliest  infancy — from  the  womb — aye,  in  the 
womb.  John  Baptist  jumped  for  joy  before  he  was  born. 
Samuel  was  favoured  with  Divine  communications  and 
favour  before  he  knew  the  Lord.  See  1  Sam.  iii.  7. 
Abijah,  though  young,  was  favoured  with  some  good 
thing  found  in  him  towards  the  Lord  God  of  Israel. 
1  Kings  xiv.  13. 

Babes  and  sucklings  show  forth  His  praise. 

God  is  a  sovereign  in  this  matter.  When  He  works 
none  can  hinder  Him,  and  little  Samuel  can  show  forth 
more  heavenly  light  and  wisdom  than  the  hoary-headed 
priest.  See  Luke  x.  21,  22  ;  1  Co.  ii.  11. 

When  I  was  five  years  of  age  Psalm  cxxxix.  1 — 6  over- 
awed me.  Sometimes  I  sigh  for  the  days  that  are  past. 

I  am  truly  sorry  to  hear  of  Battersby.  Glad  you  can 
help  him.  I  wish  I  could. 

I  go  to  preach  for  Holland  in  Edinburgh  next  Sunday. 

The  good  Lord  keep  you  near  to  Himself — 

"  Fearing  not  rejection, 
Glorying  in  election," 

and  blessing  Him  for  all. 

May  He  bless  you  indeed,  so  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Rev.  W.  Sykes.  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 


S.S.  "  Germanic," 
The  Atlantic, 

July  22nd,  1892. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  Frank, — Grace,  mercy, 
peace,  and  love,  with  all  needful  good  be  ever  yours 
through  all  the  changeful  scenes  of  this  sinful  world  to 
the  home  so  lovingly  prepared  for  you  up  yonder. 
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Since  last  I  saw  you  many  have  been  the  desires  of  my 
heart  to  wend  my  way  to  Limpsfield  for  a  friendly  chat 
and  a  little  unaffected  greeting  and  communion  by  the 
way.  But  I  cannot  do  the  things  that  I  would,  and 
frequently  my  heart  rests  where  my  flesh  rests  not.  The 
last  few  weeks  before  I  sailed  had  some  months  squeezed 
into  them,  so  that  sometimes  I  was  in  a  state  of  confusion 
and  uncertainty  as  to  What  I  should  do,  or  to  where  I 
should  go.  Whenever  I  fail  to  put  in  an  appearance 
where  you  expect  me,  set  that  not  down  to  my  ''  will 
not,"  but  to  my  "  can  not." 

You  know  1  went  to  Edinburgh  to  preach  there  on  the 
10th.  I  journeyed  there  on  the  8th,  and  was  made 
heartily  welcome  by  Mr.  Holland,  who  was  waiting  at 
Waverley  Station  to  greet  me.  I  was  at  home  at  once. 
On  the  9th  (Saturday)  we  went  to  North  Queensferry, 
which  lies  under  the  shadow  of  the  celebrated  Forth 
Bridge.  Mr.  Holland  took  his  choir  there  for  their 
annual  treat.  I  am  glad  I  went.  I  dined  in  a  quaint  old 
house  called  "  Craig  Dhu  "  with  a  Mrs.  Kussell,  the  wife 
of  a  solicitor  of  Dunfermline,  in  whom,  with  her  two 
daughters,  I  was  greatly  interested.  Afterwards  I  took 
tea  with  a  Mrs.  Elder  in  a  fine  old  mansion  situate  in 
spacious  grounds  lying  very  high,  and  overlooking  the 
Firth.  A  beautiful  view  of  the  bridge  and  its  stupendous 
dimensions  we  obtained  in  a  boat  in  which  we  were 
rowed  under  and  about  the  bridge.  Kain  coming  down 
copiously,  we  returned  earlier  than  we  intended,  to  Edin- 
burgh. 

Sunday  10th,  went  with  Mr.  Holland  to  his  church, 
St.  Thomas,  Episcopal.  Mr.  H.  read  the  service.  The 
Lord  gave  me  great  liberty  in  preaching  from  Eph.  iii.  12. 
A  wonderful  text — so  full — so  sweet — so  blessed.  It  was 
so  clear  and  savoury  to  me.  Let  me  try  to  tell  you 
something  about  it.  Text  :— 

"  In  whom  we  have  boldness  and  access  with  confidence 
by  the  faith  of  Him." 

Paul  was  a  remarkable  man.  He  was  a  man — not  a 
thing.  There  was  nothing  effeminate  or  flabby  in  his 
character.  Unregenerate  or  regenerate,  he  worked  with 
a  will.  At  the  feet  of  Gamaliel  he  studied  assiduously. 
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As  a  persecutor  he  persecuted  relentlessly.  As  an  apostle 
he  laboured  more  abundantly.  Up  to  the  gates  of 
Damascus  he  was  Saul  the  persecutor.  From  thence  to 
the  gates  of  glory  he  was  Paul  the  persecuted. 

In  this  we  see  the  scriptural  truth  of  the  retributive 
justice  of  God.  "With  what  measure  ye  mete,  it  shall 
be  measured  to  you  again"  (Matt.  vii.  2).  "  Seeing  it  is 
a  righteous  thing  with  God  to  recompense  tribulation  to 
them  that  trouble  you  "  (2  Thess.  i.  6). 

Whatever  character  Paul  bore  ministerially  he  ac- 
knowledged no  Master  but  Jesus  Christ.  Was  he  an 
apostle  ?  He  styles  himself  "  an  apostle  of  Jesus  Christ." 
Was  he  a  prisoner  ?  He  acknowledges  no  jailer  but 
Jesus  Christ.  Though  incarcerated  in  Nero's  prison,  and 
bound  with  Nero's  chain,  knowing  his  high  calling  in 
Jesus  Christ,  Nero  he  acknowledges  not.  Paul  the 
prisoner  and  Jesus  his  Jailer  had  rare  times  together  in 
sweet  communion  in  the  prison-house  at  Borne. 

Satan,  no  doubt,  thought  he  had  stopped  Paul's 
triumphant  progress  in  the  cause  of  Christ,  yet,  though 
Paul  was  bound,  he  tells  us  the  Word  of  God  was  not. 
In  prison  he  was  indulged  with  leisure  time  to  write 
many  of  his  matchless  epistles.  One  of  which  is  this 
glorious  inspired  letter  to  the  Ephesians.  It  is  a  wonder- 
ful production,  differing  much  from  all  other  books  of  the 
New  Testament.  It  ever  breathes  the  spirit  of  the 
Master's  presence  and  knows  nothing  of  His  absence. 
Hence  we  read  nothing  of  His  coming.  Here  we  see  not 
the  Head  in  heaven  and  the  members  upon  earth — the 
Shepherd  at  home  and  the  sheep  in  the  wilderness.  Oh, 
no ;  but  the  Saviour  and  the  saved  folded  in  the  sweets  of 
heavenly  communion.  It  is  styled  the  "  Family  Epistle," 
for  in  every  chapter  the  Father  is  revealed  at  home  with 
His  children  all  about  Him.  I  like  that. 

The  text  contains  a  variety  of  interesting  and  instruc- 
tive subjects — it  is  replete  with  Divine  truth.  The 
glorious  Three-in-One  appears  to  come  forth  from  the 
clouds  and  darkness  which  surround  Him,  and  clothed 
with  light,  majesty  and  strength,  He  brings  to  view  the 
hidden  things  of  His  kingdom,  and  explains  to  His 
eternally  loved  children  the  secrets  and  privileges  of  the 
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royal  family  of  grace.  Let  us  seek  to  know  more  of  a 
gracious  Saviour  and  His  worth  as  set  before  us  in  the 
words  of  our  text : — (I.)  Union — "  In  whom."  (II.) 
Address — "  We  have  boldness."  (III.)  Introduction — "  and 
access."  (IV.)  Stability—"  With  confidence."  (V.) 
Assurance — "  By  the  faith  of  Him." 

(I.)  Union — "In  whom."  Union  with  Christ  is  the 
glory  of  the  Gospel.  "  IN  CHRIST  "  is  the  motto  ever 
found  on  Paul's  apostolic  crest.  Look  at  it.  What  does 
it  mean  ?  The  meaning  of  a  word  is  frequently  discovered 
by  way  of  contrast.  The  opposite  to  the  position  "in" 
is  "  out."  Now  we,  who  are  here  assembled  in  St. 
Thomas's,  are  not  outside  at  the  same  time.  So  we,  who 
are  in  Christ  by  the  will  and  good  pleasure  of  the  Father, 
are  there  eternally. 

"  In  union  with  the  Lamb, 

From  condemnation  free ; 
The  saints  from  everlasting  were, 
And  shall  for  ever  be." 

This  oft-repeated  expression  denotes  freedom  and 
security.  Freedom  from  sin  and  its  guilt,  power,  and 
plague.  Security  from  curse,  wrath,  and  everlasting 
damnation.  It  is  graphically  illustrated  by  Israel  in 
Goshen  under  the  shelter  of  the  sprinkled  blood  of  the 
paschal  lamb,  when  the  destroying  angel  wrought  havoc 
with  the  first-born  in  every  house  and  hut  of  the 
Egyptians.  It  is  also  set  forth  in  the  ease  and  quiet  of 
Noah  and  his  family  in  the  Ark  when  the  waters  of 
judgment  drowned  the  world  of  the  ungodly. 

Many  are  the  metaphors  employed  by  the  Holy  Ghost 
to  elucidate  this  great,  glorious,  vital,  and  eternal  union. 
As  the  stone  is  in  the  building  so  we  are  in  Christ.  This 
is  an  indication  of  permanency,  durability,  stability.  But 
while  the  metaphor  fulfils  all  that  the  Holy  Ghost  designs 
by  it,  failure  attends  it  in  the  description  of  what  Jesus  is 
to  His  people,  and  what  they  are  in  Him.  For  instance, 
stones  may  be  removed  from  a  building  by  violence  or 
decay,  and  the  building  itself  fall  into  ruins,  perish,  and 
pass  away,  like  the  temple  of  Solomon,  and  the  great  wall 
and  mighty  palaces  of  Babylon.  The  metaphor  fails,  for 
living  stones  in  the  spiritual  temple  can  never  decay,  or 
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be  removed  (1  Peter  ii.  5 ;  Eph.  ii.  21,  22 ;  Psalm 
xxix.  9,  margin  :)  "  In  His  temple  every  whit  of  it 
uttereth  His  glory."  Again,  as  the  branch  is  in  the  vine, 
so  are  we  in  Christ.  This  indicates  life  and  fruit-bearing. 
But  the  branch  may  be  severed  from  the  vine  or  tree — 
wither,  and  die.  The  metaphor  fails,  for  spiritual  branches 
in  the  Tree  of  Life  abide  there  unceasingly  and  eternally. 
Again,  as  a  member  is  in  the  body,  so  are  we  in  Christ. 
This  indicates  vitality,  vigour,  and  sympathy.  Yet  we 
know  that  limbs  are  amputated,  and  bodies  perish,  putrify, 
and  pass  away.  Yes,  with  all  the  care  we  take  of  these 
poor  bodies  and  all  the  pride  they  engender,  soon,  very 
soon  at  the  longest,  the  worm  will  feed  sweetly  upon 
them,  and  complete  disintegration  will  take  place.  The 
metaphor  fails,  for  those  who  are  members  of  His  body, 
of  His  flesh,  and  of  His  bones,  remain  such  for  ever. 
Again  this  oneness  is  set  before  us  in  the  fifth  chapter  of 
this  epistle,  under  the  metaphor  of  husband  and  wife. 
What  union  down  here  so  close — so  endearing  ?  Though 
two  be  pronounced  in  law  and  love  one  flesh,  yet  the  time 
of  painful  separation  in  the  flesh  will  surely  come.  I 
remember  the  day,  now  over  forty  years  ago,  when  the 
words  rang  through  my  heart  with  ominous  import — 
"  Until  death  do  us  part."  It  is  most  blessed  for  two 
whom  God  has  made  one,  to  know  themselves  "  heirs 
together  of  the  grace  of  life"  (1  Peter  iii.  7).  Distance, 
divorce,  death,  frequently  separate  those  whom  marriage 
has  made  one.  The  metaphor  fails,  for  those  who  are 
one  with  Jesus,  in  the  bonds  of  eternal  wedlock,  can  never 
be  separated  from  Him. 

But  the  grace,  grandeur,  and  glory  of  eternal,  spiritual 
union,  which  metaphors,  each  and  all,  fail  to  describe,  are 
clearly,  accurately,  and  fully  revealed  to  His  own  in  the 
words  of  our  Head,  Husband,  and  Intercessor  recorded  in 
His  precious  prayer  :  "  That  they  all  may  be  one  ;  as  Thou, 
Father,  art  in  Me,  and  I  in  Thee,  that  they  also  may  be 
one  in  Us ;  that  the  world  may  believe  that  Thou  hast 
sent  Me.  And  the  glory  which  Thou  gavest  Me  I  have 
given  them;  that  they  may  be  one,  even  as  We  are  one:  I 
in  them  and  Thou  in  Me,  that  they  may  be  made  perfect  in 
one ;  and  that  the  world  may  know  that  Thou  hast  sent 


236         Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

Me,  and  hast  loved  them  as  Thou  hast  loved  Me  "  (John 
xvii.  21 — 23).  Thus  we  learn  from  the  lips  of  Incarnate 
and  Infallible  Truth,  that  which  metaphors  can  never 
unfold — the  mutual  inbeing  of  the  Church  in  Christ  and 
Christ  in  the  Church.  Not  simply  as  the  stone  in  the 
building — the  branch  in  the  tree — the  member  in  the 
body — the  wife  in  the  heart  of  her  husband ;  but,  as  the 
Father  is  in  the  Son,  and  the  Son  in  the  Father,  eternally, 
spiritually,  really,  substantially. 

"  What  from  Christ  that  soul  shall  sever, 

Bound  by  everlasting  bands  ? 
Once  in  Him,  in  Him  for  ever  ; 
Thus  th'  eternal  covenant  stands; 

None  shall  pluck  thee 
From  the  Strength  of  Israel's  hands." 

"  In  whom."  How  came  they  there  ?  Paul  answers 
the  question  in  1  Cor.  i.  30,  "  But  of  Him  are  ye  in  Christ 
Jesus."  No  mortal  ever  had  a  hand  in  the  gracious, 
glorious,  eternal  act.  Before  the  day-star  knew  its  place 
Jehovah's  delight  was  in  the  elect  sons  and  daughters  of 
men.  Even  then  He  rejoiced  in  the  habitable  part  of 
His  earth — the  election  of  grace.  Look  at  them  as  they 
appear  in  Christ  according  to  the  first  chapter  of  our 
epistle  !  Chosen  in  Him  to  salvation,  life,  grace,  and 
glory.  Blessed  in  Him  with  all  spiritual  blessings.  Pre- 
destinated in  Him  to  all  the  privileges  and  glories  of  His 
kingdom.  Accepted  in  Him  adorned  with  all  His  moral 
excellencies,  spiritual  graces,  and  mediatorial  glories. 
Redeemed  in  Him  from  hell,  curse,  and  all  evil.  Forgiven 
in  Him  from  all  sins,  past,  present,  and  to  come.  Gathered 
together  in  Him  to  the  enjoyment  of  an  eternal  inherit- 
ance. Sealed  in  Him  with  that  Holy  Spirit  of  promise. 
Believing  in  Him  according  to  His  resurrection  power. 
Quickened  together  in  Him.  liaised  up  together  in  Him. 
Made  nigh  to  God  in  Him.  Preserved  in  Him  (Jude  1). 
Then  glance  at  that  glorious  eighth  of  Romans  which 
commences  with  no  condemnation  in  Christ  Jesus,  and 
concludes  with  no  separation  from  Christ  Jesus.  But  the 
text  leads  up  to  the  contemplation  of  the  provisions  of 
grace  we  have  in  Christ  Jesus,  like  that  blessed  2  Tim.  i.  9. 
"  Who  hath  saved  us,  and  called  us  with  an  holy  calling, 
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not  according  to  our  works,  but  according  to  His  own 
purpose  and  grace,  which  was  given  us  in  Christ  Jesus 
before  the  world  began."  What  a  glorious  patrimony  ! 
Who  can  tell  that  which  is  untellable  ?  This  brings  us 
to  glance  at  the  privileges  recorded  in  the  text. 

(II.)  Address — "  We  have  boldness."  This  word 
"boldness"  has  drawn  forth  many  a  sigh  from  the 
exercised  hearts  of  numbers  of  God's  living  children,  who 
have  felt  everything  but  bold  in  approaching  the  throne 
of  the  heavenly  grace.  Reticence  and  diffidence  fre- 
quently characterise  the  living  comers  to  the  footstool  of 
sovereign  mercy.  It  is  their  relief  to  know  that  the  word 
"  boldness  "  does  not  signify  a  courageous  or  fearless 
spirit.  It  has  reference  more  to  the  supplicant's  address 
to  the  throne,  than  to  the  manner  of  his  coming.  The 
word  simply  means  speaking  all  one's  mind — making  a 
clean  breast  of  it — liberty  of  utterance — freedom  of 
speech.  Now  all  who  come  to  God  by  Jesus  Christ  have 
all  these  in  Him.  To  them  the  covenant  command  goes 
forth — "  Take  with  you  words,  and  turn  to  the  LORD  ; 
say  unto  Him,  Take  away  all  iniquity,  and  receive  us 
graciously  ;  so  will  we  render  the  calves  of  our  lips  " 
(Hosea  xiv.  2).  This  command  enforced  by  mighty 
power  begets  great  searching  of  heart,  while  the  searched 
sinner,  feeling  the  gist  of  Paul's  words — "  We  know  not 
what  to  pray  for  as  we  ought " — falls  down  in  spirit  at 
the  feet  of  the  Master  crying  in  the  words  of  Peter — 
"  Lord,  to  whom  shall  we  go  ?  Thou  hast  the  words  of 
eternal  life  "  (John  vi.  68).  Blessed  be  His  precious 
name,  Jesus  not  only  has  the  words  of  eternal  life,  but 
He  gives  them  to  all  those  for  whom  the  Father  entrusted 
them  to  Him.  To  the  Father  He  could  say  with  the 
fullest  assurance :  "I  have  given  unto  them  the  words 
which  Thou  gavest  Me  :  and  they  have  received  them, 
and  have  known  surely  that  I  came  out  from  Thee,  and 
they  have  believed  that  Thou  didst  send  Me "  (John 
xvii.  8).  It  is  most  blessed  to  know  that  every  acceptable 
word  flowing  from  the  lips  of  a  heaven-sent  preacher 
comes  from  the  covenant  Surety  by  the  condescending 
grace  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Yes,  and  every  desire,  longing  and  request  flowing  from 
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the  heart  of  a  Spirit-taught  sinner,  and  registered  in  the 
Court  of  Heaven,  is  the  Father's  gracious  gift  through 
the  Son  of  His  love.  It  may  be  only  a  desire  to  fear  His 
name,  or,  a  "  Lord,  save  me  !  "  when  sinking  chin-deep 
in  the  dark  waters  of  doubt  and  despondency ;  or,  a  "  Lord, 
help  me  !  "  when  burdened  by  the  world  and  tempted  by 
the  devil ;  but  be  that  as  it  may,  the  language  is  fully 
understood  up  yonder.  This  is  really  the  "  boldness  "  of 
the  text.  It  relates  to  the  utterance  necessary,  and  which 
is  never  lacking  in  the  times  appointed  by  the  Father.  It 
is  heard  by  high  heaven  in  the  confession  flowing  from  a 
broken  heart  and  contrite  spirit.  "  If  we  say  that  we 
have  no  sin,  we  deceive  ourselves,  and  the  truth  is  not  in 
us.  If  we  confess  our  sins,  He  is  faithful  and  just  to 
forgive  us  our  sins  and  to  cleanse  us  from  all  unrighteous- 
ness" (1  John  i.  8,  9).  It  is  almost  shocking  to  say,  but 
it  is  true,  that  there  is  too  much  praying — too  much 
dictating  to  God  as  to  the  wants  of  sinners — too  little 
confession  of  sin.  0  what  a  mercy  to  be  drawn  by 
saving  and  succouring  love  to  tell  God  our  Father  the 
worst  we  know  and  feel  ourselves  to  be.  This  encourages 
us  to  look  for  the  best  that  He  can  say  of  Himself  towards 
us,  for  us,  with  us,  and  in  us.  "  I  acknowledged  my  sin 
unto  Thee,  and  mine  iniquity  have  I  not  hid.  I  said,  I 
will  confess  my  transgressions  unto  the  LORD,  and  Thou 
forgavest  the  iniquity  of  my  sin  "  (Psalm  xxxii.  5).  This 
is  sweetly  illustrated  in  the  case  of  the  Father  and  His 
long-lost  prodigal  son.  In  a  land  far  distant  from  the 
Father's  home,  thoughts  of  home  comforts  and  paternal 
counsels,  with  the  love  of  a  father's  heart,  exercised  the 
contrite  spirit  of  the  sinful  son.  His  determination  is 
fixed ;  return  to  his  Father's  house  he  must,  even  to  take 
the  place  of  a  hired  servant.  But  his  determinations 
were  all  anticipated  by  his  Father,  for  "when  he  was  yet 
a  great  way  off,  his  Father  saw  him,  and  had  compassion, 
and  ran,  and  fell  on  his  neck,  and  kissed  him."  All  this 
took  place  before  he  was  stripped,  washed,  clothed,  and 
adorned — before  the  filth  of  the  harlots'  kisses  were 
washed  from  his  lips — before  the  smell  of  the  swine 
troughs  passed  away  from  his  person.  His  mouth  is 
opened,  not  in  prayer,  not  in  supplication,  not  in  en- 
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treaty  ;  but  in  humble,  hearty,  honest  confession. 
Look  at  it — "  Father,  I  have  sinned  against  heaven,  and 
in  Thy  sight,  and  am  no  more  worthy  to  be  called  Thy 
son."  This  is  heavenly,  gracious,  evangelical.  In  the 
Father's  embrace  he  lost  all  thoughts  of  bond-service,  the 
Father's  kiss  chased  away  all  cold  legality  from  his  con- 
fiding spirit,  and  from  the  confession  of  his  lips.  Spirit- 
wrought  confession  cleared  the  way  to  the  Father's  heart, 
and  confirmed  to  him  his  right  to  his  own  place  in  the 
Father's  home.  We  now  consider : — 

(III.)  Introduction — "And  access."  Adam's  sin  blocked 
up  the  way  of  access  to  God  to  all  his  posterity.  Christ 
by  His  one  obedience  and  sacrifice  opened  up  that  way  to 
all  His  seed.  The  popular  way  of  describing  the  way  of 
access  is  by  declaring  that  a  Saviour  has  done  all  that 
was  needed  by  His  sufferings  and  death  to  clear  the  way 
to  God,  and  now,  all  who  will  avail  themselves  of  this 
splendid  opportunity  can  come  to  God.  If  they  do  not 
they  will  be  lost.  Certainly  this  is  not  good  enough  for 
a  poor,  vile,  helpless  sinner  like  me.  Naturally  dead. 
Spiritually  helpless.  Listen  to  the  Master's  own  teaching. 
He  says,  "  No  man  can  come  to  Me  except  the  Father 
which  hath  sent  Me  draw  him"  (John  vi.  44).  Again 
He  says,  "I  am  the  Way,  the  Truth,  and  the  Life;  no 
man  cometh  unto  the  Father  but  by  Me"  (John  xiv.  6). 
All  who  are  found  in  Him  are  in  the  Way,  sought  by  Him, 
saved  by  Him,  brought  by  Him  because  carried  by  Him. 
Mark  well  His  own  statement  concerning  this  in  John  x. 
9,  "  I  am  the  Door,  by  Me  if  any  man  enter  in,  he  shall 
be  saved,  and  shall  go  in  and  out  and  find  pasture." 
Notice  again  that  sweet  declaration  by  Paul  in  Eomans 
v.  2,  "  By  Whom  also  we  have  access  by  faith  into  this 
grace  wherein  we  stand,  and  rejoice  in  hope  of  the  glory 
of  God."  Now  that  word  access  would  be  well  rendered 
by  the  word  "introduction."  This  is  sweetly  seen  in 
1  Peter  iii.  18,  "  For  Christ  hath  once  suffered  for  sins, 
the  Just  for  the  unjust  " — that  He  might  give  us  an 
opportunity  to  come  to  God  ?  No  !  That  is  the  veriest 
rubbish  to  me.  But,  "  that  He  might  bring  us  to  God." 
Christ  seeks,  Christ  saves,  Christ  brings  all  His  saved 
ones  to  God,  to  glory.  "  Them  also  I  must  bring  "  (John 
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x.  10),  is  the  Good  Shepherd's  determination  concerning 
all  His  sheep  who  are  not  yet  brought  by  Him  to  the 
enjoyment  of  His  Father  and  theirs.  Upon  His  shoulders 
of  sovereignty  and  power,  in  His  bosom  of  love  and  com- 
passion, He  carries  them. 

"  My  Shepherd's  bosom  bears  each  lamb 

O'er  rock  and  waste  and  wild  ; 
The  object  of  that  love  I  am, 
And  carried  like  a  child." 

But  we  may  pursue  this  precious  subject  to  higher 
heights.  Sought,  brought  and  saved,  we  long  for  direct 
communication  with  heaven,  with  God.  We  long  for 
more  than  pardon,  justification,  acceptance  and  peace,  we 
long  for  the  living  God  Himself,  and  for  nothing  short  of 
Him.  But  then,  He  is  so  holy  and  I  am  so  sinful.  My 
sins  are  so  many,  heavy  and  irksome  that  I  cannot  move 
as  I  would,  I  cannot  move  at  all.  But  the  loved  One  of 
my  heart  who  took  my  sins,  wrung  all  the  damning  power 
out  of  them,  and  made  an  end  of  every  one  of  them,  now 
conies  and  takes  me  by  the  hand,  aye,  what  is  still  far 
better,  He  takes  me  by  the  heart,  and  brings  me  right  up 
to  the  throne  divested  of  all  my  sin,  guilt,  filth  and  shame, 
and  invested  with  all  His  mediatorial  perfections.  Here 
I  enjoy  the  glorious  fact  that  His  God  is  my  God,  His 
Father  is  my  Father.  It  is  most  blessed  to  know  that 
God  in  Christ,  and  Christ  in  God,  and  God  and  Christ  in 
me  by  the  sweet  witness  of  His  indwelling  Spirit,  is  the 
sum  total  of  my  religion.  Now  I  can  sing  honestly 
and  heartily,  without  hypocrisy — 

"Oil  am  my  Beloved's, 

And  my  Beloved  is  mine  1 
He  brings  a  poor  vile  sinner 

Into  His  house  of  wine  ; 
I  stand  upon  His  merit, 

I  know  no  other  stand, 
Not  e'en  where  glory  dwelleth 

In  Immanuel's  land." 

(IV.)  Stability— "  With  confidence."  Here  I  can  only 
say  that  the  soul  thus  led  out  of  itself  makes  its  boast  in 
Christ  Jesus,  and  has  no  confidence  in  the  flesh  (Phil.  iii. 
3).  All  fleshly  confidences  God  has  rejected  (Jer.  ii.  37). 

Knowing  this,  the  favoured  soul  rejoices  in  Him  who 
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is  the  "  Confidence  of  all  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  of 
them  that  are  afar  off  upon  the  sea  "  (Psalm  Ixv.  5).  How 
blessed  it  is  to  know  the  precious  secret  of  Solomon's 
words,  "  The  LORD  shall  be  thy  Confidence,  and  shall 
keep  thy  foot  from  being  taken  "  (Frov.  iii.  26). 

(V.)  Assurance — "By  the  faith  of  Him."  This  expres- 
sion has  puzzled  and  perplexed  many  a  believing  child  of 
God  who  tries  to  believe  for  himself  and  fails  in  the 
attempt.  This  makes  it  so  blessed  for  an  unbelieving 
believer  to  discover  a  faith  far  better  than  his  own.  I  can 
never  express  the  joy  and  peace  of  my  heart  when  first  I 
saw  that  Jesus  believed  for  me  before  all  worlds,  when 
He  was  in  the  world,  now  in  the  heights  of  glory.  Yes, 
in  covenant  He  trusted  in  the  Father,  and  the  Father 
trusted  Him  with  the  salvation  and  glorification  of  His 
elect,  I  among  them.  The  revelation  of  the  righteousness 
of  God  is  horn  faith  to  faith  (Bom.  i.  17).  From  the  faith 
of  the  Head  to  the  faith  of  the  member,  which  is  one  and 
the  same  (2  Cor.  iv.  12  ;  Eph.  iv.  5,  13).  Have  I  the 
righteousness  of  God  ?  It  is  by  the  faith  of  Jesus  Christ 
(Bom.  iii.  22).  Am  I  savingly  interested  in  the  promise 
of  eternal  life  ?  It  is  by  the  faith  of  Jesus  Christ  (GaL 
iii.  22).  Am  I  justified  by  and  before  God?  It  is  by  the 
faith  of  Jesus  Christ  (Gal.  ii.  16).  Do  I  live  the  life  of 
God  ?  It  is  by  the  faith  of  the  Son  of  God,  "  Who  loved 
me  and  gave  Himself  for  me  "  (Gal.  ii.  20).  All  that  I 
am  spiritually  before  God,  is  through  Christ,  by  Christ, 
with  Christ,  and  in  Christ.  0  !  how  blessedly  faith  and 
confidence  are  confirmed  and  established  as  we  are  led  by 
the  Spirit  to  see  and  know  that  Christ  our  Surety  ever 
trusted,  never  doubted,  was  ever  faithful  to  Him  that 
appointed  Him  (Heb.  ii.  13;  iii.  2).  In  His  seasons  of 
fiercest  temptation  and  deepest  desertion,  He  fully  relied 
on  the  Father's  word,  trusted  the  Father's  promise,  and 
reposed  in  the  Father's  covenant.  He  believed  that  the 
Father  would  realize  all  His  plan  in  Him  though  He  was 
despised  of  men,  distressed  of  devils,  and  deserted  of  God, 
He  believes  now,  and  I  am  right  glad  He  does,  that  the 
Father  will  perform  every  promise  made  to  Him  in  the 
eternal  counsels  respecting  the  salvation  and  glorification 
of  all  His  loved  ones.  He  ever  believes  that  the  Father 


242         Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

will  accomplish  all  the  purposes  of  His  grace  in  all  the 
members  of  His  mystical  Body. 

Do  you  ?     I  do. 

Now  to  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son,  and  God  the 
Holy  Ghost,  be  all  honour,  power,  might,  majesty,  and 
dominion,  now  and  for  ever.  Amen. 

In  the  evening  I  preached  with  great  liberty  from 
Phil.  i.  9. 

I  must  now  stop.  We  hope  to  drop  anchor  in  New 
York  Harbour  about  12  to-night,  the  28th,  and  remain  in 
quarantine  until  early  morning.  I  hope  to  resume  my 
narrative  to  you  when  I  land.  You  and  yours  are 
remembered  every  day.  Love  to  Mrs.  W.,  and  the  rest. 
God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  F.  WhitlocJc.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


High  Street,  West  Troy, 
New  York,  U.S.A. 
August  3rd,  1892. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
GOD'S  Elect, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love,  with  all 
needful  covenant  blessings  ever  be  yours. 

According  to  promise  I  resume  my  narration  of  the 
Lord's  leadings  in  Scotland  and  elsewhere.  On  Monday 
forenoon,  July  llth,  Mr.  Holland  and  I  took  a  walk 
through  certain  parts  of  Edinburgh,  and  on  George  the 
Fourth's  Bridge  I  came  across  two  books — Calvin  and 
Polhill — and  secured  them,  and  sent  them  off  to  one  for 
whom  I  entertain  unfeigned  respect,  and  who,  I  thought, 
would  enjoy  them.  After  this  we  strolled  the  length  of 
Princes  Street,  dining  in  a  restaurant  on  the  way.  We 
then  took  a  fly  and  drove  to  a  beautiful  spot  in  Murray- 
field,  to  pick  up  a  Miss  Dodds,  with  whom  we  went  to  a 
fine  old  mansion,  the  name  of  which  I  now  forget.  It  is 
situate  in  a  pretty  part  of  Murrayfield,  and  figures  in  Sir 
Walter  Scott's  "  Waverley,"  where,  with  its  garden, 
gigantic  green  hedge,  and  old  fountain,  it  is  graphically 
and  faithfully  described.  Here  we  called  and  rested. 
The  entrance  hall  is  very  fine.  On  entering  the  spacious 
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drawing  room,  the  lady  of  the  house  rushed  forward- 
not  inelegantly — and  took  rny  hand  in  hers,  thanking 
God  for  bringing  to  her  house  one  who  yesterday  preached 
a  gospel  to  them  so  full — so  precious — and  which  her 
soul  loved.  She  said,  "  Let  me  introduce  you  to  Colonel 
Davison."  She  took  me  to  the  other  side  of  the  fire- 
place. The  Colonel  arose,  when  I  perceived  that  he  was 
blind.  He  made  a  passing  remark  on  the  beauties  of  the 
place,  when  I  was  led  to  divert  our  minds  to  higher, 
holy  and  heavenly  things.  A  few  months  ago  he  went 
to  London,  and  underwent  a  successful  operation  for 
something  that  covered  the  sight  of  his  eyes.  He  re- 
turned home — caught  cold — his  natural  sight  went  irre- 
coverably. To  my  remarks  on  better  things  than  earth's 
most  beautiful  scenes  can  yield,  his  reply  was  so  blessed, 
so  precious,  so  heavenly !  He  said,  "  The  blessed 
Lord  Jesus  deals  with  me  all  in  love.  To  me  He  appears 
to  have  come  so  gently,  and  laid  His  loving  hand  upon 
my  eyes  to  keep  them  there  until  I  have  for  ever  done 
with  sin,  and  He  leads  me  to  that  blessed  land  where  the 
inhabitants  are  free  from  sickness  and  are  for  ever  forgiven 
their  iniquity.  Then  the  first  object  that  will  meet  my 
restored,  cloudless  vision,  will  be  that  lovely  face  which 
was  marred  more  than  any  man's,  and  all  for  poor,  sin- 
ful, unworthy  me."  As  he  thus  spoke  the  big  tears  filled 
his  sightless  eyeballs,  while  my  spirit  was  dissolved  in 
adoring  thankfulness.  I  wept,  and  felt  the  preciousness 
of  the  Spirit's  injunction — "  Rejoice  with  them  that  do 
rejoice,  and  weep  with  them  that  weep  "  (Rom.  xii.  14). 
The  short  season  was  most  precious  to  me.  Blessed  be 
God. 

After  this  pleasant  visit  we  roamed  through  the  woods, 
and  up  a  very  high,  conical  hill  with  a  lofty  tower  on  the 
top,  which  can  be  seen  for  miles  round.  Just  away  from 
that  we  lost  ourselves,  and  at  length  found  ourselves 
near  to  the  residence  of  Colonel  Pelly.  uncle  of  an  old 
acquaintance  of  mine  in  Derbyshire,  the  Rev.  Raymond 
Percy  Pelly,  present  Rector  of  Saffron  Walden.  On 
arriving  at  Edinburgh  we  spent  the  evening  arranging 
suitable  tunes  to  several  hymns. 

Tuesday,  July  12th.     Left  Edinburgh  at   10  o'clock 
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and  enjoyed  a  pleasant  railway  ride  to  Hull,  where  I 
preached  to  an  appreciative  assembly  in  the  evening. 

On  Wednesday  called  at  Leeds,  and  was  well  heard  in 
St.  James  Street  Baptist  Chapel  in  the  evening. 

Thursday,  arrived  at  home  about  three  o'clock  well 
tired,  but  set  to  work  at  once  to  clear  my  conscience  of 
neglected  correspondence.  This  kept  me  busy  all  the 
week. 

Sunday,  17th,  was  a  good  day  to  many  at  the  Grove. 
Texts,  Job  xxvi.  14;  Eph.  ii.  8. 

Tuesday  19th,  was  a  very  wet  day.  Yet  I  was  most 
happy  and  contented  through  it  all.  The  Lord  gave  me 
a  good  word  in  the  morning  from  Psalm  xcvii.  9.  Mr. 
Sinden  said  some  good  things  in  the  afternoon  from 
2  Thess.  ii.  14.  Mr.  Baxter  preached  in  the  evening  from 
Hosea  ii.  19,  20.  Altogether  a  good  day.  Better  collec- 
tions than  we  have  had  for  years. 

Wednesday  20th,  left  home  at  9  a.m.  Left  Euston  at 
10.10,  arriving  in  Liverpool  at  2.35  p.m.  John,  Will, 
Maria  and  her  little  Edith,  saw  me  on  board  the  "  Ger- 
manic," which  sailed  immediately  after  4  p.m.  The  run 
across  the  Atlantic  was  very  calm,  and  pleasant  but  for 
three  days'  fog.  We  anchored  in  New  York  harbour 
about  midnight  on  Thursday  28th,  in  a  melting  heat. 
Hose  at  five  on  the  morning  of  the  29th,  and  breakfasted 
at  six.  Arrived  at  the  wharf  and  landed  at  eight.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Peter  Snook,  John  Winters  and  Theodore  Fish 
were  on  the  wharf  to  welcome  me.  Sent  my  box  on  by 
the  boat  to  Troy,  and  went  by  horse  car,  and  on  the 
elevated  railroad  over  the  great  Brooklyn  Bridge  to 
Brooklyn,  where,  at  the  beautiful  residence  of  dear  Mrs. 
Fish,  I  met  with  a  hearty  welcome. 

We  left  Brooklyn  at  noon,  crossed  the  Hudson  by  the 
ferry  to  New  Jersey,  and  were  soon  on  the  swing  to  West- 
wood.  I  was  at  home  at  once  at  Mr.  Brickell's  beautiful 
residence.  On  Sunday  I  preached  morning  and  evening 
from  Micah  yii.  18.  Morning,  God  incomparable. 
Evening,  God  oblivious  to  Zion's  transgressions.  Mon- 
day morning,  preached  from  Rom.  v.  2,  to  the  great  joy 
of  many.  Old  Mr.  Brickell,  aged  92,  walked  to  each 
service  and  was  much  blest.  We  left  at  three  o'clock  for 
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New  York,  and  sailed  in  the  "  City  of  Troy  "  steamer  for 
Troy  at  six  o'clock.  The  sail  was  beautiful  in  the  sunset 
and  moonlight  as  far  as  West  Point.  There  at  10.30  I 
went  to  bed.  Left  the  boat  at  six  a.m.  Tuesday 
morning,  and  rested  all  day  and  Wednesday,  when  in 
the  evening  I  preached  in  the  Orange  Hall  to  a  good  con- 
gregation from  1  Cor.  i.  4.  Many  rejoiced  in  the  testi- 
mony. I  was  very  weary  at  the  close  and  slept  well 
through  the  night. 

Thursday,  August  4th,  went  to  Greenbush  by  the 
electric  cars,  and  enjoyed  a  rest  and  tea  at  Dubois'  Farm. 
I  shall  rest  until  Sunday,  when  I  am  booked  to  preach 
twice  at  that  hallowed  spot,  sacred  to  the  memory  of 
Henry  Bellinger  and  Nathan  Austen  Fish — Wynantskill. 

Now  I  am  tired. 

Love  to  dear  Mrs.  Whitlock,  Louie,  Kose,  and  those 
who  love  me  in  Him. 

God  bless  you  indeed,    t        Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  F.  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BEADBURY. 


E.M.S.  "  Majestic," 

Atlantic  Ocean, 
August  SOth,  1892. 

My  dear  Brother  Henry, — Grace,  and  all  the  goodness 
the  Father's  heart  can  yield,  be  ever  thine. 

And  may  His  love  ever  abide  in  the  experience  of  dear 
Permelia — thy  Bib — thy  true  yoke  mate — thy  tarrier  at 
home,  who  divides  the  spoil  with  thee. 

I  shall  never  forget  her  devoted  kindness  to  me — all 
for  the  blessed  Master's  sake.  May  His  sweet  attention 
never  be  lacking  by  her. 

Tell  that  dear  lad  Elmer,  that  I  would  rather  hear  of  a 
desire  flowing  from  his  heart  to  shoot  God's  arrows  at  a 
venture,  than  a  wish  to  shoot  down  strikers — vile  as  they 
are. 

My  visit  to  the  churches  of  dear  Henry  Bellinger  and 
Nathan  A.  Fish,  has  been  a  rich  treat  to  me  this  year. 

God's  smile  was  upon  it  from  first  to  last,  though 
Satan's  grin  was  now  and  then  detected. 
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I  shall  have  a  long  tale  of  love  to  tell  our  people  on 
the  afternoon  of  Tuesday,  September  llth. 

The  meetings  at  Brooklyn  were  times  of  special 
favour.  The  gatherings  at  Johnstown  were  seasons  of 
refreshing  from  the  presence  of  the  Lord.  And  dear  old 
Wynantskill  was  dearer  than  ever.  Westwood  showed 
no  signs  of  Sundown.  I  was  truly  happy  there. 

When  the  time  for  my  departure  came  I  had  no  desire 
whatever  to  depart.  But  the  King's  errand  boys  must 
obey  marching  orders. 

I  felt  my  heart  very  heavy,  and  a  lump  came  in  my 
throat ;  my  feelings  were  too  deep  for  tears,  and  I  was 
really  glad  when  the  sailing  time  came,  that  I  might 
weep  alone  with  God,  and  vent  my  sorrows  with  Him 
who  sorrowed  so  much  for  me. 

We  are  now  steaming  up  St.  George's  Channel  off  the 
coast  of  Wexford,  and  hope  to  land  at  Liverpool  about 
seven  to-night,  Wednesday  31st. 

The  voyage  has  been  most  uncomfortable.  Bitterly  cold 
at  times,  with  North  East  head  wind  nearly  all  the  way. 

I  was  in  bed  all  Monday  with  lumbago,  caught  in  the 
cold  chilling  draughts  of  Saturday. 

Thank  God  I  am  better,  and  am  glad  this  miserable 
voyage  is  my  10th,  and  not  my  2nd. 

Give  my  love  to  P.,  E.,  John,  and  all  who  love  me  in 
Him.  God  bless  you  indeed.  So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Henry  Winters.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

September  Wth,  18(J2. 

My  dear  Hannah, — Grace,  mercy  and  peace  be  yours 
abundantly,  exceeding  all  your  hopes  and  expectations, 
from  the  Fount  of  all  blessings,  by  the  rich  anointing  of 
the  Holy  Ghost. 

Very  much  pleasure  and  spiritual  joy  was  mine  in  see- 
ing you  frequently  under  the  sound  of  God's  glorious 
gospel,  which  is  His  grand  ordinance  in  this  dispensa- 
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tion  of  grace.  There  is  nothing  to  equal  it.  Before  the 
brightness  of  His  glory  all  earthly  glories  fade  away.  It 
is  called  the  glorious  gospel  of  the  blessed  God,  the 
glorious  gospel  of  Christ,  the  gospel  of  His  grace.  It  is 
His  power  unto  salvation  to  every  one  that  believeth.  By 
it  elect  sinners  are  begotten  again,  and  saints  comforted, 
encouraged,  refreshed. 

"  The  gospel  bears  uiy  spirit  up  ; 

A  faithful  and  unchanging  GOD 
Lays  the  foundation  for  my  hope 
In  oaths,  and  promises,  and  blood." 

It  is  the  meat  and  the  drink,  the  support  and  delight, 
of  my  heart.  In  it  I  learn  of  God's  delight  in  me,  and 
by  it  I  am  taught  to  delight  myself  in  God. 

I  was  greatly  blest  while  preaching  it  to  those  who 
love  it,  who  are  scattered  abroad  in  the  regions  round 
about  you.  Not  the  least  part  of  my  enjoyment  was  the 
deep  interest  you  appeared  to  take,  and  which  you  cer- 
tainly did  take,  in  me,  a  most  unworthy  servant  of  my 
Lord.  It  was  a  real  pleasure  to  be  privileged  to  spend 
my  few  last  hours  in  Troy  under  your  roof  with  your 
dear  mother,  Libby,  you,  and  the  few  who  feed  and  live 
upon  the  same  glorious  gospel,  the  same  Jesus. 

My  voyage  to  Liverpool  was  anything  but  pleasant. 
Cold  and  uncomfortable  all  the  way,  yet  mercy  was  mine 
every  moment.  I  had  no  communion  with  any  on  the 
sea,  yet  "  truly  my  fellowship  was  with  the  Father,  with 
His  Son  Jesus  Christ,"  and  with  the  few  faithful  Zionites 
I  had  left  in  the  great  American  wilderness.  Yes,  love 
and  grace  went  before  me,  goodness  and  mercy  followed 
after  me,  pity  and  compassion  attended  me,  everlasting 
arms  were  underneath  me,  covenant  forbearance  covered 
me,  and  lovingkindness  and  truth  continually  preserved 
me.  Was  not  I  favoured  ?  I  know  I  was  and  am.  I 
ask  the  same  for  you,  and  mother  and  Libby.  That  is  a 
sweet  verse  finishing  a  sweet  psalm,  which  seems  given 
to  me  for  you.  Do  you  like  it  ?  Read  it : 

"  Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the 
days  of  my  life,  and  I  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord 
for  ever." 

Yes,  the  23rd  Psalm  is  a  sweet,  precious,  earnest  and 
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honest  outflow  of  divinely  wrought  experience.  It  is  a 
lovely  evergreen  in  the  fair  field  of  Divine  inspiration.  It 
yields  rich  provision  to  the  spiritual  senses  of  all  who  are 
righteously  interested  in  its  beauties.  The  eye  rests  with 
delight  on  the  peaceful  scenes  it  brings  to  view.  The  ear 
is  charmed  with  the  sweet  strains  of  gospel  music.  Rich 
covenant  fragrance  is  enjoyed  at  every  turn.  Green 
pastures  present  nourishing  provision  to  the  lambs  and 
sheep  of  the  Good  Shepherd's  flock.  A  feeling  of  His 
presence,  attention  and  care  fill  the  soul  with  a  sense  of 
restful  and  undisturbed  security. 

Vast  and  varied  are  the  blessings  here  discovered. 
Comprehensive  and  consoling  are  its  living  and  life- 
inspiring  truths.  These  have  softened  many  a  dying 
pillow,  filled  many  a  sorrowful  heart  with  holy  joy, 
chased  many  a  tear  from  grief's  sad  face,  driven  many  a 
doubt  from  dark  desponding  spirits,  caused  many  a  martyr 
pile  to  blaze  with  glory,  brightened  many  a  dark  hovel 
with  rays  of  heavenly  light,  cheered  countless  pilgrims 
in  their  dreary  pathway  to  the  land  of  everlasting  rest 
and  sunshine.  As  led  by  our  unerring  Guide,  at  every 
point  new  beauties  meet  our  gaze.  The  first,  chief,  and 
most  delightful  object  is  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep. 
Good  in  redemption,  John  x.  11.  Great  in  resurrection, 
Heb.  xiii.  20.  Chief  in  glory,  1  Pet.  v.  4.  One,  the 
only  One,  in  the  estimation  of  all  the  sheep  who  have 
felt  and  enjoyed  His  care  and  attention,  Ezek.  xxxiv.  23. 

He  knows  them.  They  know  Him.  Knowing  Him, 
each  can  say,  "  The  LORD  is  my  Shepherd."  They 
strayed,  but  they  are  now  returned  to  the  Shepherd  and 
Bishop  of  their  souls  (1  Pet.  ii.  25).  That  returning  was 
all  His  doing.  They  were  passive.  He  was  active. 
Astray  they  went,  but  He  brought  them  back.  Their 
own  way  deceived  them,  but  in  His  own  way  He  redeemed 
them.  They  acknowledge  and  confess  their  relationship 
to  Him — "  my  Shepherd."  "  For  He  is  our  GOD  ;  and 
we  are  the  people  of  His  pasture,  and  the  sheep  of  His 
hand"  (Psa.  xcv.  7).  They  own  Him  because  He  has 
owned  them.  "  I  am  the  Good  Shepherd,  and  know  My 
sheep,  and  am  known  of  Mine  "  (John  x.  14).  Relation- 
ship is  the  secret  of  redemption.  No  relationship,  no 
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redemption.  He  has  marked  them  as  His  own  peculiar 
property.  His  mark  is  in  the  ear,  "  they  know  His 
voice."  His  mark  is  not  wanting  in  the  foot,  "  they 
follow  Him."  They  want  for  nothing  while  He  has 
everything.  He  makes  them  to  lie  down  in  green 
pastures.  Poor,  silly  things  we  are  to  require  making. 
Sweet,  precious  compulsion.  They  know  that  rest  is 
good.  The  position  of  rest  denotes  sufficiency  and  con- 
tentment, see  Lev.  xxvi.  6  ;  Prov.  iii.  24 ;  Ezek.  xxxiv. 
15;  Zeph.  iii.  13.  Are  they  fainting?  He  restores  them. 
Are  they  prone  to  wander  ?  He  leads  them  in  the  paths 
of  righteousness.  Do  they  wander  in  the  valley  of  the 
deathshade  ?  He  is  with  them.  He  never  leaves  them  nor 
forsakes  them,  though  they  often  think  He  does.  The 
rod  of  His  purpose  and  His  staff  bejewelled  with  exceed- 
ing great  and  precious  promises  cheer  and  comfort  them. 
Are  they  hungry  ?  He  spreads  a  well-provided  table 
for  them,  in  spite  of  all  their  enemies,  and  causes  their 
cup  to  overflow  with  covenant  blessings.  Thus,  with  His 
anointing,  the  people  of  God  are  blest  with  gracious 
assurance  and  glorious  anticipation. 

Gracious  assurance.  "  Surely  goodness  and  mercy 
shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life."  Every  word  of 
that  sentence  is  full  of  meaning.  "Life."  This  life  is 
but  a  vapour,  a  shadow.  It  is  a  strange,  eventful  history, 
a  marvellous  mystery,  a  strange  mixture  of  sickness  and 
health,  sorrow  and  joy,  misery  and  mirth,  fears  and  hopes, 
distresses  and  delights.  But  notice  well  that  personal 
pronoun,  my — "  my  life."  A  life  redeemed  from  destruc- 
tion (Psa.  ciii.  4).  A  life  sought  after  by  Satan,  a  life 
hid  with  Christ  in  God,  a  life  brought  to  light  by  the 
gospel,  a  life  unceasing  and  eternal.  "  All  the  days  of 
my  life."  Alternate  day  and  night  down  here ;  one 
eternal  day  up  yonder.  But,  blessed  be  God,  His  good- 
ness crowns  every  day,  whatever  the  nature  of  the  days 
may  be.  Goodness,  covenant  goodness,  endureth  con- 
tinually ;  it  follows  me,  attends  to  me,  ministers  to  me, 
provides  for  me.  The  God-fearer  lodges  in  goodness. 
With  Christ  as  my  Shepherd  I  am  patronised  and  pro- 
tected, and  provisioned  by  mercy.  I  am  encompassed  by 
it. 
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Glorious  anticipation.  "  I  shall  dwell  in  the  house  of 
the  LORD  for  ever,"  see  Psa.  xxvii.  4.  David's  affections 
were  fixed  in  the  house  of  God.  Where  are  ours?  With 
His  people,  in  His  house  ;  our  conversation  is  in  heaven. 
There  our  Good  Shepherd  lives  for  us,  there  we  dwell  in 
Him.  "  Surely."  What  a  blessed  certainty  !  What  an 
unwavering  fact ! 

"  The  Lord  will  give  grace  and  glory. w  Love  to  your 
mother  and  Libby. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays.  Yours  faithfully  in  Him, 

Miss  Hannah  Barringer.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

September  11th,  1892. 

My  dear  Sister  Libby, — Grace  and  every  covenant  good 
be  ever  yours. 

Many  times  I  have  desired  to  write  to  you  since  I 
returned  to  the  land  of  my  nativity,  but  the  time  has  not 
served  me  until  now.  The  voyage  from  New  York  to 
Liverpool  was  anything  but  comfortable.  A  cold  N.E. 
wind  in  our  teeth  and  a  beam  sea  added  not  to  our  enjoy- 
ment. Yet  mercy  was  ever  in  advance,  and  love 
sweetened  all  bitters.  The  remembrance  of  the  blessed 
times  I  enjoyed  with  the  living  and  loving  children  of  God 
in  spiritually  dark  America  honeyed  my  sour  spirit,  and 
caused  me  to  sing  with  inward  joy  and  gladness  : 

"  Thy  mercy  is  more  than  a  match  for  my  heart, 
Which  wonders  to  feel  its  own  hardness  depart ; 
Dissolved  by  Thy  goodness  I  fall  to  the  ground, 
And  weep  to  the  praise  of  the  mercy  I  found." 

Lumbago  has  troubled  me,  but  this  has  given  me  many 
a  sigh  and  cry  to  Jehovah-Eophi,  whose  gracious  touch 
gives  health  and  strength  to  those  whom  He  smites  to 
save,  and  wounds  to  heal.  I  have  been  kept  very  busy 
in  my  own  loved  work  ever  since  I  came  home,  but  the 
most  precious  time  of  love  was  last  Sunday,  when  the 
Lord  sent  His  word  to  the  joy  of  many  hearts  at  the 
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Grove  from  Isaiah  xii.  3.  But  with  the  love  He  bestows 
upon  me  I  continue  to  feel  so  changeable,  frail  and 
foolish.  Common  respectability  would  never  be  mine 
were  it  not  that  "  the  God  of  all  grace  "  continues  to 
prove  Himself  my  God. 

A  very  suitable  portion  of  the  good  old  Book  stares  me 
in  the  face  and  brings  a  glow  to  my  heart.  Look  at  it. 
"  Wherefore  Jesus  also,  that  He  might  sanctify  the 
people  with  His  own  blood,  suffered  without  the  gate." 

Sanctification  !  What  is  it  ?  It  is  simply  separation 
— laying  aside — setting  apart.  Sanctification  and  puri- 
fication are  ever  distinct ;  yet  always  associated,  never  to 
be  divided.  God  sanctified  the  seventh  day  from  the  rest 
of  the  days  of  the  week.  He  set  it  apart  for  His  worship 
and  service.  Yet  the  seventh  day  in  itself  differs  nothing 
from  any  other  day. 

The  firstborn  in  Israel  were  sanctified  to  the  Lord,  and 
frequently  they  proved  themselves  more  outwardly  filthy 
and  foolish  than  their  younger  brethren. 

The  tabernacle  with  its  furniture  was  sanctified  to  the 
Lord,  but  the  moth  and  rust  have  tarnished  and  cor- 
rupted all  their  earthly  glory.  It  is  most  blessed  to  know 
that  all  identified  with  Christ,  the  anti-typical  tabernacle, 
is  incorruptible,  and  cannot  be  defiled  or  yield  to  decay. 

Aaron  was  sanctified  as  God's  high  priest,  and  is  the 
only  sinner  appearing  in  the  pages  of  God's  holy  Word 
honoured  with  the  title  of  saint.  See  Psalm  cvi.  16  : 
"  Aaron,  the  saint  of  the  Lord."  Yet  he  was  a  great 
sinner,  and  because  of  his  sin  was  not  allowed  to  enter 
into  the  promised  land,  Exodus  xxix.  44. 

Our  blessed  Lord  was  sanctified  by  the  Father,  and  set 
apart  by  the  anointing  of  the  Spirit  to  His  work  and 
ministry  ;  but  as  the  sinless  One  He  needed  no  purifica- 
tion, "  He  was  holy,  harmless,  undefiled,  separate  from 
sinners  "  (Heb.  vii.  26).  "  In  Him  was  no  sin  "  (I  John 
iii.  5).  "  He  knew  no  sin  "  (2  Cor.  v.  21).  "  He  did  no 
sin"  (1  Peter  ii.  22).  Yet  He  says,  "Say  ye  of  Him 
whom  the  Father  hath  sanctified,"  &c.  (John  x.  36).  And 
again,  "  For  their  sakes  I  sanctify  Myself "  (John  xvii. 
19).  No  progressive  Sanctification  here;  but  the  per- 
fectly pure  and  spotless  Jesus  set  apart  in  the  council  and 
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covenant  of  peace,  in  the  plan  and  purpose  of  grace,  to 
be  the  Purifier  of  all  His  sanctified  or  elect  people  from 
their  sins.  Christ  sanctifying  Himself  is  seen  in  the 
fact  that  every  thought,  word,  and  act  of  His  was  one 
continual  round  of  consecration  to  His  Father's  will 
and  work,  in  which  His  people  are  purified,  perfected, 
and  presented  spotless  before  the  face  of  the*  Father. 
See  how  they  are  sanctified  perfectly  to  God,  in  God,  and 
by  God. 

I.  Sanctified  by  God  the  Father  (Jude  1). 
II.  Sanctified  in  Jesus  Christ  (1  Cor.  i.  2). 

III.  Sanctified  by  the  Spirit  (1  Cor.  vi.  11). 

IV.  Sanctified  by  the  truth  (John  xvii.  17). 
V.  Sanctified  by  faith  (Acts  xxvi.  18). 

VI.  Sanctified  by  blood  (Heb.  xiii.  12). 
VII.  Sanctified  wholly  (1  Thess  v.  23). 

I.  Sanctified  by  God  the  Father  (Jude  1).     That  is, 
elected,    selected,  picked  out,  chosen,  separate,  and  dis- 
tinguished from  all  others  as  the  objects  of  the  Father's 
eternal,    ineffable   affection,   to  be   preserved    in   Christ, 
saved  by  Christ,  and  brought  by  Him,  their  Surety,  Head, 
and  Husband,  to  the  enjoyment  of  spiritual  life,  complete 
salvation,  indefectible  grace,  and  eternal  glory.     Sanctifi- 
cation  perfect  in  every  part. 

II.  Sanctification  in  Christ  Jesus  (1  Cor.   i.   2).     The 
Father  could  have  no  loving  respect  to  them  apart  from 
Christ.     He  cannot  go  out   of  Himself  for  a  reason  to 
act  in  love  toward  any  of  His  creatures.     His  eternally- 
loved  people  are  everything  they  are  to  Him  in  Christ. 
In  all  this  Christ  and  His  Father  are  one.     "  For  both 
He  that  sanctifieth  and  they  who  are  sanctified  are  all  of 
one  ;  for  which  cause  He  is  not  ashamed  to  call  them 
brethren  "  (Heb.  ii.  11).     It  is  most  blessed  to  see,  know 
and  feel  that  Christ   alone  is  my  Sanctification  (1  Cor.  i. 
30). 

III.  Sanctified  by  the  Spirit   (1  Cor.  vi.   11).     This  is 
accomplished  by  the  Holy  Ghost  in  regeneration,  which 
is  simply  living  separation  from  nature's  corrupt  associa- 
tions.    It  is  by  the  Spirit  that  the  new  heart  is  given, 
the  "  Divine  nature  "  is  imparted,  eternal  life  is  communi- 
cated, and  we  are  new  creatures  in   Christ  Jesus.     He 
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takes  of  the  things  of  Christ — His  person,  purity  and 
perfection,  shows  them  unto  us,  and  makes  them 
blessedly  our  own.  All  the  holiness  we  need  we  have  in 
Him. 

"  In  Him  a  holiness  complete 

And  bright  perfection  shine  ; 
And  wisdom,  power  and  glory  meet, 
A  Saviour  all  Divine." 

IV.  Sanctified    by   the    truth    (John    xvii.    17).     The 
truth  of  the  gospel  revealed  by  the  Holy  Ghost  is  the 
only  instrumentality  God  has  set  forth  for  the  experi- 
mental sanctification  of  His  elect.     All  spiritual  opera- 
tions   in    the    new   creation   are   by   the   truth.       God 
acknowledges  no  other  way.     The  Spirit  of  truth  guides 
all  the  sanctified  ones  into  all  truth  concerning  the  God 
of  truth  by  Christ  who  is  the  Truth  (John  xiv.  6 ;  xvi. 
13).     Our  sanctification    by   the    truth    is   in   knowing, 
feeling,  and  enjoying  Christ  as  our  All  in  all.     We  can 
never  be  more  sanctified  that  we  were  in   Christ  before 
all  worlds  by  the  good  pleasure  of  the  Father.     By  the 
truth  we  grow  in  the  knowledge  and  enjoyment  of  Christ 
our  Sanctification. 

V.  Sanctified  by  faith  (Acts  xxvi.  18).     Not  a  fleshly 
free  will  faith,  not  the  faith  of  a  mere  creature,  but  that 
commanded  by  our  blessed  Lord  in  Mark  xi.  22  :  "  Have 
the   faith   of   God."      That    confessed    by    Paul   before 
Agrippa,  and  that  from  the  lips  of  Christ :  "  Sanctified  by 
faith  that  is  in  Me  "  (Acts  xxvi.  18).     This  is  the  faith  of 
God's  elect,  or,  of  the  sanctified  (Tit.  i.  1).      It  is  the 
work    of  God    (John  vi.  29);    God's  gift   (Eph.  ii.   8); 
Christ's  grace  (Gal.  ii.  20) ;  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit  (Gal.  v. 
22).     Christ  alone  by  the  revelation  of  the  Spirit  is  its 
Sanctification.     It  purifies  the  heart  (Acts  xv.  9),   and 
overcomes  the  world  (1  John  v.  4). 

VI.  Sanctified    by   the   blood    (Heb.    xiii.    12).     The 
blood  of  the  paschal  lamb  on  the  lintel  and  door  posts  of 
a  house  in  Egypt  was  the  sign  that  a  sanctified  people 
dwelt  there.     In  themselves  they  were  no  better  than 
others.     Blood  made  all   the   difference,    and   preserved 
them  from  the  destroyer.     But  for  the  precious  blood  of 
Jesus,  the  iniquities  of  my  holy  things  would  destroy  me. 
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By  it  I  know  that  I  am  the  property  of  my  Bedeemer, 
separated  from  the  company  of  reprobates,  and  sanctified 
to  the  worship  and  service  of  the  adorable  Three- in-One 
Jehovah. 

VII.  Sanctified  wholly  (1  Thess.  v.  23).  Perfection  is 
God's.  Imperfection  is  ours.  Everything  He  takes  in 
hand  He  does  perfectly,  He  never  does  anything  by 
halves. 

"  He  will  complete  what  He  begins 

To  save  from  sorrows  and  from  sins  ; 

The  work  JeJiovah  undertakes 

Jehovah-Jesus  ne'er  forsakes." 

Here  we  see  the  preciousness  of  His  will,  and  the 
perfection  of  His  work.  "  By  the  which  will  we  are 
sanctified  through  the  offering  of  the  body  of  Jesus  once  " 
(Heb.  x.  10).  And,  "  For  by  one  offering  He  hath  per- 
fected for  ever  them  that  are  sanctified  "  (Heb.  x.  14). 

Thus  you  see  I  am  a  thorough  believer  in  the  truth  of 
entire,  perfect  sanctification.  But  it  is  all  in  Christ ; 
wholly  by  the  Father  in  eternal  election,  by  the  Holy 
Ghost  in  spiritual  communication,  by  the  Word  in 
gracious  revelation,  by  the  faith  of  Christ  in  blessed  ap- 
prehension, and  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  in  complete 
separation. 

I  am  sending  you  with  this  a  little  book  which  1  think 
you  will  like. 

Wishing  you,  with  your  dear  mother  and  Hannah, 
much  of  our  beloved  Master's  presence. 

I  remain,  with  much  love  in  Him, 

Yours  faithfully, 

Miss  L.  Barringer,  THOMAS  BBADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

November  23rd,  1892. 

My  dear  Brother  Ira, — Grace,  mercy,  peace,  and  love 
with  every  good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus,  be  yours 
at  all  times  by  the  rich  anointing  and  sweet  refreshing  of 
the  Holy  Ghost. 
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Many,  very  many  times  I  have  thought  of  you  since 
we  met  at  that  sweet  spot — Wynantskill — and  my  spirit 
leaped  forth  and  greeted  you  as  a  brother  beloved  in  Jesus 
Christ.  It  is  a  blessed  privilege  to  discern  a  spirit  re- 
deemed, quickened,  chastened,  and  cared  for  by  the  Lord 
of  life  and  glory.  True,  heavenly  heart-embracing  is 
then  enjoyed,  and  the  Master  is  loved  in  the  person  of  His 
servant,  the  presence  of  the  Saviour  is  felt  in  the  com- 
pany of  the  saved.  Such  was  my  experience  when  you 
addressed  to  me  a  few  broken  sentences, '  in  which  my 
spirit  was  moved  in  what  proved  to  be  the  Master's  sweet 
voice  of  covenant  love. 

Frequently  I  have  desired  with  great  desire,  but  I  have  to 
still  keep  learning  the  oft-repeated  lesson,  that  "  To  every 
thing  there  is  a  season,  and  a  time  to  every  purpose  under 
the  heaven"  (Eccles.  iii.  1).  There  is  a  time  to  write 
and  a  time  to  cease  from  writing.  When  one's  spirit  is 
not  moved  to  write  God-glorifying,  Christ-exalting,  Spirit- 
honouring,  soul-comforting  words,  it  is  better  not  to  write 
at  all.  But  when  the  Spirit  giveth  goodly  words  it  is  a 
blessed  thing  to  communicate  that  which  is  God-given  to 
those  whom  God  loves. 

This  is  the  sole  reason  why  I  write  you  now.  God 
has  given  me  something  precious  to  write  about,  and  the 
desire  that  my  brother  Ira  shall  share  in  my  joy. 

That  precious  Psalm,  the  103rd,  lies  open  before  me, 
and  as  my  heart  dwells  upon  its  rich,  vast  and  varied 
truths,  my  soul  is  filled  and  overflows  with  adoring 
wonder,  and  my  heart  bubbles  up  with  grateful  praise. 
This  psalm  is  replete  with  covenant  teaching.  It  em- 
braces the  settled  past,  the  changing  present,  the  unknown 
future.  But  past,  present,  and  future  are  all  the  same  to 
the  Unchangeable. 

"  Great  God  !  how  deep  Thy  counsels  lie, 

Supreme  in  power  art  Thou  ; 
All  things  to  Thine  omniscient  eye 
Are  one  eternal  Noiv." 

Here  we   have  revealed  to  us    God's    salvation    certain, 
God's  care  unceasing,  God's  sovereignty  unbounded. 

Salvation  certain  and  sure  is  expressed  in  praises  flow- 
ing from  a  living  soul  in  the  first  part  of  the  psalm. 


256         Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

David's  heart  was  established  with  grace,  and  he  knew 
full  well  the  sweets  of  pardoning  love.  He  knew,  he  felt, 
he  rejoiced.  In  sweet  soul-rest  which  God  had  provided 
for,  and  into  the  enjoyment  of  which  God  the  ever-blessed 
Spirit  had  graciously  led  him,  he  cried  :  "  Bless  the  Lord, 
0  my  soul ;  and  all  that  is  within  me,  bless  His  holy 
name.  Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  and  forget  not  all  His 
benefits."  This  is  a  spiritual  thankoffering,  a  sacrifice  of 
praise  presented  by  a  purged  worshipper,  a  right  royal 
priest,  clothed  "in  the  garments  of  salvation,  in  the  courts 
and  presence  of  the  Lord.  Paul  blessed  the  Lord  for 
election  (Eph.  i.  3,  4).  Zacharias  blessed  the  Lord  for 
redemption  (Luke  i.  68).  Peter  blessed  the  Lord  for 
regeneration  (1  Peter  i.  3).  David  blessed  the  Lord  for 
loading  him  daily  with  His  benefits  (Psalm  Ixviii.  19).  In 
the  psalm  before  us  he  would  exclude  everything  that 
would  interfere  with  his  offering  of  grateful  praise.  All 
that  was  within  him  must  be  engaged  in  blessing  God  for 
blessing  him  with  all  spiritual  blessings  in  heavenly  places 
in  Christ.  His  understanding  must  grasp,  with  a  God- 
given  intelligence,  the  will,  work,  and  way  of  Jehovah. 
His  memory  must  treasure  up  the  gracious  acts  and 
covenant  favours  of  a  loving  Preserver  and  Provider.  His 
will  must  be  wholly  the  will  of  His  Sovereign  and 
Saviour  wrought  in  him  by  the  Holy  Ghost.  His  affec- 
tions must  glow  with  heavenly  love,  the  only  fire  accept- 
able on  God's  altar.  But  David  found  to  his  grief  that 
this  was  not  ever  his  experience,  therefore,  he  called  upon 
his  soul  to  forget  not  all  Jehovah's  benefits.  He  knew 
full  well  that  he  would  forget  many,  aye,  that  he  would 
forget  all,  were  it  not  for  the  tender  care  of  his  Covenant 
Remembrancer.  All  God's  dealings  with  His  loved  ones 
are  benefits,  and  altogether  are  but  the  one  unceasing 
expression  of  His  free  and  sovereign  grace. 

Here  we  have  a  rich  cluster  of  blessings,  flowing  from 
electing  love,  and  secured  to  us  by  our  Lord's  redeeming 
work.  Look  at  the  first,  "  Whoforgiveth  all  thine  iniqui- 
ties" That  is  thorough.  Whatever  our  God  does,  He 
does  well.  He  does  not  forgive  some  iniquities,  or  many, 
but  all.  If  the  slightest  shade  of  iniquity  in  thought, 
word,  look,  or  act  were  left  unforgiven  we  should  be  left 
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far  off  from  God,  unqualified  for  heaven,  fit  fuel  for  hell, 
as  we  should  be  were  the  whole  of  our  transgressions  left 
upon  us,  or  Christ  had  never  died.  When  God  forgives 
He  forgives  like  a  God.  The  source  of  forgiveness  is 
Himself — the  channel,  His  Son — the  stream,  atoning 
blood — the  power,  His  gospel — the  standard,  His  riches 
in  grace  and  glory.  According  to  the  number  of  sins 
borne  by  our  sinless  Surety  upon  Calvary's  tree,  such  will 
be  the  range  of  forgiveness.  Christ  bore  all  His  people's 
sins.  God  forgives  them  all.  The  Father's  forgiveness 
covers  all  the  ground  of  His  Son's  atonement.  His  Son's 
atonement  settled  the  question  of  every  sin  committed  by 
every  member  of  the  election  of  grace.  These  are  brought 
by  the  power  and  preciousness  of  divine  grace  to  say, 
"  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  His  Son  cleanseth  us  from  all 
sin"  (1  John  i.  7). 

It  is  most  quieting  to  a  sin -burdened  soul  to  see  a  sin- 
burdened  Surety,  and  that  Surety,  the  Son  of  the  Father 
and  the  Saviour  of  all  those  whose  sins  He  bore,  dying  for 
His  people's  sins.  It  is  thus  that  we,  who  are  blest  with  a 
sight  of  Him  as  our  Sin-bearer,  are  led  by  Him  from  a 
state  of  guilt  and  condemnation  into  one  of  full  forgive- 
ness and  eternal  justification.  Burdened  with  our  sins 
He  groaned,  and  bled,  and  died,  and  was  buried.  In  the 
grave  He  reached  the  end  of  all  our  liabilities.  What 
claim  can  anyone  have  upon  one  that  is  dead  ?  None. 
The  dead  Christ  had  met  and  answered  every  claim  of 
justice,  holiness,  and  truth.  Justice  was  satisfied,  the  law 
was  fulfilled,  sin  was  put  away,  and  every  question  of 
every  sin  between  God  and  His  people  settled  ;  death  was 
defeated,  Satan  disappointed,  God  glorified,  sinners  saved. 
Now  the  God  and  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ — 
"  the  God  of  peace,  brought  again  from  the  dead  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  "  (Heb.  xiii.  20).  Why  ?  Because  it  was  due 
to  the  Sin-bearer,  now  He  had  made  an  end  of  sin,  and 
paid  all  the  debts  of  His  loved  ones,  that  God,  who  was 
thus  glorified,  should  come  and  raise  Him  up  out  of 
prison.  Come  He  did,  and  proved  by  raising  Him  from 
the  dead  that  neither  heaven,  earth,  nor  hell — God,  men, 
nor  devils,  had  a  single  claim  upon  Him.  In  the  tomb 
He  could  not  tarry.  Under  death's  sway  He  could  not 
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remain.  "  Christ  being  raised  from  the  dead  dieth  no 
more ;  death  hath  no  more  dominion  over  Him.  For  in 
that  He  died,  He  died  unto  sin  once  ;  but  in  that  He 
liveth,  He  liveth  unto  God  "  (Kom.  vi.  9,  10). 

0,  how  blessed  it  is  to  know  that  we  are  risen  with 
Him  through  the  faith  of  the  operation  of  God  who 
raised  Him  from  the  dead,  and,  therefore,  has  forgiven  us 
all  trespasses,  and  blotted  out  everything  that  was  against 
us  (Col.  ii.  12—15).  0  what  a  glorious  truth!  "All 
trespasses  forgiven  !  " 

"  Here's  pardon  full  for  sin  that's  past, 
It  matters  not  how  black  the  cast ; 
And,  O  my  soul,  with  wonder  view, 
For  sins  to  come  here's  pardon  too." 

The  proclamation  of  the  gospel  is  according  to  the  love  of 
the  Father,  the  work  of  the  Surety  of  the  covenant,  and 
the  grace  of  the  Spirit.  The  Father's  delight  is  ever  in 
His  Son,  in  what  His  Son  engaged  to  do,  has  done,  is 
doing,  and  ever  will  do,  for,  in  and  with  His  Church  and 
people.  By  Himself  He  purged  our  sins,  rose  from  the 
dead,  sat  down  on  the  right  hand  of  the  Majesty  on  high 
(Heb.  i.  3).  Is  He  there?  So  ami.  'Tis  home  where 
the  heart  is.  Where  He  is,  that  is  my  home.  Though 
I  am  in  a  world  of  sin  and  sorrow,  yet,  "  as  He  is,  so  am 
I  in  this  world"  (1  John  iv.  17).  This  is  a  sweet — 

"  Resting-place  of  every  heart 

That  finds  the  plague  of  sin  ; 
Yet  knows  the  deep  mysterious  joy 
Of  peace  with  God  within." 

Here  we  enjoy  the  blessed  truth  that,  "  As  far  as  the 
east  is  from  the  west,  so  far  hath  He  removed  our  trans- 
gressions from  us." 

Transgressions  forgiven,  sins  covered,  iniquities  clean 
gone,  we  enjoy  the  embracings  of  our  Covenant  God  and 
Father,  and  something  of  His  care  unceasing.  For, 
"  Like  as  a  father  pitieth  his  children,  so  the  Lord 
pitieth  them  that  fear  Him.  For  He  knoweth  oar  frame  ; 
He  remembereth  that  we  are  dust."  He  knows  all  about 
us  and  never  forgets  us. 

"  Ere  He  called  me,  well  He  knew, 
What  a  heart  like  mine  would  do." 
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Though  He  loves  us,  saves  us,  keeps  us,  feeds  us,  yet 
saved  from  all  sin,  we  sin  ;  and  "  though  sinning  we're 
free  from  all  sin."  We  need  the  constant  and  unwearied 
watchfulness  of  our  Father's  eye,  the  unceasing  care  and 
concern  of  our  Father's  heart.  All  this  we  have  in  the 
Son  of  His  love,  all  this  we  enjoy  by  the  indwelling  and 
witness  of  the  Spirit  of  His  Son.  Our  delight  is  in  the 
tenderness  of  our  Father's  heart,  the  guidance  of  His  eye, 
the  smile  of  His  face,  the  strength  of  His  arm,  the  sweets 
of  His  home.  This  humbles  and  exalts.  We  are  truly 
humbled,  not  as  we  dwell  upon  our  unworthiness,  but  as 
we  delight  in  His  goodness.  Here  we  know  what  that 
means — 

"  The  more  Thy  glories  strike  mine  eyes, 

The  humbler  I  shall  lie  ; 
Thus,  while  I  sink,  my  joy  shall  rise 
Unmeasurably  high." 

Grass  withering.  That  is  me.  Mercy  enduring.  That 
is  my  God.  God  for  me  in  covenant.  God  with  me  in 
incarnation.  God  in  me  in  communion. 

It  is  no  small  mercy  to  know  that  the  God  we  worship 
and  adore  is  the  God  of  salvation,  our  salvation,  that  He 
"  hath  prepared  His  throne  in  the  heavens,  and  His 
Kingdom  ruleth  over  all." 

"  Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknown, 

Hang  on  His  firm  decree  ; 
He  sits  on  no  precarious  throne, 
Nor  borrows  leave  to  be" 

Now,  my  dear  brother  Ira,  I  must  stop.  I  have  been 
anything  but  well  for  some  time  past,  and  am  now  in  the 
doctor's  hands.  He,  the  Good  Physician,  alone  can  bring 
health  and  cure. 

I  am  looking  forward  in  hope  of  seeing  you  face  to  face 
next  August,  and  of  enjoying  heart  to  heart  communion 
with  you,  and  His  elect,  redeemed,  and  regenerate  ones 
'around  you.  God  bless  you  indeed.  So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Ira  Clute,  THOMAS  BBADBUEY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 
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12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 
December  23rd,  1892. 

My  dear  Jem, — Grace  abounding  ever  be  yours.  Thank 
you  heartily  for  yours  of  the  17th.  It  did  me  real  good. 

I  can  assure  you  that  the  remembrance  of  the  days  that 
are  past  yield  no  less  pleasure  and  thankfulness  to  my 
heart  than  it  does  to  yours.  "  The  Old  Nook"  is  one  of 
the  "  pleasant  places  "  in  which  a  kind  and  gracious  God 
cast  many  of  the  lines  of  my  spiritual  lot.  Those  happy 
days  certainly  will  never  return  down  here  ;  but,  it  may 
be,  who  can  tell  ?  for  "  it  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we 
shall  be  " — it  may  be,  that  in  the  unclouded  vision  of  the 
Eternal,  when  remembering  all  the  way  He  led  us  in  the 
wilderness,  we  shall  have  sweet  reminiscences  of  the  love 
of  Jesus  in  "  The  Old  Nook  "  to  old  John  and  Ellen,  to 
young  John,  to  Mary  Ann,  Jem,  Will,  Hannah,  and  to 
me  also,  who  is  the  most  unworthy  of  the  unworthy. 

Ah,  bless  Him,  all  my  worthiness  is  in  Jesus.  Do  not 
be  in  a  hurry  about  the  scraps  about  your  mother.  I 
hope  to  write  a  series  of  tracts  called  "  Pleasant  Places." 
"  The  Old  Nook  "  will  be  one.  Dear  old  Ellen  will  figure 
graciously  in  it ;  but  all  for  the  lifting  of  Jesus  on  high. 
That  is  just  as  she  would  have  it.  If  you  think  of  any 
loving,  gracious  incidents,  dot  them  down  and  send  them 
to  me. 

Great  day  at  The  Grove  last  Sunday.  Texts  :  Morn- 
ing, John,  2nd  Epist.,  7th  verse.  Evening,  Exod.  xii.  13. 

I  have  been  very  weary  all  through  the  week.  Thank 
God,  we  are  all  well.  My  love  in  Him  to  Mary,  and  to 
all  who  love  me  in  Him.  God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  J.  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


12  De  Crespigny  Terrace, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

December  30th,  1892. 

My  dear  Sister  Libbie, — Manifold  mercies,  magnified 
grace,  multiplied  peace,  be  ever  yours,  by  the  rich  anoint- 
ing of  God  the  ever  blessed  Spirit. 
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Your  kind  letter  of  the  18th  came  to  hand  this  morning, 
and  the  sight  of  "  Highland  Ave "  did  me  good.  The 
remembrance  of  the  happy  seasons  I  have  enjoyed  there, 
and  the  sweet  spiritual  associations,  quite  revive  me. 
The  days  that  are  past,  spent  in  His  presence,  are  not 
gone  for  ever.  In  His  own  time  and  way,  even  by  a  word 
from  "  Highland  Ave,"  He  brings  them  up  in  our  memory, 
and  makes  them  as  sweet  and  fresh  as  ever  they  were  in 
their  reality,  and  Himself  more  precious  than  ever.  This 
makes  me  sing  at  times  when  I  otherwise  would  sigh — 

"  His  former  visits  we  recount, 

On  Mizar's  hill  and  Hermon's  mount ; 
Yet  still  our  souls  desire  anew, 

His  sweetest,  loveliest  face  to  view." 

Why  ?    Sing  this  verse  in  the  spirit  and  you  will  know — 

"  On  Him  shall  Zion  place 

Her  only  hope  of  heaven  1 
And  see,  in  His  dear  sacred  face, 

Ten  thousand  sins  forgiven" 

I  am  thankful  the  book,  sermon,  and  letter  gave  you 
pleasure,  and  that  your  dear  little  mother  was  a  sharer  of 
your  joy — frequently  I  think  of  her,  aye,  of  the  whole 
three  of  you,  and  my  heart  beats  in  sweet  harmony  with 
every  one  of  these  words,  "  And  Jesus  loves  Libbie,  and 
her  mother,  and  Hannah."  It  is  precious  to  see  the  dear 
uniting  love  of  Jesus  binding  a  family  together  as  a 
cluster  of  covenant  fruit,  for  whom  Christ  died.  I  re- 
member well  2  Cor.  iv.  13,  at  that  dear  spot,  to  me, 
Wynantskill.  The  Lord  brought  it  up  to  me  as  sweet 
and  fresh  as  ever  on  Thursday  15th  when  I  preached  from 
it  to  a  few  at  Regent  Street  Chapel,  City  Road.  It  was 
good. 

We  have  severe  weather  here,  and  I  have  felt  anything 
but  well.  In  fact,  I  have  felt  worn  and  weary  ever  since 
I  was  with  you  last  August.  Sometimes  I  wonder  whether 
the  Lord  will  ever  carry  me  over  the  Atlantic  again.  The 
flesh  says,  No.  The  spirit  says,  Yes.  But,  He  knows  all 
about  it.  There  we  must  leave  it. 

We  have  had  some  sweet  services  at  The  Grove  lately. 
On  Sunday  the  texts  were — Morning,  Gal.  i.  3 — 5. 
Evening,  John  x.  9.  On  Monday  morning  the  presence 
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of  Jesus  was  sweetly  enjoyed  while  He  refreshed  my  soul 
in  speaking  in  His  name  in  Grove  Chapel  from  2  Cor. 
vii.  1.  It  was  savoury,  searching,  solemn.  Tuesday  even- 
ing was  a  time  of  love  to  many,  again  in  Grove  Chapel, 
from  2  Cor.  v.  8.  Wednesday  went  in  a  wretched  fog  to 
Richmond,  and  spoke  from  Eph.  iii.  12.  Had  to  grope 
my  way  home — the  fog  was  thick — could  not  see  a  yard 
from  me. 

Is  Hannah  alive  ?  If  so,  may  the  Lord  bless  her  with 
much  of  His  company,  counsel,  and  consolation.  Tell 
her  to  send  me  her  photo.  I  like  yours.  Thank  you 
much  for  sending  it  to  me.  To  look  at  it  one  would  think 
you  have  a  will  of  your  own. 

My  unfeigned  love  to  the  trio.  God  bless  you  indeed. 
So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 

Miss  Libby  Barringer,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 
September  19th,  1893. 

My  dear  Brother  John, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love 
be  multiplied  to  you  from  God  our  Father,  through  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord,  by  the  rich  anointing  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Many  times  you  are  discovered  to  me  in  God-given 
remembrance,  and  all  because  I  have  you  in  my  heart, 
and  that,  because  God  put  you  there.  I  have  no  doubt 
at  all  about  that.  Frequently,  I  enjoy  afresh  the  happy 
seasons  we  enjoyed  together,  and  the  sweet  love  visits 
with  the  Lord's  loved  ones  at  Brooklyn,  Westwood,  and 
Johnstown.  Those  were  precious  times — so  bright  and 
cheerful,  that  before  them  the  dim  moments  of  this 
vain  world's  joys  flee  into  the  darkness  of  unenvied 
oblivion.  The  precious  services  at  dear  old  Wynantskill, 
and  the  sweet  yet  mournful  Good-bye  Service  at  the  Troy 
Eoom,  will  long  live  in  my  remembrance.  Yet  how  fleet- 
ing are  our  pleasures  down  here,  and  changing  are  all 
things  but  Himself — the  Unchangeable.  From  health, 
happiness,  and  joy  with  you,  I  had  to  come  into  the 
midst  of  sickness,  pain,  and  sorrow.  The  night  of  my 
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return  home  was  one  of  intense  anxiety  and  grief  to  me. 
My  dear  lad  Pat  was  in  an  agony  from  an  attack  of  peri- 
tonitis— the  inflammation  of  the  membrane  surrounding 
the  bowels.  I  knew  that  if  the  pain  ceased  at  once,  death 
would  be  certain  from  mortification.  God  was  very 
gracious  at  the  voice  of  my  cry — sent  relief — but  the  poor 
fellow  has  not  been  able  to  eat  solid  food  before  Saturday, 
when  he  partook  of  a  little  fish.  He  is  now  in  a  fair  way 
to  full  recovery,  and  with  God's  blessing  we  hope  to  send 
him,  with  his  sister,  Mrs.  Bird,  and  little  Edith  to 
Shanklin,  in  the  Isle  of  Wight.  I  will  ask  them  to  send 
you  some  views  of  the  place,  which  are  very  beautiful. 
They  intend  to  go  next  Monday. 

Since  then  the  Lord  has  taken  home  to  Himself  dear 
George  Whitlock,  the  twin  brother  of  Frank,  of  whom 
you  have  heard  me  and  Henry  speak.  He  was  a  dear 
fellow — truly  in  the  fellowship.  He  never  had  much  to 
say,  but,  no  doubt,  thought  all  the  more.  God-fearers 
frequently  think  much  and  say  little.  "  A  fool  is  full  of 
words,"  but  a  broken-hearted  sinner  made  wise  unto 
salvation  loves  to  enjoy  most  of  his  converse  with  a 
merciful  and  forgiving  God.  Dear  George  was  a  warm 
and  willing  supporter  of  the  Church  at  The  Grove — he 
was  tied  to  the  truth  of  God  as  preached  there — and 
many  a  poor  pilgrim  on  the  way  to  glory  will  miss  his 
kindly  help.  We  buried  him  in  Nunhead  Cemetery  on 
the  afternoon  of  Saturday,  the  9th  instant.  Last  Sunday 
morning  I  was  constrained  to  preach  in  keeping  with  the 
sorrowful  event  to  a  large,  sorrowing,  and  sympathising 
congregation  from  those  precious  words  of  dying  Jacob, 
"1  have  waited  for  Thy  salvation,  0  Lord"  (Genesis 
xlix.  18). 

I  will  try  to  tell  you  something  of  what  I  said.  The 
Lord  be  my  Remembrancer  : 

These  are  the  words  of  a  dying  saint.  The  last  words 
of  those  we  love  in  the  Lord  we  treasure  up  and  cherish 
in  our  hearts.  They  yield  a  sweetness  and  a  power  not 
to  be  found  elsewhere.  We  read  the  words  of  Moses,  the 
man  of  God,  in  the  33rd  chapter  of  the  book  of  Deutero- 
nomy, which  book  may  well  be  styled  The  Gospel  accord- 
ing to  Moses.  If  we  compare  these  two  chapters  we  shall 
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discover  the  fact  that  where  Jacob  cursed,  Moses  blessed. 
Look  at  the  concluding  words  of  Israel's  leader  and  law- 
giver :  "  There  is  none  like  unto  the  God  of  Jeshurun, 
who  rideth  upon  the  heaven  in  thy  help,  and  in  His 
excellency  on  the  sky.  The  eternal  God  is  thy  Refuge, 
and  underneath  are  the  everlasting  arms,  and  He  shall 
thrust  out  the  enemy  from  before  thee  ;  and  shall  say, 
Destroy  them.  Israel  then  shall  dwell  in  safety  alone  ; 
the  fountain  of  Jacob  shall  be  upon  a  land  of  corn  and 
wine ;  also  his  heavens  shall  drop  down  dew.  Happy  art 
thou,  O  Israel,  who  is  like  unto  thee,  0  people  saved  by 
the  Lord,  the  shield  of  thy  help,  and  who  is  the  sword  of 
thy  excellency !  and  thine  enemies  shall  be  found  liars 
unto  thee,  and  thou  shalt  tread  upon  their  high  places  " 
(Deut.  xxxiii.  26 — 29).  Here  we  find  no  curses  against 
an  obdurate  and  sinful  nation,  but  blessings  upon  a  saved 
and  forgiven  people.  With  these  words  upon  his  lips 
Moses  went  up  to  the  top  of  Pisgah,  and  died  there 
according  to  the  word  of  the  Lord. 

Now  look  at  the  last  words  of  David,  "  Although  my 
house  be  not  so  with  God,  yet  He  hath  made  with  me  an 
everlasting  covenant,  ordered  in  all  things  and  sure  ;  for 
this  is  all  my  salvation  and  all  my  desire,  although  He 
make  it  not  to  grow "  (2  Sam.  xxiii.  5).  Although 
things  might  appear  dark  and  dreary,  yet  Christ  in  cove- 
nant, and  the  covenant  in  Christ  was  the  foundation  of 
his  hope  in  the  moment  of  dissolution.  You  will  notice 
how  that  word  "  things  "  is  printed  in  italics.  This  leads 
us  to  the  experience  and  enjoyment  of  substantial  and 
enduring  realities  which  the  word  "  things  "  expresses 
not.  The  covenant  God  made  with  David  in  Christ  was 
ordered  and  sure  in  all  the  purposes,  promises,  attributes, 
and  perfections  of  Jehovah — Father,  Son,  and  Holy 
Ghost.  This  covenant — this  Christ — was  all  the  salva- 
tion and  all  the  desire  of  dying  David's  heart,  although  it 
was  not  so  clearly  and  fully  revealed  as  he  desired. 

We  will  now  look  at  two  cases  recorded  in  the  New 
Testament.  The  first  is  that  of  Stephen.  Turn  to  Acts 
vii.  55—60,  "But  he,  being  full  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
looked  up  stedfastly  into  heaven,  and  saw  the  glory  of 
God,  and  Jesus  standing  on  the  right  hand  of  God,  and 
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said,  Behold,  I  see  the  heavens  opened,  and  the  Son  of 
man  standing  on  the  right  hand  of  God.  Then  they 
cried  out  with  a  loud  voice,  and  stopped  their  ears,  and 
ran  upon  him  with  one  accord,  and  cast  him  out  of  the 
city,  and  stoned  him,  and  the  witnesses  laid  down  their 
clothes  at  a  young  man's  feet,  whose  name  was  Saul. 
And  they  stoned  Stephen,  calling  upon  God,  and  saying, 
Lord  Jesus,  receive  my  spirit.  And  he  kneeled  down,  and 
cried  with  a  loud  voice,  Lord,  lay  not  this  sin  to  their 
charge.  And  when  he  had  said  this,  he  fell  asleep."  Is 
not  this  wonderful  ?  Falling  asleep  under  a  murderous 
shower  of  stones  ! 

Now  notice  the  last  thoughts  of  the  very  man  at  whose 
feet  the  witnesses  laid  down  their  clothes  when  stoning 
Stephen.  "  For  I  am  now  ready  to  be  offered,  and  the 
time  of  my  departure  is  at  hand.  I  have  fought  a  good 
fight,  1  have  finished  my  course,  I  have  kept  the  faith  : 
Henceforth  there  is  laid  up  for  me  a  crown  of  righteous- 
ness, which  the  Lord,  the  righteous  Judge,  shall  give  me 
at  that  day ;  and  not  to  me  only,  but  unto  all  them  also 
that  love  His  appearing  "  (2  Tim.  iv.  6 — 8). 

I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  dear  Mrs.  George 
Whitlock  in  which  she  tells  me  that  the  whole  of  the 
sermon  was  taken  down  in  shorthand,  and  will  shortly  be 
printed,  so  I  shall  write  no  more  now,  but  hope  to  send 
you  copies  when  printed. 

I  am  kept  very  busy.  This  was  commenced  on  the 
19th,  it  is  now  the  25th.  Love  to  your  wife  and  all  your 
loved  ones. 

Pat  is  better,  and  has  gone  to  Shanklin  in  the  Isle  of 
Wight  to-day  for  a  few  weeks.  Will  has  gone  to-day  to 
see  Mr.  Aldwell.  God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  John  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


.  Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 
September  26th,  1893. 

My  dear  Brother  Ira, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love 
be  yours,  all  from  God  the  Father,  in  Jesus  Christ  our 
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Saviour,  by  the  enriching  indwelling  of  the  Holy 
Ghost. 

Many  times  I  think  of  you,  and  frequently  I  talk  of 
you  to  the  members  of  the  same  family  to  which  you  and 
I  belong.  The  family  and  household  of  God.  You  know, 
"  I  dwell  among  my  own  people."  A  people  who  love 
election  because  they  are  elected  to  salvation,  grace,  and 
glory.  They  love  redemption  because  they  are  redeemed 
from  Satan,  sin  and  self — redeemed  to  God,  and  they  are 
not  their  own.  God  in  will  and  work  and  way  is  theirs, 
and  they  in  all  things  are  God's. 

I  remember  with  sweet  delight  the  conversations  I  had 
with  you,  for  they  were  all  fragrant  with  the  name  of 
Jesus.  He  is  the  All  in  all  of  our  life,  salvation  and  ex- 
perience. All  experience  without  Him  is  darkness, 
drudgery  and  death.  In  ourselves  not  one  good  thing 
appears.  In  the  world  there  is  a  fulness  of  vanity  and 
vexation  of  spirit.  In  Christ  all  fulness  of  good  abounds 
and  abides,  and  all  for  poor  vile  sinners  like  us.  Are  we 
sinners  ?  He  saves  us.  Are  we  tempted  ?  He  succours 
us.  Are  we  suffering?  He  sympathises  with  us.  Are 
we  weak  ?  He  strengthens  us.  Are  we  needy  ?  He 
supplies  according  to  God's  riches  in  glory.  Do  we  faint 
by  the  way  ?  He  restores  us.  Do  we  fall  ?  He  lifts  us 
up,  and  keeps  us  from  falling  into  hell.  Do  we  halt  ?  He 
upholds  us.  Do  we  fail  ?  He  carries  us.  Bight  to  glory 
He  will  bring  us. 

I  am  just  preparing  for  chapel,  and  hope  to  preach 
God's  truth  from  Isa.  xliii.  2.  Thoughts  of  the  verse 
brought  thoughts  of  you  into  my  mind.  I  thought  also  I 
will  write  and  tell  Ira  a  few  things  I  shall  speak  about. 
Notice  these  four  points  : — I.  Privileged  persons.  II.  Per- 
plexing pathways.  III.  Precious  promises.  IV.  Perfect 
preservation. 

Notice  :— I.  Privileged  persons.  Here  Gods  speaks  to 
His  people,  each  and  all,  words  of  comfort  and  sweet  en- 
couragement. He  styles  them  Jacob.  This  name  means 
supplanter,  deceiver.  God's  creation.  God  created  the 
earth  without  form  and  void.  In  the  new  creation  when 
conviction  takes  place,  all  is  felt  darkness  and  disorder. 
But  from  disorder  God  brings  order ;  from  confusion  per- 
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fection ;  "  And  He  that  formed  thee,  O  Israel."  Jacob 
created.  Israel  formed,  fashioned,  beautified,  adorned. 
Israel  fears  ;  God  says,  "  Fear  not."  He  assures  His  own 
of  their  redemption,  "  I  have  redeemed  thee."  This  is  by 
price  and  power — perfectly.  "I  have  called  thee  by  thy 
name."  Called  with  a  holy,  heavenly  and  high  calling. 
Called  by  the  name  in  the  book  of  life.  Claimed — "  Thou 
art  mine."  Mine  by  election,  redemption,  regeneration 
and  voluntary  surrender. 

II.  Perplexing  pathways.       Waters    deep,    dark    and 
distressing.      Eivers  rushing,  raging  and  ruining.      Fire 
burning,  blazing,  blighting.    Flame  devouring,  desolating, 
destroying.     Israel  at  the  Red  Sea  delivered — Egyptians 
destroyed.     Israel  at  the  Jordan   when  its  banks  were 
overflowed   (Joshua  iii.  14 — 17).     Paul    in  perils   of  the 
sea,  in  perils  of  waters,  thrice  suffering  shipwreck,  and  a 
night  and  a  day  in  the  deep.     Yet  out  of  them  all  he  was 
graciously  delivered    (Acts    xxvii.    14 — 44).      From    the 
flames  of  Sodom  Lot  was  preserved  (1  Peter  ii.  6 — 9).    In 
the  burning  fiery  furnace  the  three  worthies  were  not 
singed  (Dan.  iii.  27). 

III.  Precious  promises.     "  I  will  be  with  thee."     This 
was  true  to  Jacob — Moses — Joshua — Paul — and  to  the 
whole  election  of  grace.    At  the  Bed  Sea  the  Angel  of  the 
Lord  appeared.     When  Paul  was  shipwrecked  the  Angel 
of  God  stood  by  him.     When  the  valiant  three  were  in 
the   fiery  furnace    the   Son   of    God  was    there.      When 
Jerusalem  was  destroyed  by  fire  and  sword  all  Christ's 
own  escaped.     Whither  they  go  He  Himself  will  come. 
Where  He  is  they  also  must  be. 

"  In  tribulation's  thorny  maze, 

Or  on  the  mount  of  sovereign  grace  ; 
Or  in  the  fire,  or  through  the  sea. 

This  Glorious  Man  thy  Peace  shall  be." 

IV.  Perfect  preservation.     See  John  vi.   37  ;  John  x. 
27—29  ;  Rom.  viii.  31—39. 

"  Rage  as  ye  will,  O  ye  portals  of  hell, 

Safe  in  the  Rock  do  the  ransomed  ones  dwell." 

He  brings  His  own  through  the  fire  (Zech.  xiii.  9).  See 
Psalm  Ixvi.  12.  This  is  the  lot  of  all  God's  elect. 

Now,  my  dear  friend,  I  must  bring  my  scribble  to  a 
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close,  wishing  the  blessings  of  the  covenant  to  be  yours 
continually  by  the  witness  and  seal  of  the  Spirit  of  Christ. 

Love  to  Van  Wiely  and  De  Bouville. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Ira  Clute,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 
January  11th,  1894. 

My  dear  Jem, — May  the  Lord's  loving  kindness  and 
truth  continually  preserve  you. 

Thank  you  very  much  for  your  kind  letter  containing 
so  much  of  the  Spirit  of  Jesus.  I  desire  more  of  it,  and 
to  be  blest  with  an  abiding  sense  of  His  companionship. 
I  am  sure  to  do  wrong,  speak  wrong,  look  wrong,  think 
wrong,  feel  wrong,  aye,  be  altogether  wrong,  if  Jesus  does 
not  all  things  for  me. 

I  am  thankful  you  enjoyed  "  Thy  Salvation."  The 
Lord  has  blest  it  to  many,  for  which  I  bless  and  praise 
His  glorious  and  everlasting  Name.  Tribulation  to  a 
child  of  God  is  a  treasure  because  of  the  teaching  he 
receives  thereby. 

May  peaceable  fruits  of  righteousness  hang  thickly  on 
you. 

My  dear  son  William  Parks  is  now  the  Curate  of  dear 
Mr.  Aldwell  at  Southsea.  He  preached  his  first  sermon 
on  Sunday  morning  last,  from  Isa  xliv.  20.  May  the 
Lord  graciously  keep  his  tongue  from  fleshly  free-will 
evil,  and  his  lips  from  speaking  religious  guile. 

Pat,  dear  fellow,  has  arrived  at  Barbadoes  on  his  way 
to  Antigua,  where  he  is  the  appointed  Second  Master  of 
the  Grammar  School. 

Mrs.  B.  has  been  caged  to  the  house  with  a  severe 
attack  of  bronchitis  for  six  weeks.  I  am  not  well  at  all. 

Love  to  Mary. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  J.  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 
January  29£/&,  1894. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love  with  every 
good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  be  yours  at  all 
times. 

When  sins  and  fears  prevailing  rise,  may  He  Himself 
be  your  full  Salvation.  In  seasons  of  temptation  may  He 
be  your  solace  and  succour. 

When  *  suffering  is  your  lot,  may  you  never  lack  His 
sympathy. 

When  friends  are  changing  and  dying  may  He  indulge 
you  with  His  sweet  society,  and  make  your  heart  burn 
with  His  matchless  talk. 

He  has  had  much  to  do  with  me,  and  in  me  of  late,  test- 
ing and  proving  the  grace  He  has  given.  For  seven  weeks 
my  wife  has  been  caged  up  with  a  severe  attack  of  bron- 
chitis, and  will  not  be  allowed  to  venture  much  out  of  the 
house  while  the  winter  lasts. 

Thank  God  she  is  better,  which  is  a  great  load  lifted  by 
His  gracious  hand  from  off  my  heart.  She  sorrowed 
much  at  the  departure  of  our  dear  son  Pat  for  Antigua  on 
the  3rd  of  this  month.  We  received  a  cablegram  from 
him  on  the  18th  with  the  single  but  precious  word, 
"  Safe." 

The  Lord  has  kept  me  hard  at  work  for  Him,  and  I 
have  found  that  word  precious,  which  many  say,  but  do 
not  understand,  "  Whose  service  is  perfect  freedom." 
Well,  Who  makes  me  to  differ  ?  I  know,  so  do  you.  But, 
I  am  weary  and  worn.  May  I  come  and  stay  with  you  on 
Wednesday,  February  7th,  until  Saturday  the  10th  ?  And, 
shall  I  be  of  any  use  to  you  on  Easter  Sunday,  March 
25th? 

If  at  all  inconvenient  do  not  hesitate  to  return  an 
emphatic  No. 

God  bless  you  all  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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Mid  Atlantic, 
R.M.S.  "  Britannic," 
Tuesday,  September  4th,  1894. 

My  dear  Brother  John, — Grace  and  all  needful  good- 
ness be  ever  yours. 

Just  a  line  or  two  to  thee,  my  brother,  to  express  the 
unaffected  and  unfeigned  love  of  my  heart  to  thee.  I  was 
so  sorry  to  see  you  laid  low  in  body,  but  thanked  God  for 
teaching  me  by  such  means  that  we  are  not  to  be  seeking 
our  rest  in  cold,  sickly,  and  unseemly  regions  like  America 
and  England.  No  ;  you  and  I  belong  to  regions  bright 
and  fair,  where  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe,  can  never 
enter. 

It  was  with  great  reluctance  that  I  left  you,  and  if  T 
might  have  my  own  way,  I  should  certainly  stay  with  you 
altogether.  But,  "  Thy  way,  not  mine,  0  Lord." 

I  have  been  very  comfortable  ever  since  I  sailed  from 
New  York.  Everybody  seems  to  study  my  happiness.  The 
Captain  is  peculiarly  kind  and  attentive.  I  can  only  attri- 
bute this  to  the  most  gracious  favour  of  my  own  God  and 
Father  in  Christ  Jesus.  Nehemiah  knew  something  of 
this  when  he  prayed  that  sweet  prayer  recorded  in  chap, 
i.  11. 

On   Saturday  evening  the  Captain  commanded  me  to 
take  the  service  on  the  coming   Sunday  morning,   and 
preach  to  the  people.     I  could  not,  dare  not,  refuse.      So 
at  the  appointed  time  I  took   the  service,  and  preached 
from  the  words,  "  And  they  that  know  Thy  name  will  put 
their  trust  in  Thee  "  (Psalm  ix.  10). 
I.  The  Name. 
II.  The  knowledge. 

III.  The  trust. 

I  hope  to  be  able  to  scribble  out  the  sermon  for  the 
benefit  of  all  those  to  whom  the  Lord  may  send  it.  It 
has  evidently  touched  many.  An  American  lady  from 
Chicago,  a  doctor's  wife,  was  deeply  impressed.  A  Dr. 
Holmes,  a  medical  man  from  Boston,  was  deeply  moved. 
Many  have  thanked  me. 

I  feel  humbled  before  my  God  for  the  marvellous 
honour  He  continues  to  thrust  upon  a  poor  vile  sinner,  so 
utterly  unworthy  of  His  notice — only  to  damn. 


Letters  to  the  Household  of  Faith.  271 

0  John,  what  a  mercy  that  our  own  God  should  fix 
upon  us  to  sing  daily — 

"  Sovereign  grace,  o'er  sin  abounding, 
Ransom'd  souls,  the  tidings  swell ; 
'Tis  a  deep  that  knows  no  sounding, 
Who  its  breadth  or  length  can  tell  ? 

On  its  glories 
Let  my  soul  for  ever  dwell." 

1  am  even  now  counting  the  weeks  to  my  meeting 
again  the  friends  of  Jesus  around  you.     He  knows  that  I 
love  them  with  an  unfeigned  love.     I  saw  more  signs  of 
spiritual  life  during  my  last  visit  than  ever  I  did  before. 

The  Lord  graciously  bless  your  little  churches,  and 
cause  His  glory  to  be  seen  in  their  midst.  May  He  in- 
crease them  with  men  as  a  flock. 

May  the  love,  blood,  obedience  and  intercession  of 
Jesus,  God's  Christ,  be  your  continual  food. 

Love  to  your  wife. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  to  serve  with  my  spirit  in  the  Gospel  of  God's 
Son,  THOMAS  BBADBUEY. 

Mr.  John  Winters, 
Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Mid  Atlantic, 
R.M.S.  "  Britannic," 
September  4th,  1894. 

My  dear  Daughter, — Grace  and  all  goodness  abide  with 
you. 

Your  kind  letter  came  to  me  in  due  time.  You  had  my 
thanks  as  I  read  it. 

My  visit  has  been  one  of  unmingled  pleasure.  God 
has  blessed  me  at  every  turn,  and  made  His  word  a  bless- 
ing to  very  many. 

The  change  has  done  me  all  sorts  of  good,  and  I  am 
returning  greatly  strengthened  in  body  and  mind. 

I  met  dear  old  Pat  at  Albany  on  the  evening  of  Tues- 
day, August  21st.  He  looked  remarkably  well,  though 
not  as  fleshy  as  aforetime.  We  had  some  nice  outings 
together.  The  people  are  more  than  pleased  to  have  him 
among  them.  He  came  to  New  York  with  me  on  the 
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night  boat.  I  introduced  him  to  Captain  Smith,  and  he 
was  the  last  to  leave  the  "  Britannic  "  before  starting,  and 
I  saw  him  waving  his  handkerchief  until  we  were  out  of 
sight.  He  goes  to  see  Niagara  this  week,  and  will  return 
to  Antigua  next  week  in  the  "  Carribee."  I  was  greatly 
pleased  to  see  him.  God  is  very  good  to  me  in  my  lads, 
and  in  my  lasses  too. 

Can  you  and  George  spend  Sunday  with  us  at  Thorn- 
hill  ?  I  want  you  to  see  my  new  portrait  and  your 
mother's  also. 

We  have  had  a  remarkably  quiet  and  comfortable 
passage  so  far.  The  Captain  is  more  than  good  to  me.  I 
sit  next  to  him  at  table,  but  there  is  One  who  sticks  closer 
to  me  than  he. 

I  took  the  full  service  on  Sunday  morning,  and 
preached  with  much  acceptance  from  Psalm  ix.  10,  first 
clause. 

Now  then,  don't  you  think  God  is  wonderfully  good  to 
your  father  ?  More  than  he  deserves  !  More  than  he 
deserves  !  ! 

Love  to  George  and  to  all  the  tribe. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Your  affectionate  Father, 
Mrs.  Doggett.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 
September  28th,  1894. 

My  dear  Sister  Libby, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love, 
with  every  blessing  of  the  covenant,  and  all  the  graces  of 
the  Spirit,  be  yours  in  sweet  experimental  possession,  by 
the  preciousness  of  the  promise,  and  the  power  of  the 
Pro  miser. 

I  have  had  a  great  desire  to  write  to  you,  and  to  that 
dear  creature  Hannah,  ever  since  my  return  home  from 
my  very  happy  and  lovely  visit  to  my  brethren  and 
sisters  in  the  Lord  round  about  you — of  whom  I  delight 
to  know  you  as  one. 

Frequently  my  thoughts  fly  your  way,  and  enter  the 
chamber  where  your  dear  mother  knows  so  much  of 
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suffering  affliction,  and  where  you  need  so  much  of  the 
patience  of  Christ.  Nothing  but  this  will  serve  to  bear 
you  up  under  the  constant  strain  upon  the  little  strength 
you  have,  and  under  which  endurance,  poor,  weak  human 
nature  is  so  apt  to  give  way. 

May  the  blessed  Spirit  endue  you  with  much  of  the 
meekness  and  gentleness  of  Christ,  that  as  long  as  the  dear 
sufferer  may  abide  in  the  flesh,  she  may  have  nothing  but 
blessing  for  you,  and  Jesus  Himself  comfort  you  with  His 
own  reward  of  grace. 

Have  you  ever  noticed  how  the  bride  in  the  first  chapter 
of  Solomon's  Song  complains  of  her  blackness  and  un- 
faithfulness, and  the  hard  treatment  she  received  from 
her  mother's  children  ?  Yet  in  the  face  of  her  complain- 
ing and  questioning,  her  Lord  has  nothing  but  commen- 
dation for  her.  He  says,  "  I  have  compared  thee,  O  My 
love,  to  a  company  of  horses  in  Pharaoh's  chariots."  He 
sees  her  strong,  active,  agile,  graceful,  fleet,  beautiful, 
while  she  considers  and  confesses  herself  the  very  opposite 
to  all  these. 

From  Pharaoh's  rude  and  imperious  grasp  and  bondage 
God's  elect  are  redeemed  and  rescued.  Blood  the  price. 
Love  the  power.  Delivered  from  the  authority  of  dark- 
ness, and  translated  into  the  kingdom  of  light  and  love. 
Thus  we  are  brought  from  the  cruel  power  of  Satan  to 
the  loving  heart  of  God. 

Notice  the  pomp  and  parade  of  the  chariot  horse — how 
strong — how  swift — how  willing  !  This  is  all  while 
the  king  keeps  his  seat,  and  holds  it  well  and  skilfully  in 
hand.  The  horse  is  ever  ready  to  move  at  its  master's 
bidding — the  movement  of  every  muscle  indicates  its 
willingness  to  go  at  his  will.  Powerful,  yet  subject  to- 
his  guidance.  O,  how  blessed  to  be  within  touch  of  Jesus' 
guiding  hand  and  loving  heart.  In  this  lies  all  our 
strength,  willingness,  gracefulness  and  fleetness. 

"  Jesus,  our  Peace,  our  Shield,  our  Sun, 

When  Thou  shalt  draw,  our  feet  shall  run  ; 
But  if  Thy  visits  Thou  adjourn, 

We'll  pray,  and  wish  Thy  sweet  return." 

"His  service  is  perfect  freedom,"  yet  how  fond  we  are 
of  own  way,  and  of  the  exercise  of  our  own  will.  While 
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this  is  the  case  we  are,  in  self,  dull,  cold,  restless,  restive. 
Impatience,  peevishness,  and  irritability  are  ours.  Does 
it  not  seem  wonderful  that  Jesus  will  have  anything  at 
all  to  do  with  us?  Yet  He  has,  and  we  should  be 
miserable  if  He  had  not. 

"  O  thou  of  little  faith, 

Thy  pace  is  slow  but  sure  ; 
Yet  feeble  faith,  the  promise  saith, 
Shall  to  the  end  endure  !  " 

Love  to  your  mother  and  Hannah. 
God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Miss  Libby  Barringer,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Abbey  Lodge,  Cambridge, 
October  llth,  1894. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  love  ever  go 
before  you.  Goodness  and  mercy  keep  close  behind  you. 
Compassion  hold  your  right  hand.  Pity  fill  your  left 
hand.  Covenant  care  cover  you.  Everlasting  arms  sus- 
tain you.  Christ  be  All  and  in  all  to  you  and  yours. 

The  savour  of  Isa.  xlv.  11  has  not  yet  left  me.  Though 
few  are  drawn  to  our  gatherings  the  God  of  the  few  does 
not  keep  away.  Blessed  be  His  holy  name  for  that. 

I  had  a  very  comfortable  and  quiet  journey  home  last 
Friday.  The  rain  did  not  at  all  disconcert  me.  Found 
all  well  at  Thornhill. 

Hope  you  received  the  "  Protoplast  "  and  "  Serle  "  all 
right. 

This  has  been  a  busy  week  with  me. 

Sunday — The  Grove. 

Monday — Brighton. 

Tuesday — The  Grove. 

Wednesday — Hitchin. 

Thursday — Cambridge. 

To-morrow  must  return  home  for  prayer  meeting. 

Shall  be  kept  very  busy  in  His  work.  Wednesday,  14th, 
and  Thursday,  15th  November,  are  the  only  two  con- 
secutive nights  I  have  left.  Can  I  come  to  you  then  ?  If 
inconvenient,  hesitate  not  to  say  so. 
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•  Unfeigned  love  to  you  all. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 
October  IGth,  1894. 

My  dear  Brother  Ira, — Grace  and  glory  be  yours  every 
day  of  your  sojournings  in  the  wilds  of  sin  and  death. 

You  are  not  forgotten  by  me,  but  oftentimes  brought  to 
remembrance  by  the  promised  covenant  Remembrancer. 
O,  what  a  forgetful  fellow  I  am  !  I  should  never  think  of 
anything  gracious,  heavenly,  or  divine  were  it  not  for  my 
gracious  God,  who  is  ever  mindful  of  His  covenant,  and 
never  forgetful  of  me. 

I  look  back  with  sweet  delight  to  the  day  when  you  re- 
freshed the  weary  bodies  of  a  few  of  the  Master's  loved 
ones  in  your  workshop  at  Bloomingrove,  and  the  sweet 
season  we  enjoyed  in  the  hollow  at  dear  Van  Weily's  ! 
For  the  refreshment  temporal  and  spiritual  you  ministered 
to  us,  I  could  think  of  the  good  Master  gently  whispering 
to  your  heart  His  own  encouraging  words,  "Inasmuch  as 
thou  hast  done  it  to  a  few  of  the  least  of  these  My 
brethren,  thou  hast  done  it  unto  Me."  Jesus  was  very 
good — most  kind,  sweetly  gracious — to  me  the  whole  of  that 
day,  and  many  times  since  I  have  felt  truly  grateful  for 
His  special  attention  to  me,  and  caring  for  me  with  no 
small  care.  He  was  my  travelling  Companion  all  the 
time  I  was  away  from  home,  and  frequently  made  me — 
sweetly  compelled  me — to  lie  down  in  green  pastures,  and 
led  me  by  the  still  waters  of  new  covenant  truth.  It  was 
wonderful  to  me  in  noticing  how  lovingly  He  made  His 
dear  brethren  and  sisters  so  kind  and  attentive  to  me. 
Love  can  stoop  to  any  service  to  the  loved  ones  of  our 
ever  loving  Lord.  His  love  to  us  was,  and  is,  wonderful, 
passing  all  human  thought,  or  angelic  conception. 

"  Love  which  will  not  let  Him  rest,  ^ 

Till  His  chosen  all  are  blest ; 
Till  they  all  for  whom  He  died, 
Live  rejoicing  by  His  side." 
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Did  you  ever  think  of  the  answer  of  the  bride  to  the 
Bridegroom  in  Song  of  Solomon  i.  16, 17  :  "  Behold,  Thou 
art  fair,  my  Beloved,  yea,  pleasant ;  also  our  bed  is 
green  "  ?  This  is  truly  blessed  and  beautiful — it  is  comely 
and  graceful.  She  does  not  plume  herself  upon  the  com- 
mendation of  her  Lord  given  in  the  preceding  verse.  She 
hears  and  receives  the  expressions  of  His  admiring  love, 
and  says  nothing  of  herself.  No,  not  even  of  how  un- 
worthy she  is  of  His  loving  attention.  The  deeper  her 
emotions,  the  fuller  her  renunciation  of  self.  In  all  this 
there  is  nothing  of  false  humility.  Self,  in  every  phase 
and  feature,  is  odious  to  the  spiritual  nature.  A  man  may 
talk  of  sinful  self  and  experimental  self  while  his  heart  is 
as  proud  as  Lucifer's.  True  humility  keeps  self  out  of 
sight,  and  says  nothing  at  all  about  it. 

The  bride  does  not  deny  that  she  is  fair  and  beauteous 
in  the  Person  and  perfections  of  her  Husband.  Her  words 
express  the  grateful  return  of  admiring  love.  Her  beauty 
was  His.  "  Let  the  beauty  of  the  Lord  our  God  be  upon 
us"  (Psalm  xc.  17).  "Thou  wast  exceeding  beautiful — 
thy  beauty  was  perfect  through  My  comeliness  which  I 
had  put  upon  thee,  saith  the  Lord  God  "  (Ezek.  xvi.  13, 
14).  She  delighted  herself  in  Himself.  She  knew  Him 
as  the  complete  covering  to  her  eye,  and  this  filled  her 
heart  with  sweet  contentment.  He  is  pleasant  to  the  eye 
and  precious  to  the  heart  of  those  who  know  Him  in  the 
sweets  of  divine  communion.  Many  are  fair  but  not 
pleasant.  Many  are  pleasant  but  not  fair.  But  Christ  is 
both  to  Ira  and  Thomas. 

Perfect  combinations  and  harmonies  abide  in  Jesus.  In 
Him,  and  in  Him  alone,  the  heart  of  the  weary  traveller 
to  unbroken  rest  above,  finds  seasons  of  rest  and  quietness 
on  the  way.  The  heart  of  the  bride  is  the  Bridegroom's 
rest.  The  heart  of  the  Bridegroom  is  the  bride's  rest. 
Mutual  rest  and  enjoyment.  "  Also  our  bed  is  green."  This 
is  the  sweet,  clean,  refreshing  bed  of  exceeding  great  and 
precious  promises,  which  are  all  Yea  and  Amen  in  Christ 
Jesus.  There  is  marvellous  freshness  of  delight  and  re- 
pose enjoyed  by  weary  sinners  in  God's  Covenant — God's 
Christ.  (See  1  Cor  i.  30.)  The  Good  Shepherd  pitches  not 
His  tent  inside  the  dingy  and  dirty  city  of  Legality, 
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Remote  from  the  murky  air  of  man's  polluting,  and  out- 
side every  city  of  man's  building  the  Bridegroom  provides 
for  His  bride  sweet  spots  of  spiritual  rest.  He  is  ever 
found  in  the  fields,  the  vineyards,  the  gardens,  the  moan- 
tains  of  myrrh,  and  the  hills  of  frankincense. 

"  Our  house — our  rafters."  This  reminds  us  of  Solo- 
mon's temple  (1  Kings  vi.  15 — 18;  v.  6 — 10).  This  was 
but  typical  of  Christ,  and  of  the  heavenly  temple  reared 
by  the  Heavenly  Builder  of  living  stones,  upon  Himself, 
the  Living  Stone.  "Whose  house  are  we"  (Heb.  iii.  6). 
"The  beams  of  our  house" — perfect  identity.  "Ye  in 
Me,  and  I  in  you"  (John  xiv.  20;  xvii.  21,  and  xiv.  3). 
See  also  1  Peter  ii.  4— 7;  Eph.ii.20— 22;  ICor.iii.  9;  Psalm 
xcii.  13.  Do  read  Psalm  xxiii.  6  ;  xxvii.  4  ;  Ixv.  4  ;  Ixxxiv. 
1 — 4.  "  Him  that  overcometh  will  I  make  a  pillar  in  the 
temple  of  My  God,  and  he  shall  go  no  more  out  "  (Rev. 
iii.  12). 

Do  notice  that  word  "  oar" — "our  bed" — "our  home" 
— "our  rafters."  It  reminds  one  of  the  "us,"  "we," 
"  with,"  "  in,"  "  together  "  of  the  Ephesians.  "  One  in 
Jesus,  O,  how  sweet." 

Now  I  must  stop. 

Love  to  the  brethren. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Ira  Clute,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

December  24^,  1894. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love  be  yours 
from  Him  who  was  for  us  in  covenant  from  the  begin- 
ning— who  is  for  us  now  in  the  high  court  of  heaven — 
who  is  to  come,  with  every  blessing  we  need  in  all  time  of 
our  wealth  and  in  all  time  of  our  tribulation. 

Your  brotherly  and  benevolent  communication  came  in 
due  course  to  the  joy  of  both  our  hearts — mine,  because 
it  proved  to  me  that  your  love  is  the  same  to  me,  and 
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your  care  for  me  has  flourished  again.  Not  that  I  desired 
a  gift,  only  as  the  same  is  an  expression  of  a  brother's 
love  to  me  in — 

"  The  Man  who  lived,  and  died,  and  rose 

To  perfume  heaven  with  blood  ; 
To  Him  my  soul  her  pardon  owes, 
And  claims  Him  for  her  God." 

My  wife's  heart  was  filled  with  joy  at  the  token  of  love 
to  her  husband  as  a  minister  of  Christ.  "  Bear  ye  one 
another's  burdens  "  may  be  done  in  many,  aye,  very  many 
ways.  That  is  a  sweet  verse  to  me — 

"  One  wish  have  I,  and  only  one, 

Arising  day  by  day — 
To  serve  the  children  of  Thy  Son. 
As  He  shall  point  the  way." 

The  longer  I  live  the  more  I  am  assured  that  true 
faith  is  not  in  a  cold  creed,  but  in  a  living,  loving  Person, 
and  that  Person  none  other  than  my  Brother,  Saviour,  God. 

Brother,  to  take  my  place  of  suffering. 

Saviour,  to  save  me  from  everything  but  Himself. 

God,  to  bring  me  into  the  light  of  His  countenance, 
and  under  the  solemnizing  power  of  His  sovereignty. 

Unfeignedly  I  wish  you  and  your  dear  wife  the  enjoy- 
ment of  all  that  a  gracious  God  can  bestow  upon  you. 

Sometime  in  the  early  part  of  1895  I  should  like  to 
spend  a  day  or  two  with  you,  to  meet  for  the  worship  of 
a  God  worth  knowing,  and  whom  I  can  heartily  recom- 
mend to  the  notice  and  consideration  of  the  living  in 
Jerusalem. 

He  is  always  so  good  to  me.  See  Psalm  1.  7.  May 
He  continually  save,  succour,  and  so-lace  you. 

Jacob's  Angel  bless  your  lads. 

My  wife  unites  in  love  to  yours. 

God  bless  you  indeed.         Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

December  26th,  1894. 

My  dear  Brother  William,— Needful  and  all-sufficient 
grace  be  yours  at  all  times. 
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God  willing,  I  shall  be  with  you  next  Wednesday, 
January  9th,  and  may  the  Lord  get  to  Himself  great 
glory,  and  make  Himself  an  everlasting  name  in  the 
heart's  experience  of  all  His  loved  ones. 

Mrs.  B.  and  I  have  the  house  all  to  ourselves,  and  we 
are  very  quiet. 

I  will  not  wish  you  the  compliments  of  the  season — 
that  would  be  heathenish — and  I  do  not  desire  ever  to 
treat  you  as  a  heathen  man  and  a  publican. 

Bather  may  you  enjoy  much  of  the  Lord's  anointing. 
His  Christ  was  anointed  to  preach  the  gospel  to  the 
POOR — to  heal  the  BROKEN-HEARTED — to  preach  deliver- 
ance to  the  CAPTIVES — and  recovering  of  sight  to  the 
BLIND — to  set  at  liberty  them  that  are  BRUISED,  &c. 
What  an  unspeakable  mercy  it  is  for  me  to  know  that 
my  brother  William  finds  himself  in  every  one  of  these 
conditions.  None  can  know  this  but  by  the  Holy  Ghost. 
This  proves  that  you  are  one  of  those  for  whom,  and  to 
whom,  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  in  gracious  ministry  was 
sent. 

My  desire  for  you  and  yours  is  that  you  may  be  ex- 
ceedingly filled  with  His  sweet  company.  When  this  is 
the  case  all  jarring  notes  are  hushed,  and  heaven's  rich 
harmonies  blessedly  enjoyed. 

Love  to  your  dear  wife  and  chicks. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

January  8th,  1895. 

My  dear  Friend, — Grace  and  peace  be  ever  yours. 
Nothing,  not  even  death,  can  cut  a  spiritual  'acquaint- 
ance.    Once  one  in   the   bowels  of  Jesus  Christ,  never 
two. 

.  I  was  pleased  to  receive  your  letter,  and  to  learn  that 
the  presence  of  our  Best  Friend  is  still  enjoyed  in  your 
little  gatherings.  So  we  find  it  at  The  Grove.  Without 
His  felt  presence  all  prayer,  praise  and  preaching  is  tame, 
insipid,  lifeless.  But  if  He  only  puts  in  an  appearance 
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are  not  His  disciples  glad  to  see  Him  ?    I  know  they  are. 

We  are  having  solemn  seasons  just  now.  Three  good 
hearers,  old  folk,  taken  home  within  a  fortnight.  Dear 
William  Whiting  went  this  morning.  His  experience 
was  Christ-like  simplicity,  indeed,  it  was  the  simplicity 
which  is  in  Christ. 

Who  next?  "What  is  that  to  thee?  Follow  thou 
Me." 

Sitting  at  His  feet — leaning  on  His  arm — nestling  in 
His  bosom — any  position  in  Him  will  do.  Any  position 
out  of  Him  will  not  do  for  me. 

I  can  lie  still  when  He  makes  me. 

I  can  sit  still  when  I  know  He  is  my  strength. 

I  can  stand  still  when  I  see  Him  fighting  for  me. 

I  can  be  still  when  He  is  All  in  all. 

God  willing,  I  will  be  with  you  on  Thursday,  February 
,  and  stay  until  Saturday. 

The  Lord  bless  us  all. 

I  am  tired. 

Love  to  all  who  love  Him.     Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BEADBUKY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

February  18th,  1895. 

My  dear  Brother  Alfred, — Grace  needful,  sufficient, 
abundant  and  exceeding  ever  be  yours. 

Since  last  I  wrote  you  much  weakness  and  weariness 
have  been  mine — nearly  worn  out. 

I  have  been  scarcely  out  of  the  house  these  last  three 
weeks  through  cold  caught  at  the  grave  of  a  sister  in  Him. 
However,  I  do  not  repine,  but  thank  God  for  thrusting 
upon  me  the  distinguished  privilege  of  counting  me 
worthy  to  associate  all  my  sufferings  with  the  sweet 
name  and  adorable  person  of  our  Brother  born  for  ad- 
versity. 

"  His  human  heart  He  still  retains, 

Though  throned  in  highest  bliss  ; 
And  feels  each  tempted  member's  pains, 
For  our  affliction's  His." 
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Thank  God  I  am  feeling  better. 

By  His  good  will  and  pleasure  shall  be  with  you  on 
Thursday  by  the  train  from  Leeds,  arriving  in  Notting- 
ham at  12.40. 

May  the  Lord  graciously  and  sweetly  solemnize  our 
gathering  together  in  His  name.  All  attempts  at  worship 
and  service  are  but  vanity  and  toil  if  He  is  not  with  us 
with  His  grace  and  power. 

This  morning  early  the  Lord  took  home  a  dear  fellow, 
who  with  his  last  pain  rejoiced  at  the  prospect  of  seeing 
those  he  loved  in  the  Lord,  at  home  with  Him.  His 
name,  John  Pescod. 

His  funeral  will  take  place  on  Friday  afternoon  in 
Norwood  Cemetery,  which  will  necessitate  my  leaving 
Nottingham  early,  say  8.30.  1  am  sorry  for  this,  as  I 
had  purposed  staying  with  you  until  Saturday.  But  here 
I  can  sigh,  and  sometimes  sing — 

"  Heavenly  Father,  to  Whose  eye 

Future  things  unfolded  lie  ; 
Through  the  desert,  where  I  stray, 
Let  Thy  counsels  guide  my  way." 

My  unfeigned  love  to  your  wife  and  all  the  chicks. 
God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

July  5th,  1895. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Sister  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love,  with  every 
needful  new  covenant  blessing  be  ever  yours  by  the  rich 
anointing  of  the  covenant  Witness  (Acts  v.  32;  Heb  x.  15). 

The  testimony  of  grace  has  been  much  blest  of  late  in 
the  building  up  of  many  of  the  Lord's  living  children, 
and  the  bringing  from  death  unto  life  of  others  who 
heretofore  knew  Him  not.  This  is  very  encouraging. 
Yet,  there  is  always  something  in  the  way  of  ballast. 
Many  who  seemed  to  run  well  in  the  ways  of  the  Lord 
can  do  with  less  of  the  testimony  than  that  which 
cheered  them  aforetime.  Their  seats  are  vacant,  and  it 
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appears  that  the  house  of  the  Lord  may  run  waste  for  all 
they  care. 

Yet,  close  and  secret  communion  with  our  Best  Friend 
who  was  fondled  and  forsaken  by  His  own,  more  than 
makes  up  for  all  cruel  coldness  one  experiences  from 
those  in  whom  we  have  warmly  confided. 

I  should  have  been  more  than  pleased  to  have  seen  you 
at  the  Anniversary  Services,  but  He  knows. 

"  He  will  keep  the  feet  of  His  saints." 

May  He  keep  yours,  and  your  whole  soul  in  His  own 
sweet  love  embracings.  Indulge  you  with  much  of  His 
presence,  blessing,  and  consolations,  and  bring  you 
through  love  and  blood  safe  to  His  everlasting  kingdom 
and  glory. 

My  last  visit  to  America  was  marvellously  blest  of  God 
to  the  scattered  flock  over  there.  I  dare  not  hesitate  in 
going,  the  broad  seal  of  God's  approbation  is  on  the  whole 
affair. 

My  wife  unites  in  kindest  love  in  Him  to  you. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mrs.  Reed.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
November  5th,  1895. 

My  dear  Brother  John, — Grace  and  every  needful 
blessing  be  yours  at  all  times. 

Your  letter  of  October  13th  did  me  good.  A  sight  of 
your  writing  delighted  me.  It  always  does.  You  know, 
I  am  sure,  that  you  are  a  fellow  I  like.  That  is,  in  the 
fellowship  of  the  gospel.  No  thanks  to  me  for  so  pre- 
cious a  privilege,  it  is  all  of  God.  It  is  all  in  Christ.  It 
is  all  by  the  Holy  Ghost.  Its  origin,  the  counsels  of 
eternity.  Its  destiny,  the  ages  of  eternal  glory.  Oh 
dear  !  What  were  we  born  for  ?  Ah  !  but  what  were 
we  born  again  for  ?  To  know  and  enjoy  God  in  the 
Person  of  Jesus  Christ,  by  the  rich  anointing  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  to  enjoy  Jesus  Christ  in  fellowship  one  with 
another.  "  For  truly  our  fellowship  is  with  the  Father, 
and  with  His  Son  Jesus  Christ." 
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God  was  very  good  in  bringing  me  home  safely,  though 
it  was  the  most  miserable  voyage  I  have  had  across  the 
Atlantic.  Mist,  fog,  drizzle,  and  a  heavy  swell  nearly  all 
the  way.  Yet,  all  through  and  until  now,  I  have  been 
privileged  to  know  and  say,  "The  Lord  is  good,  a  strong- 
hold in  the  day  of  trouble,  and  He  knoweth  them  that 
trust  in  Him." 

Yes,  you  are  quite  right  about  the  communication  of 
spiritual  life.  None  but  God  can  do  that.  No  man 
can  quicken  his  own  soul,  and  none  can  keep  alive  his 
own  soul  when  it  is  quickened.  None  can  make  an  able 
minister  of  the  New  Testament  but  the  Holy  Ghost. 
Neither  can  an  able  minister  of  the  New  Testament  open 
his  mouth  to  profit  but  by  the  Holy  Ghost. 

The  cause  of  God  and  truth  seems  to  be  at  a  very  low 
ebb  in  almost  every  place  I  visit.  Spiritual  life  languishes 
— the  ways  of  Zion  do  mourn — truth  is  fallen  in  the 
streets.  "  Yea,  truth  faileth  ;  and  he  that  departeth  from 
evil  "• — the  evil  of  fleshly  free-will — "  maketh  himself  a 
prey,  is  accounted  mad."  I  know  this  is  true  to  the  letter, 
aye,  to  the  spirit,  which  is  penetrating,  piercing,  searching. 

I  frequently  feel  myself  very  lonely.  Very  few  people 
seem  to  know  me  in  the  things  of  God.  Much  of  my 
time  I  am  alone.  Not  quite.  The  Father  is  with  me — 
the  Son  is  with  me — the  Blessed  Spirit  is  an  Abiding 
Comforter.  How  little  we  think  of  Him  as  He  is  thus 
revealed.  "  That  He  may  abide  with  you  for  ever  "- 
"He  dwelleth  with  you,  and  shall  be  in  you" — "the 
Anointing  which  ye  have  received  abideth  in  you."  How 
precious  ! 

Yes,  John,  your  Jesus  and  mine  is  held  in  blessed 
oneness  to  us  by  the  thicket  of  the  covenant.  "  He  will 
never,  never  leave  us  ;  nor  will  let  us  quite  leave  Him." 

That  is  a  sweet  prayer  of  Patrick,  whom  Papists 
erroneously  style  the  patron  saint  of  Ireland — "  Christ  be 
with  me,  Christ  before  me,  Christ  after  me,  Christ  in  me, 
Christ  under  me,  Christ  over  me,  Christ  on  my  right 
hand,  Christ  on  my  left  hand,  Christ  in  the  heart  of  every 
person  to  whom  I  speak,  Christ  in  the  eye  of  every  person 
who  looks  at  me,  Christ  in  the  ear  of  every  person  who 
hears  me  at  Tara  to-day." 
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Of  late,  sickness,  plagues,  and  death  have  been  flying 
about  me,  but  they  have  not  come  nigh  my  dwelling. 
Pat  has  been  ill.  Tom  is  just  lifted  up  from  death's  door. 
Who  next  ? 

Through  covenant  love,  blood,  righteousness,  and  sheer 
mercy,  we  shall  soon  be  where  sin,  suffering  and  sorrow 
have  no  place. 

John,  I  love  you.     God  bless  you. 

Give  my  love  to  all  who  love  me  for  His  sake. 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  John  Winters,  THOMAS   BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
December  1th,  1895. 

My  dear  Brother  Ira, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love, 
with  every  good  thing  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus,  be  yours 
in  blessed  and  hallowed  experience,  by  the  indwelling 
witness  and  seal  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

You  and  I  are  closely  knit  together  as  members  of  the 
body,  flesh  and  bones  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus 
Christ,  while  our  spirits  blend  together  in  the  sweets  of 
divinely  wrought  communion.  This 'must  be  so,  for 
rarely  a  day  rolls  by  without  a  call  upon  my  remem- 
brance of  the  happy  occasions  we  have  spent  in  each 
other's  company,  and  the  sweet  enjoyment  of  our  dear 
Master's  company.  The  thoughts  of  these  times  make 
me  long  for  the  voice  of  the  Turtle  at  that  hallowed  spot 
to  me — Wynantskill.  There  I  have  gazed  upon  the 
spiritual  beauties  of  my  Lord  and  my  God — I  have  heard 
the  voice  of  my  Beloved  in  the  preaching  of  His  precious 
gospel — I  have  enjoyed  the  sweet  fragrance  of  His 
saving  name,  until  I  have  lost  all  sense  of  sin,  forgotten 
that  I  was  a  sinner,  the  devil  might  have  been  dead,  death 
swallowed  up  in  victory,  and  the  days  of  heaven,  the 
glories  of  eternity  begun.  Do  you  wonder  at  my  loving 
that  spot,  and  my  feeling  bound  for  life — life  unceasing 
— to  the  little  flock,  the  despised  few,  who  worship  God 
in  spirit  and  in  truth  there  ?  I  feel  myself  bound  for 
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eternity  with  them,  and  sometimes  it  feels  strange  that  I 
am  not  with  them  altogether,  that  my  dust  may  mingle 
with  theirs  at  last. 

Bat  there  is  something  better  than  all  that.  I  find  it 
in  those  precious  words  of  Jesus,  "  I  in  them,  and  Thou 
in  Me,  that  they  be  made  perfect  in  one  "  (John  xvii.  23). 
Blessed,  indissoluble  oneness  is  expressed  in  those  three 
personal  pronouns,  I — Thou — they.  Here  we  see  God  in 
election,  and  the  elect  in  God.  Here  we  enjoy  the 
gloriously  gracious  fact  that  God  lives  in  us,  dwells  in  us, 
abides  in  us,  and  we  in  Him.  Whatever  works  we  have 
worthy  of  the  name  are  wrought  in  God  (John  iii.  21), 
and  God  works  in  us  (1  Cor.  xii.  6),  God  walks  in  us  (2 
Cor.  vi.  16),  and  we  walk  in  Him  (Mic.  iv.  5).  Christ 
speaks  in  us  (2  Cor.  xiii.  3),  and  we  speak  in  Christ  (2 
Cor  xii.  19).  These  things,  known  and  felt,  assure  our 
souls  of  a  blessed  oneness  existing  between  the  Father  of 
glory  and  His  regenerate  sons  and  daughters  in  the  Son 
of  His  love. 

"  God's  own  Elect,  was  Christ  proclaimed, 
And  all  His  mystic  members  named ; 
One  glorious  Head,  one  body  there, 
Who  shall  at  last  one  glory  share." 

This  is  a  mystery  hidden  from  flesh  and  blood.  Why 
should  you  and  I  delight  in  the  revelation  of  it,  while 
others  esteem  it  perfect  folly  ?  The  Master  we  love  lets 
us  into  the  secret  :  "  It  is  given  unto  you  to  know  the 
mysteries  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  but  to  them  it  is  not 
given"  (Matt.  xiii.  11).  Also,  "  I  thank  Thee,  O  Father, 
Lord  of  heaven  and  earth,  because  Thou  hast  hid  these 
things  from  the  wise  and  prudent,  and  hast  revealed  them 
unto  babes.  Even  so,  Father  ;  for  so  it  seemed  good  in 
Thy  sight.  All  things  are  delivered  unto  Me  of  My 
Father,  and  no  man  knoweth  the  Son  but  the  Father  \ 
neither  knoweth  any  man  the  Father  save  the  Son,  and 
he  to  whomsoever  the  Son  will  reveal  Him  "  (Matt.  xi. 

25—27). 

"  Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow." 

Give  my  hearty  and  unfeigned  love  to  dear  old  Van 
Weily  and  his  wife,  aye,  to  all  the  tribe  of  them.  I  shall 
never  forget  them  while  the  Covenant  Beinernbrancer  is 
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true  to  His  office.  My  soul  melts  with  holy  longing 
for  the  same  communion  I  have  enjoyed  with  the  dear 
old  Dutchman. 

I  am  anxiously  looking  forward  and  longing  for  next 
July. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Ira  Clute.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 
January  23rd,  1896. 

My  dear  Sister  Martha, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love, 
with  lots  of  covenant  blessings  be  yours  at  all  times,  by 
the  grace,  indwelling,  witness  and  seal  of  the  Holy 
Ghost. 

Thank  you  much  for  your  kind  letter  which  came  to- 
night. Glad  you  liked  the  pieces  on  "  Temptation  "  and 
"  Affliction."  These  are  heirlooms  to  all  the  family  of 
faith  not  yet  at  home. 

I  do  like  that  bit  in  your  letter,  "  I  know  so  little  and  I 
would  like  to  know  so  much."  With  all  my  Bible  read- 
ing and  searching,  that  is  just  what  I  feel.  Well,  it  is 
far  better  to  know  a  little  of  God's  teaching  than  a  lot 
of  our  own  acquiring.  I  do  love  to  remember  those 
words  of  Paul,  "  If  any  man  thinketh  that  he  knoweth 
anything,  he  knoweth  nothing  yet  as  he  ought  to  know. 
But  if  any  man  love  God,  the  same  is  known  of  Him  " 
(1  Cor.  viii.  2,  3).  Acquired  knowledge  puffeth  up,  but 
all  that  is  communicated  to  us  by  the  God  of  love  is  edify- 
ing, confirming,  establishing. 

I  am  so  pleased  to  hear  of  your  general  good  health, 
and  pray  God  to  bless  you  with  increasing  strength 
naturally  and  spiritually.  May  our  own  God  give  you 
yet  to  walk  to  and  fro  loaded  with  covenant  blessings  and 
the  good  things  of  His  kingdom. 

Your  appreciation  of  dear  Henry  Winters  is  just  and 
right.  I  like  that  man,  and  somehow  or  other  I  think  he 
likes  me.  I  feel  that  it  was  worth  while  crossing  the 
Atlantic  simply  to  make  his  acquaintance.  I  was  not  five 
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minutes  in  his  company,  and  that  of  dear  old  John,  before 
I  was  quite  at  home  with  them,  and  might  have  known 
them  a  lifetime.  That  was  all  the  Lord's  own  doing. 
What  He  does  is  well  done. 

My  dear  son  Tom  came  out  of  the  hospital  five  weeks 
ago,  and  has  been  with  us  ever  since.  He  still  is  laid  up, 
and  appears  to  progress,  but  it  is  very  slowly.  0  what  a 
world  of  sin  and  misery  we  live  in.  It  is  a  mercy  to 
know  that  we  are  chosen  and  redeemed  out  of  it. 

Give  my  love  in  Him  to  Mrs.  Noonan ;  she  is  one  I 
am  graciously  compelled  to  think  about. 

Yes,  I  received  your  photo,  and  knew  it  in  a  twink- 
ling. I  am  glad  to  have  it.  I  soon  gave  it  a  place  in  my 
American  album. 

Do  you  know  a  man  your  way  named  Peter  Snook  ? 
If  you  do,  and  should  come  across  him,  will  you  kindly 
ask  him,  Did  he  receive  four  volumes  of  the  Grove  Chapel 
Pulpit?  I  sent  them  to  him,  and  hope  they  have  not 
gone  astray. 

Give  my  unfeigned  love  to  your  dear  mother  and 
Elvie,  and  do  not  forget  me  when  you  see  dear  old  Mrs. 
Snook  and  Harriet. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 
Miss  Martha  Little,  THOMAS  BBADBURY. 

Johnstown,  N.Y. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E. 

March  3rd,  1896. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  faith  and  fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace  guide  you,  mercy  melt  you,  peace 
possess  you,  love  lead  you. 

It  seems  an  age  since  last  I  heard  from  you,  or  any- 
thing about  you. 

With  me  trials  abound,  but  there  is  a  triumph  with 
every  one  of  them.     I  am  slaughtered  every  day  yet  sur-, 
vive  every  slaughtering.     I  grow  certainly,  but  my  grow- 
ing is  out  of  conceit  with  myself,  and  more  in  love  with 
my  best  Friend. 
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Drained  of  all  my  physical  strength  by  my  late  attack 
of  bronchitis,  I  regain  it  very  slowly. 

God  willing,  I  shall  be  in  the  North  at  the  beginning 
of  next  week.  Can  I  come  to  you  on  Thursday,  12th,  to 
stay  with  you  until  Saturday,  14th  ?  It  may  be  the  Lord 
will  open  up  some  of  the  rich  treasures  of  His  grace 
through  you  to  me,  and  through  me  to  you. 

Faith  is  mutual. 

Faith  is  common. 

Faith  is  like-precious  to  all  the  members  of  the  one 
body. 

Give  my  love  in  Him  to  your  dear  wife  and  all  the 
chicks. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

March  17th,  1896. 

My  dear  brother  Ira, — Grace  and  good  success  ever 
attend  you.  Thank  you  heartily  for  your  kind  letter.  It 
did  me  good.  I  laughed  when  I  saw  the  account  of  the 
"  New  York "  going  ashore  in  New  York  lower  bay. 
What  strange  vicissitudes  you  met  with  from  almost  the 
commencement  of  your  journeyings,  yet  guided,  guarded 
and  kept  through  them  all. 

It  was  a  real  treat  to  have  you  in  my  house,  and  truly 
sorry  I  was  that  your  stay  was  so  short. 

You  will  be  glad  to  know  that  my  strength  increases, 
though  very  slowly,  for  which  I  thank  God  and  take 
courage. 

My  son  Tom  improves  in  health,  and  has  gone  to  stay 
for  a  time  with  his  brother  John  in  Wigan. 

You  cannot  conceive  the  relief  I  felt,  and  the  joy  of 
my  heart  when  I  received  Libby's  letter  and  found  that 
"she  and  Hannah  were  spared  the  awful  end  I  so  much 
feared.  "  Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow."  It 
will  be  like  life  from  the  dead  when  I  see  them  in  July, 
God  thus  favouring  me. 
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Glad  you  received  and  enjoyed  my  letter  of  Dec.  7th, 
and  that  God  thereby  made  you  feel  afresh  the  knitting  of 
eternal  love  existing  between  us. 

I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  Mrs.  Van  Weily  ailing.  May 
the  good  Lord  give  her  to  feel  much  of  His  healing  touch. 
And  as  to  Henry  and  John,  you  know  they  are  two 
fellows  I  dearly  love.  Somebody  has  told  me  that  John 
has  not  been  well.  The  Lord  bring  him  abundance  of 
health  and  cure.  If  the  Lord  took  him  he  would  be 
sorely  missed  in  your  little  circle.  As  much  as  I  love 
him,  I  do  not  want  him  to  go  home  yet.  Well,  it  is  not 
what  I  want,  but  what  the  Lord  wills  that  we  must  bow 
to,  and  sing, 

"  The  lot  is  cast,  and  in  His  light 
I  see  it  is  both  just  and  right ; 
And  sure  He  may  the  same  dispose 
Without  my  asking  what  He  does." 

I  hope  to  give  your  letter  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Batchelor  to 
read  to-night.  They  will  be  right  glad  to  hear  of  your 
safe  arrival. 

The  Lord  has  been  very  gracious  to  me  in  the  preach- 
ing of  His  precious  truth  of  late.  I  was  away  from 
home  all  last  week  preaching  in  Cheshire,  Lancashire  and 
Nottinghamshire,  when  the  word  went  forth  with  power 
and  grace. 

Last  Sunday  was  a  special  day  to  many  at  the  Grove. 
The  texts  were  :  Morning,  Bom.  v.  20  ;  evening,  Bom.  v. 
21.  But  the  word  was  more  for  the  hearers  than  for  me. 
God  is  a  gracious  sovereign  in  these  matters.  He  sends 
to  whom  He  will,  and  whom  He  will  receives  the  blessing. 

I  went  last  night  to  preach  at  a  place  called  Balham, 
about  five  miles  from  here,  in  a  gentleman's  dining-room. 
We  had  a  glorious  time.  Showers  of  heavenly  blessing 
and  the  dew  of  God's  spiritual  benediction  fell  upon 
many,  amid  great  rejoicing. 

Will  you  give  my  unfeigned  love  to  the  Van  Weily's. 
Dear  couple.  I  do  love  them. 

Wishing  you  much  of  the  upholding  of  the  Abiding 
Comforter,  and  the  joy  of  God's  salvation,  with  love  from 
all  mine,  I  remain,  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  Ira  Clute.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


290         Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

April  1st,  1896. 

My  dear  Grandson  John,— Grace  and  good  success 
attend  you. 

I  hope  you  are  quite  well,  I  really  do. 
I  was  very  pleased  to  learn  that  you  have  gone  up 
twelve,  which  tells  me  that  you  are  climbing  up,  and  not 
down.  Let  onward  be  your  motto,  and  whoever  else  may 
go  back  or  fall  down  and  fail  I  hope  and  pray  that  God 
may  keep  you  from  falling  or  failing,  and  that  He  may 
lead  you  on  in  every  good  path. 

I  want  you  to  look  at  the  fourth  chapter  of  the  Book 
of  Proverbs,  "  Wisdom  is  the  principal  thing  ;  therefore 
get  wisdom  ;  and  with  all  thy  getting  get  understanding  " 
(7th  verse). 

You  cannot  get  any  that  is  worth  keeping  only  from 
God,  from  God's  Book — the  Bible,  and  by  God's  Spirit. 

I  do  love  to  hear  of  little  boys  who  are  growing  into 
big  ones,  and  who  sometimes  think  themselves  bigger 
than  they  really  are — I  love  to  hear  of  them  reading 
their  Bibles,  and  trying  to  learn  what  it  says  about  God. 
That  was  good  for  me  when  I  was  a  lad.  I  remember 
learning  this  verse  :  "  The  eyes  of  the  Lord  are  in  every 
place,  beholding  the  evil  and  the  good  "  (Proverbs  xv.  3), 
and  with  it  this  verse  : 

"  Almighty  God,  Thy  piercing  eye 

Strikes  through  the  shades  of  night ; 
And  our  most  secret  actions  lie 
All  open  to  Thy  sight." 

That  kept  me  from  being  a  worse  lad  than  I  was.     I 
want  it  to  keep  you. 
Give  my  love  to  all. 
God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Your  loving  Grandfather, 

THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
P.S. — Jonah  paid  his  fare. 

Jonah  prayed  when  he  had  nothing  to  pay. 

Jonah  preached  after  he  prayed. 

Jonah  was  peevish  after  all  his  paying,  praying, 

and  preaching. 
Grandson  at  Cambridge. 
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Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

April  1st,  1896. 

My  dear  Grandson  Tom, — Grace  and  all  good  be  with 
you. 

I  am  well,  but  not  quite. 

I  might  be  better. 

I  might  be  worse. 

I  am  so  pleased  you  like  the  book  I  sent  you. 

My  birthday  was  a  very  happy  one. 

We  had  a  nice  tea  meeting  of  the  Sunday  scholars,  and 
little  Tom  Burton  sat  next  to  old  Tom  Bradbury  on  the 
platform,  while  the  boys  and  girls  said  their  pieces. 

It  was  a  nice  meeting. 

I  wish  you  had  been  there. 

Well,  we  will  try  to  make  it  up  one  day. 

So  glad  you  are  rising  in  the  standards,  and  that  you 
can  do  addition  by  money. 

I  hope,  as  you  grow  up  to  be  a  man,  you  will  never  want 
money  to  add. 

As  you  are  busy  with  addition,  I  want  you  to  read, 
mark,  and  learn  these  verses  : 

"  Ye  shall  not  add  to  the  word  which  I  command  you  " 
(Deut.  iv.  2). 

"  What  thing  soever  I  command  you,  observe  to  do  it ; 
thou  shall  not  add  thereto,  nor  diminish  from  it "  (Deut. 
xii.  32). 

"  My  son,  forget  not  My  law,  but  let  thine  heart  keep 
My  commandments :  for  length  of  days  and  long  life  and 
peace  shall  they  add  to  thee  "  (Prov.  ii.  1,  2). 

"Add  thou  not  unto  His  words  lest  He  reprove  Thee, 
and  thou  be  found  a  liar  "  (Prov.  xxx.  6). 

"  Woe  to  the  rebellious  children,  saith  the  Lord,  that 
take  counsel,  but  not  of  Me  ;  and  that  cover  with  a  cover- 
ing, but  not  of  My  Spirit,  that  they  may  add  sin  to  sin  " 
(Isaiah  xxx.  1). 

t"  Which  of  you,  by  taking  thought,  can  add  one  cubit 
unto  his  stature  ?  "  (Matt.  vi.  27). 

"  Add  to  your  faith  virtue  "  (2  Peter  i.  5). 

Your  Grandmother  and  I  are  here  all  alone. 
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Aunt  Maria  and  Edith  are  with  your  Uncle  Willie  in 
Bedford. 

Love  to  all. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Your  loving  Grandfather, 
Grandson  at  Cambridge.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

June  9th,  1896. 

My  dear  Brother  Ira, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love 
be  yours  at  all  times  by  the  rich  anointing  and  refreshing 
bedewing  of  God  the  ever-blessed  Spirit. 

Your  kind  and  welcome  letter  with  enclosure  came  all 
right  yesterday,  for  which  you  have  my  hearty  thanks. 

I  heard  this  week  that  dear  old  Peter  Bellinger  was  no 
longer  caged  in  the  flesh.  One  by  one  the  loved  ones  of 
our  Lord  are  being  gathered  home  to  glory,  to  spend  a 
blessed  eternity  with  Him. 

I  was  truly  sorry  to  hear  that  you  had  been  sick,  and 
had  to  wait  long  before  the  Good  Physician's  healing 
touch  was  vouchsafed  to  you.  May  He  continue  to  you 
health  and  strength,  so  that  when  He  shall  carry  me  over 
to  you  we  may  be  blessedly  favoured  with  much  of  His 
company  and  consolation  together. 

The  date  of  my  sailing  from  Liverpool  is  altered  from 
Wednesday,  July  15th,  to  Wednesday,  July  22nd.  The 
slow  boat,  the  "Adriatic,"  will  sail  on  the  15th,  and  I 
prefer  to  sail  in  the  "  Germanic  "  on  the  22nd. 

That  will  suit  me  much  better,  as  our  chapel  is  now 
closed  for  repairs  and  the  enlargement  of  the  schoolroom. 
We  have  held  our  services  in  the  Surrey  Masonic  Hall 
with  very  large  congregations.  The  services  have  been 
very  interesting,  and  I  have  enjoyed  them  exceedingly. 

The  time  for  the  re-opening  of  the  chapel  is  uncertain, 
and  my  absence  at  that  time  would  cause  great  disappoint- 
ment and  dissatisfaction.  I  shall  not  go  to  Sharon  for  a 
Sunday,  but  should  like  to  be  there  from  Thursday  to 
Saturday  evening. 

On  landing  at  New  York  I  shall  go  to  Westwood  for 
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Sunday,  August  2nd,  sail  for  Troy,  to  be  at  the  room  on 
Wednesday  5th. 

Wynantskill — Sunday,  August  9th. 

Johnstown  — Sunday        ,,     16th. 

Wynantskill — Sunday        ,,     23rd. 

Sail  from  New  York  on  Wednesday  26th,  to  be  home 
for  Lord's  Supper  on  Sunday,  September  6th. 

What  a  mercy  to  know  the  truth  of  that  word,  "  My 
times  are  in  Thy  hand."  None  but  God  Himself  could 
give  me  strength  and  nerve  to  face  the  breezes  and 
billows  of  the  Atlantic,  to  see  and  greet  those  I  love  in 
the  Lord  so  far  away. 

"  Then  hold  my  hand,  most  gracious  Lord  ! 

Guide  all  my  goings  still ; 
And  let  this  be  my  life's  one  aim, 
To  do  or  bear  Thy  will." 

I  think  you  might  arrange  for  a  service  at  Mrs.  Earner's 
on  the  evenings  of  Sundays,  August  9th  and  23rd,  and 
we  must  certainly  hold  one  again  at  dear  Van  Weily's. 

Give  them  my  unfeigned  love,  and  tell  them  they  are 
not  long  together  out  of  my  thoughts. 

The  blessing  of  the  Lord  enriching,  without  any 
sorrow  adding,  be  yours  at  all  times. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Ira  Clute.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

October  13th,  1896. 

My  dear  Jem, — Grace,  helpful  and  abounding,  ever  be 
yours.  Thank  you  much  for  your  kind  letter  of  the  7th. 
It  did  me  good. 

Your  allusion  to  your  dear  old  father  roused  up  in  me 
many  pleasant  memories  of  the  past.  Many  a  heavenly 
greeting  I  have  had  from  his  grace-touched  lips  which 
"yielded  sweet  encouragement  on  my  pilgrim  pathway, 
when  many  had  nothing  but  discouragement  for  my  tried 
and  troubled  spirit. 

You  wish  to  bless  me  as  Isaac  blessed  Jacob.  There, 
I  believe  I  am  blessed.  None  can  truly  bless  but  God. 
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I  have  learned  that  no  blessing  has  ever  come  to  me  but 
in  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  His  Love,  and  even  these 
come  very  cross-handed  at  times. 

Well,  it  seems  to  be  that  the  heavier  the  cross,  the 
greater  the  comfort.  The  greater  the  trial,  the  more 
glorious  the  triumph.  The  fiercer  the  fire,  the  more 
thorough  the  separation. 

Mrs.  Bradbury  comes  home  from  Hastings  to-day. 
She  is  evidently  much  better,  and  can  walk  across  the 
room  floor  without  assistance  or  the  aid  of  a  stick. 

My  heart  is  full  of  thankfulness  to  the  God  of  all  my 
mercies,  yet  I  am  not  insensible  to  the  workings  of  a  vile 
nature  which  is  enmity  against  Him. 

Give  my  love  to  Mary,  and  to  any  who  love  me  for  the 
Master's  sake. 

I  frequently  find  myself  singing, 

"  My  times  of  sorrow  and  of  joy, 
Great  God,  are  in  Thy  hand  ; 
My  choicest  comforts  come  from  Thee, 
And  go  at  Thy  command." 

May  He  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  J.  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBUKY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

November  13th,  1896. 

My  dear  Brother  Ira, — Grace  and  peace,  with  health 
and  cure,  and  the  enjoyment  of  heaven's  choicest  blessings 
be  yours  abundantly. 

Your  kind  letter  came  with  Henry's,  and  though  it 
breathed  a  spirit  of  sorrow,  it  brought  along  with  it  the 
peace  of  God.  I  was  very  sorry  to  learn  from  it  that  you 
had  been  so  very  ill.  May  the  God  of  Love  be  with  you 
in  the  Person  of  the  best  Physician  we  know.  Then  you 
will  be  privileged  to  sing  with  sweet  contentment : 

"  Sick  or  in  health,  or  rich  or  poor, 

All  shall  be  well,  if  Thou  art  mine." 

The  old  truth  crops  up  at  almost  every  step  of  our 
journey  homeward,  "  through  much  tribulation  we  must 
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enter  into  the  kingdom  of  God,"  and  when  through  grace 
we  are  brought  to  His  unclouded  kingdom  of  glory,  that 
will  be  true  concerning  us,  "  These  are  they  which  came 
out  of  great  tribulation." 

Well,  it  is  a  blessed  thing  to  know  that  "  we  can  go 
through  no  darker  rooms  than  He  went  through  before." 

The  living  member  is  associated  with  the  living  Head. 
We  have  fellowship  with  Him  in  His  sufferings,  and  in 
all  our  afflictions  He  is  afflicted.  It  is  only  as  partakers 
of  the  sufferings  that  we  are  partakers  of  the  consolation. 
It  is  in  the  valley  of  the  deathshade  that  the  presence  of 
the  Good  Shepherd  is  enjoyed,  and  the  support  of  His  rod 
and  staff  is  sweetly  experienced.  Here  it  is  that  His 
gracious  promise  is  experimentally  verified  and  fully 
proved :  "  When  thou  passest  through  the  waters,  I 
will  be  with  thee  ;  and  through  the  rivers,  they  shall  not 
overflow  thee ;  when  thou  walkest  through  the  fire, 
thou  shalt  not  be  burned  ;  neither  shall  the  flame  kindle 
upon  thee.  For  I  am  the  LORD  thy  God,  the  Holy  One 
of  Israel,  thy  Saviour." 

I  am  sorry  to  tell  you  that  the  sermon  on  Jabez  is  not 
in  the  volume  I  named  to  you.  That  was  my  mistake.  I 
cannot  remember  now  where  I  read  it.  Should  I  come 
across  one  I  shall  be  sure  to  send  it  to  you. 

As  to  your  departure  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night, 
the  time  and  manner  are  arranged  and  settled  in  infinite 
love  and  wisdom,  and  concerning  this  sin-cursed  earth  I 
can  sing  and  sigh  in  the  spirit  of  my  glorified  grand- 
father : 

"  What  is  the  world  with  all  its  store  ? 

'Tis  but  a  bitter  sweet ; 
When  I  attempt  to  pluck  the  rose, 
A  pricking  thorn  I  meet." 

Yet  every  thorn  reminds  me  of  the  head  once  circled 
with  the  cursed  crown. 

"  The  head,  the  dear  majestic  head, 

That  cruel  thorns  did  wound  ; 
See  what  immortal  glories  shine, 
And  circle  it  around." 

I  am  looking  forward  to  meeting  you  again  in  1897. 
May  the  Father  of  mercies  vouchsafe  to  us  that  most 
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gracious  favour.      But  I  am  also  anticipating  the  day 
when  I  shall  see  you  bathed  in  glory  and  lost  in  love. 

All  mine  unite  with  me  in  love  and  prayers  for  health 
and  cure  to  be  given  you  from  the  hands  of  the  Good 
Physician  in  Gilead. 

Thank  God,  Mrs.  Bradbury  is  better.  We  are  all 
well. 

Love  to  all  who  love  me  in  Him. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Ira  Clute.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
January  Ind,  1897. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
•God's  Elect, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love  be  yours 
continually  and  increasingly  by  the  rich  anointing  of  the 
Spirit  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Writing  has  become  a  weariness  to  me  ever  since  my 
wrist  was  sprained  last  June  in  carrying  my  wife  to  bed 
with  her  broken  leg.  I  thought  that  would  have  been 
the  end  of  her,  but  covenant  mercy  said,  No.  Twelve 
weeks  she  lay  helpless  in  bed,  and  now,  thank  God,  she 
can  hobble  about  the  house,  and  will  go  halting  all  the 
rest  of  her  days  down  here. 

The  Lord  has  kept  me  in  the  doctor's  hands  since  the 
llth  of  last  September  with  a  severe  bronchial  cold  which 
still  troubles  me.  I  frequently  feel  that  I  am  a  nuisance 
to  myself  and  to  everyone  about  me,  but  with  all  that  is 
humiliating  it  is  my  mercy  to  know  that  my  God  is  not 
weary  of  me. 

Chosen  in  love. 

Redeemed  by  blood. 

Born  of  God. 

Kept  by  power. 

"  If  but  a  moment  Thou  withdraw, 

That  moment  sees  me  break  Thy  law." 

Give  my  unfeigned  love  to  your  dear  wife  and  to  all 
jour  loved  ones. 
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The  blessing  of  Israel's  covenant  God  rest  upon  all  of 
you.     So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

January  II th,  1897. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  Him, — Grace,  mercy, 
and  peace  be  yours  at  all  times. 

For  some  time  past  God  has  made  me  to  feel  something 
of  my  weakness,  and  my  desire  is  to  know,  more  and 
more,  His  strength. 

Without  Christ,  the  Power  of  God  in  me,  I  can  do 
nothing.  Without  Christ,  the  Wisdom  of  God  in  me,  I 
can  do  nothing  right.  But,  "  I  can  do  all  things  through 
Christ  which  strengtheneth  me." 

Just  now  I  can  do  little  more  than  wait  upon  the 
Strong  for  strength,  or,  for  patience  to  endure  my  weak- 
ness. The  doctor  prohibits  my  going  out  this  week 
except  to  chapel  to-night,  through  a  very  persistent 
bronchial  and  nasal  cold,  which  has  asserted  its  attach- 
ment to  me  ever  since  last  September. 
He  knows. 

A  great  mercy  for  me  that  He  has  taught  me  that 
much. 

Well,  I  hope  He  blesses  you  with  true  soul  prosperity. 
"  Nothing  in  self — all  in  Him." 
"  Sick  of  self — fond  of  Him." 
"  Amazed  to  see  myself  so  vile, 
And  Jesus  smiling  all  the  while." 

It  takes  a  lot  of  grace  to  keep  my  old  ego  quiet. 

Even  with  grace  I  cannot  do  it.  But  the  God  of  all 
grace  with  His  rich  grace  can  do  it  for  me.  May  He 
bless  us  with  much  of  His  sweet  company. 

Now  I  am  writing  to  say  that,  God  willing,  I  shall  be 
at  Leicester  on  Wednesday,  March  '24th.  and,  if  agreeable 
and  convenient  to  you,  I  will  run  on  to  Nottingham  on 
Thursday,  25th,  and  ask  Him  to  give  me  a  few  words  for 
His  sole  glory  and  the  good  of  His  chosen. 
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Give  my  love  to  your  dear  wife  and  chicks. 
God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
February  6th,  1897. 

My  dear  Sister  Martha, — Grace  direct  from  the  God  of 
all  grace,  and  peace  from  the  very  God  of  peace  be  yours 
alway. 

You  need  not  have  troubled  about  not  writing  to  me 
sooner,  for  I  know,  from  practical  experience,  that  there 
is  a  time  to  write,  and  a  time  when  we  cannot  write  at 
all.  What  is  the  use  of  writing  when  God  does  not  find 
the  stuff? 

I  am  glad  you  received  the  hymn  book  safely.  I  was 
more  than  pleased  to  send  it  to  you.  The  best  hymns  in 
the  book  are  those  containing  most  of  Christ,  and  which, 
under  the  anointing  of  the  Spirit,  lead  the  heart  from  all 
thoughts  of  treacherous  self  to  be  lost  in  the  faithful 
love  of  Him  we  love. 

Yes,  you  are  right,  the  heart  is  deceitful  above  all 
things ;  yes,  so  deceitful  as  to  be  taken  up  with  our 
mourning,  and  to  give  a  secondary  place  to  the  Mourner 
of  Bethany,  Gethsemane,  and  Calvary. 

"  My  God  "  is  the  language  of  the  distance  and  the 
gloom,  to  hearts  in  oneness  with  the  Prince  of  mourners. 
See  Psalm  xxii.  1 ;  xlii.  6,  9 ;  Ixiii.  1 ;  Isaiah  xlix.  14. 
Then  notice  Isaiah  xl.  27;  xlv.  15;  Micah  vii.  8,  9; 
Hab.  iii.  17,  18. 

Dear  old  Clute,  I  feel  a  warm  place  in  my  heart  when- 
ever I  think  of  him,  or  hear  the  mention  of  his  name.  I 
esteem  him  as  one  whom  the  Lord  has  greatly  blessed.  I 
do  pray  our  Good  Physician  to  bless  him  with  His  touch 
or  word. 

"Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power, 
No  word  from  Thee  can  fruitless  fall." 

I  heard  of  your  flittings  about  Albany,  Watervliet,  and 
Troy,  and  am  pleased  to  know  that  you  benefited  thereby. 
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I  am  sending  a  little  book  of  Scripture  Promises  which 
I  think  may  be  useful  to  carry  about  with  you  and  refer 
to  at  any  time. 

I  am  not  well ;  but,  He  knows. 

Love  to  Ma  and  all  the  Littles. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     Yours  faithfully, 
Miss  Martha  Little,  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 

Johnstown,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
February  16th,  1897. 

My  dear  Brother  Ira, — Grace  and  peace,  health  and 
cure,  restoration  and  strength  be  yours  increasingly  from 
Him  Who  was,  and  is,  and  is  to  come.  May  He  come 
again  and  again  to  you  with  His  restoring  covenant 
cordials. 

I  was  more  than  pleased  to  receive  yours  of  the  3rd, 
but  very  sorry  indeed  to  hear  of  your  prolonged  sickness. 
The  ways  of  our  God  are  very  strange  and  perplexing, 
and  the  tangled  web  of  His  all- wise  providence  is  very 
puzzling  all  the  way  home.  When  we,  through  grace, 
arrive  there,  we  shall  have  great  occasion  to  bless  and 
praise  our  Heavenly  Father  for  thousands  of  .things 
which  our  weak  stretch  of  mind  now  fails  to  see. 

I  have  sent  by  this  mail  the  hymn  book  to  Elsie, 
which  I  am  sure  will  please  you  as  much  as  it  will  Elsie. 

"  The  History  of  Grove  Chapel "  is  not  to  be  obtained 
anywhere  only  by  re-printing,  and  that  is  too  expensive 
for  me  to  attempt. 

I  am  sure  your  faith  must  be  tried  greatly  at  times, 
not  knowing  what  step  to  take,  nor  which  way  to  look. 
But  dear  Eliza  Bell's  sweet  verse  will  come  in  well  for 
you  :  "  He  shall  come  down  like  rain  upon  the  mown 
grass,  as  showers  that  water  the  earth." 

"  Weak  as  you  are,  you  shall  not  faint, 

Or,  fainting  shall  not  die  ; 
Jesus,  the  strength  of  every  saint, 
Will  aid  you  from  on  high." 

All  mine  unite  in  kindest  love  to  you. 


300         Life  and  Letters  of  Thomas  Bradbury. 

If  you  should  go  to  Holland  let  me  know  beforetime, 
and  I  would  meet  you  either  at  Liverpool  or  South- 
ampton. 

Love  to  all  who  know  me  in  Him. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  Ira  Clute,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy.  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 

April  1st,  1897. 

My  dear  Brother  Ira, — Grace  and  peace  be  yours  at  all 
times. 

Thank  you  much  for  your  kind  letter  of  March  22nd. 
It  did  me  good  to  find  you  were  better  and  increasing  in 
strength  some  little. 

I  hope  I  was  not  crooked  with  Elsie,  because  of  the 
slip  of  memory  on  my  part  in  respect  to  the  hymn  book. 
As  soon  as  your  letter  reminded  me  of  it,  I  sent  one  off 
to  her.  My  memory  is  not  what  it  was  formerly.  I 
have  not  seen  a  copy  of  "  The  History  of  Grove  Chapel  " 
since  you  enquired  of  me  for  one  ;  but  when  I  see  one 
you  shall  have  it.  I  am  sending  you  "  A  Memoir  of 
Joseph  Irons,"  in  which  you  will  find  all  the  special 
points  of  the  history.  "  Oil  and  Wine  "  you  shall  have 
as  soon  as  I  can  go  to  the  City. 

I  am  pleased  to  hear  of  my  friends  your  way,  one  and 
all.  Sorry  to  hear  of  De  Kouville's  sad  state.  None  but 
the  Lord  can  bring  him  out  of  it.  "  Alas  !  for  that  day 
is  great,  so  that  none  is  like  it ;  it  is  even  the  time  of 
Jacob's  trouble,  but  he  shall  be  saved  out  of  it "  (Jer. 
xxx.  7). 

Sorry  Mrs.  Earner  has  had  fresh  trial  in  her  daughter's 
sickness,  and  hope  it  has  been  sanctified  to  both  of  them. 

"  Trials  must  and  will  befall, 

But  with  humble  faith  to  see 
Love  inscribed  upon  them  all, 
This  is  happiness  to  me." 

I  do  hope  there  will  be  no  necessity  for  your  return  to 
Holland.  May  the  Lord  strengthen  and  bless  you,  and 
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make  you  a  blessing  to  the  little  flock,  among  which  I 
would  live  and  die,  if  the  Lord  would  command  me  so  to 
do. 

"  While  place  we  seek,  while  place  we  shun, 

We  shall  find  happiness  in  none  ; 

But  with  a  God  to  guide  our  way, 

'Tis  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay." 

My  heart  was  glad  when  I  read  of  His  goodness  to  you 
in  overthrowing  the  designs  and  doings  of  your  enemies, 
and  bringing  you  out  of  the  prison  house  of  gloomy  sus- 
pense unscathed. 

This  has  been  a  very  trying  winter  to  me.  Bronchitis 
and  rheumatism  have  made  me  feel  and  confess  my  frailty 
and  helplessness.  Yet  I  have  been  kept  satisfied  with  my 
portion,  and  sometimes  singing  : 

"  How  bitter  that  cup  no  heart  can  conceive, 

Which  He  drank  quite  up  that  sinners  might  live  ; 
His  way  was  much  rougher  and  darker  than  mine, 
Did  Christ  my  Lord  suffer,  and  shall  I  repine  ?  " 

I  am  looking  forward  with  great  anticipation — "  greatly 
desiring  to  see  thee,  being  mindful  of  thy  tears,  that  I  may 
be  filled  with  joy."  July  21st  will  soon  be  here,  and  I  shall 
be  delighted  to  greet  my  brethren  once  more  whom  I 
daily  feel  to  be  so  far  away,  yet  ever  spiritually  near  in 
Him  we  love. 

Give  my  love  to  all  who  love  me  in  the  Truth. 

Mrs.  Bradbury  thanks  you  heartily  for  the  beautiful 
bookmark. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  Ira  Clute,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


H.M.S.  "  Britannic," 

Atlantic, 

August  28th,  1897. 

My  dear  Sister  Permelia, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and 
love  be  abundantly  and  abidingly  yours  from  the  stores  of 
eternal  and  unfailing  love.  With  great  desire  I  long  to 
express  the  gratitude  and  thankfulness  of  my  heart  to 
you  and  to  dear  brother  Henry  for  your  large-hearted 
hospitality  and  unwearying  labour  for  my  comfort,  and 
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that  of  the  dear  lad,  Tom  Lawson.  He  is  full  of  it,  and 
I  am  sure  they  will  not  hear  the  last  of  it  when  he 
arrives  at  home.  As  for  myself  I  can  truly  say  I  enjoyed 
the  comforts  of  your  home  thoroughly,  and  found  home 
comforts  under  your  roof  as  I  found  them  not  elsewhere. 
Well,  this  is  all  the  Lord's  own  doing,  to  Whom  we 
must  render  grateful  praise.  I  was  so  pleased  to  see 
Elmer  so  happy  with  the  wife  of  his  love  and  choice.  I 
pray  God  to  bless  them  abundantly  as  "  heirs  together  of 
the  grace  of  life,"  as  none  other  than  He  can  do. 

When  the  time  of  parting  came  I  felt  it,  and  hid  my 
feelings  as  best  I  could.  I  was  glad  Tom  and  I  hurried 
on  to  the  "  Majestic,"  and  were  introduced  to  Captain 
Haddock  of  the  "  Britannic."  It  has  made  it  all  the 
pleasanter  for  us  during  the  voyage.  I  sit  next  to  the 
Captain  at  table  and  Tom  next  to  me.  We  enjoy  certain 
privileges  unknown  to  others.  We  have  but  a  few 
saloon  passengers,  a  list  of  which  I  enclose.  Tom  and  I 
have  the  room  all  to  ourselves,  and  are  very  comfortable. 
He  looks  remarkably  well  for  his  outing,  and  ceases  not 
to  talk  of  you  and  "  dear  old  Henry."  The  sailing  has 
been  very  smooth  and  quiet  all  the  way  up  till  now.  I 
am  sorry  to  report  my  back  is  no  better.  The  steward 
rubs  it  well  morning  and  night. 

Sunday,  29th.  Glorious  morning ;  sun  bright,  sea 
clear.  You  and  I  know  something  of  a  country  which 
needeth  not  the  light  of  the  sun — "  the  Lamb  is  the  light 
thereof."  "  No  more  sea  " — separated  continents,  nor 
lonely  isles,  are  known  in  that  fair  land.  No  casting  up 
of'  mire  and  dirt.  No  storms  or  tempests,  but  eternal 
purity  and  peace.  Tom  and  I  went  to  service  this  morn- 
ing. It  was  read  by  the  Purser.  To  me  it  was  profane 
jabber — a  mere  mechanical  affair.  "  Who  maketh  me  to 
differ?  "  "  O  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor." 

We  have  now  sailed  1,452  miles.  Hope  to  be  in 
Liverpool  early  on  Friday  morning. 

Time  flies.  It  does  not  seem  that  I  have  been  ten 
times  with  you.  I  pray  for  strength  to  see  you  ten  times 
more.  But  that  is  all  the  Lord's.  We  desire  ;  He  does, 
and  the  very  desire  is  His  own. 

May  you  be  blessed  and  refreshed  daily  with  the  com- 
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pany  of  our  Best  Friend,  that  washed  in  His  blood, 
clothed  in  His  righteousness,  taught  by  His  Spirit,  and 
"  kept  "  by  His  power,  you  may  look  forward  with  joyful- 
ness  to  His  kingdom  and  glory. 

Love  indeed  to  Henry.     Yours  faithfully, 
Mrs.  Henry  Winters,  THOMAS  BEADBURY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


Thornhill,  Champion  Grove, 
Denmark  Hill,  S.E., 
January  13th,  1898. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  abounding,  mercy 
multiplied,  peace  perfect,  and  love  everlasting,  ever  be 
yours,  and  may  your  dear  suffering  wife  and  all  your 
bairns  partake  of  your  joy  therein. 

I  was  truly  glad  to  hear  from  you  of  the  little  improve- 
ment in  the  dear  sufferer's  condition.  As  she  lies  in 
conscious  weakness  may  she  enjoy  God's  provided  rest 
for  weary  sinners,  secured  to  them  by  the  restlessness  of 
the  suffering  Surety  in  Gethsemane  and  Calvary. 
"  Though  He  were  a  Son,  yet  learned  He  obedience  by 
the  things  which  He  suffered." 

I  am  privileged  to  sing  now  and  again : 

"  Each  bitter  grief,  each  anxious  care, 

O  Lord,  Thy  goodness  knows ; 
My  wounded  spirit  only  there, 
'Mid  conflict,  finds  repose." 

I  am  thankful  to  say  my  wife  is  much  better,  though 
not  able  to  go  out  of  the  house,  and  will  not  be  for  some 
time  to  come. 

On  Sunday  last  I  seemed  to  feel  that  I  was  something 
like  my  old  self  again  in  the  pulpit.  Texts :  Morning, 
Isaiah  li.  1.  Evening,  Isaiah  li.  4.  I  have  felt  better 
ever  since,  and  with  the  people  enjoyed  the  Tuesday 
evening  service.  Text  :  John  xx.  18.  A  following  up  of 
the  preceding  Tuesday.  But  to-day  I  am  again  low  and 
nervous — inclined  to  be  irritable,  and  at  war  with  every- 
body and  everything.  But  for  grace  I  should  be.  "  O 
to  grace  how  great  a  debtor."  Kept  in  the  remembrance 
of  this  I  can  sing  confidently  : 
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"  Plagues  and  deaths  around  me  fly, 

Till  He  bids  I  cannot  die ; 
Not  a  single  shaft  can  hit, 
Till  the  God  of  love  sees  fit." 

Give  ray  love  to  all  of  you  and  to  the  Brown's.  Hope 
to  see  you  by-and-bye. 

Jer.  xxxi.  is  a  precious,  favourite  chapter  to  roe,  and 
were  I  not  taught  that  "  every  word  of  God  is  pure  "  I 
should  linger  in  it  to  the  disparagement  of  the  rest. 

Heb.  viii.  10  was  Mr.  Aldwell's  text  the  first  time  I 
heard  him. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BKADBURY. 


193  Camberwell  Grove, 
London,  S.E., 
March  11  th,  1898. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  peace  be  ever 
yours. 

Many  thanks  for  your  kind  letters,  and  the  accounts  of 
the  sufferings  of  your  dear  wife,  who  is  ever  held  by  me 
in  grateful  remembrance,  and  never  forgotten  in  public 
or  private  at  the  throne  of  the  heavenly  grace. 

I  was  very  sorry  to  hear  of  the  death  of  Mrs.  John 
Brown,  and  could  not  help  feeling  that  the  little  flock 
was  becoming  gradually  smaller.  Well — "  He  knows." 

I  ought  to  have  written  to  you  long  ago,  but  I  have 
been  given  to  feel  afresh  that  I  am  not  my  own,  and  that 
I  cannot  do  the  things  that  1  would.  Since  December 
4th,  1897, 1  have  been  thoroughly  beaten — feelingly  worn 
out.  I  am  only  just  feeling  a  little  reviving,  but  feel  it 
is  only  like  a  temporary  patching  up. 

Yes,  I  was  at  Leicester  on  the  evening  of  the  2nd,  and 
tried  to  speak  a  word  or  two  in  His  name,  but  I  was  so 
tired  and  weary  that  I  wished  myself  at  home. 

My  wife  has  been  at  Hastings  since  the  21st  of 
February,  and  God  has  blessed  her  stay  there  to  the 
strengthening  of  her  poor  frail  tabernacle.  But— 
there  are  many  strange  "  buts  "  in  the  order  of  God's 
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providence — I  am  convinced  that  she  is  mine  now  only 
to  nurse  and  comfort  for  the  sake  of  Him  who  first 
gave  her  to  me.  God  help  me  patiently  and  lovingly  to 
do  so. 

I  miss  my  monthly  visits  to  you  greatly,  and  have 
oftentimes  wondered  whether  I  should  ever  see  Buck- 
minster  again.  Well,  I  hope  I  shall. 

God  willing,  I  go  to  Hastings  on  the  24th  to  take  my 
wife  to  Margate  on  the  25th,  and  to  preach  there  on  the 
27th,  returning  home  on  the  31st. 

I  do  like  that  line  in  your  letter — "  Yesterday  she  said, 
'  The  earnest  has  been  given.'  '     It  indicates  to  me  where 
she  is — "  In  Christ." 
Look  at  this  : 

"  Yes,  I  to  the  end  shall  endure, 

As  sure  as  the  Earnest  is  given  ; 
More  happy,  but  not  more  secure, 
The  glorified  spirits  in  heaven." 
Look  at  this  : 

"  Thou  art  the  Earnest  of  His  love, 

The  Pledge  of  joys  to  come  ; 
And  Thy  soft  wings,  Celestial  Dove, 
Will  safe  convey  me  home." 

I  shall  wend  my  way  to  Buckminster  as  soon  as  I  feel 
myself  equal  to  it. 

We  are  now  living  in  our  new  house,  193  The  Grove, 
Camberwell,  and  like  it  very  much. 

My  wife's  old  song  ought  to  be  mine  constantly : 
"  For  mercies  countless  as  the  sands." 

My  love  in  Him  to  Mrs.  P.,  and  to  all. 
God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 


193  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 

April  30th,  1898. 

My  dear  Brother  Ira, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love 
be  yours  at  all  times,  by  the  Anointing  which  breaks  and 
removes  every  yoke  of  bondage. 

The  sight  of  your  handwriting  did  me  good.     The  last 
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winter  and  spring  I  have  spent  in  weakness  and  weariness 
of  the  flesh,  with  little  will  or  ability  for  correspondence. 
Then  Mrs.  Bradbury's  severe  illness  has  been  a  great 
strain  upon  my  nerves  and  spirits.  Thank  God  we  are 
both  better,  yet,  "  to  will  is  present  with  me  ;  but  how  to 
perform  that  which  is  good,  I  find  not."  I  am  very  sorry 
your  health  is  indifferent,  and  pray  God  to  grant  you 
freedom  from  pain,  and  the  sunshine  of  His  presence 
during  the  rest  of  your  wanderings  and  sojournings  away 
from  your  eternal  home  of  peace  and  love. 

I  am  not  surprised  to  learn  that  you  have  had  hard 
thoughts  of  God.  When  I  have  listened  to  your  guile- 
less utterances  in  the  past  of  your  love  to  our  precious  Lord 
and  Master,  and  envied  you  your  sweet  simplicity  which 
you  had  only  in  Him,  I  felt  sure  you  would  experience  a 
change  in  the  weather,  spiritually,  sooner  or  later. 
"  Truly,  the  light  is  sweet,  and  a  pleasant  thing  it  is  for 
the  eyes  to  behold  the  sun ;  but  if  a  man  live  many  years 
and  rejoice  in  them  all,  yet  let  him  remember  the  days  of 
darkness;  for  they  shall  be  many  "  (Eccles.  xi.  7,  8).  I 
know  that  all  this  is  true  in  my  own  case.  Joy  in  God 
through  Jesus  Christ  has  been  mine  many  times.  Winter 
always  succeeds  autumn  with  its  ripe  fruits,  and  dark 
days  with  chilling  winds  and  biting  cold  bring  forth 
many  a  sigh  for  the  time  of  singing  and  the  enjoyment 
of  summer's  sun  and  its  balmy  breezes.  So  the  winter 
of  our  spiritual  discontent  produces  many  a  cry  for  the 
appearance  of  the  Son  of  righteousness  with  healing  in 
His  wings. 

May  God  restore  and  bless  dear  John  De  Kouville. 

It  is  not  at  all  likely  that  you  will  see  my  face  in 
America  again.  The  spirit  is  indeed  willing,  but  the  flesh 
is  weak. 

God  bless  you  indeed.         Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Ira  Clute,  THOMAS  BKADBURY. 

Troy,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 

193  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 

July  llth,  1898. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and 
love  be  ever  yours. 
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I  was  truly  grateful  to  see  your  handwriting  on  the 
envelope  this  morning,  and  at  the  same  time  feared  a 
little  brotherly  correction  when  I  should  open  it,  for  my 
seeming  neglect  of  you.  It  has  been  all  seeming,  for  my 
felt  debility  has  been  great. 

Certainly  God  has  given  me  grace  sufficient  and 
strength  in  weakness  to  get  through  my  work  here  and 
there,  but  I  have  wanted  to  lie  down  when  I  ought  to  be 
up  and  doing.  Writing  letters  wears  me  gut. 

I  had  settled  not  to  risk  the  sail  to  America  this  year, 
but  God  knew  better.  His  counsel  shall  stand,  and  He 
will  do  all  His  pleasure. 

I  went  to  hear  Ormiston  at  St.  Mary,  Aldermary,  on 
Thursday,  June  26th.  At  tea,  before  the  service,  he 
asked  me  about  going  to  New  York,  when  I  told  him  I 
should  not  go  again,  feeling  so  weakly.  "Oh,  yes;  you 
will,"  he  replied,  "  God  would  not  send  you  there  to 
preach  such  truth  as  appears  in  your  volume  '  Distant 
Echoes  '  without  His  having  a  people  there  to  whom  He 
sent  you.  They  are  hungering  and  thirsting  for  the 
preached  word,  and  you  are  their  minister  of  His  choice, 
yet  you  cannot  go  !  Oh,  yes,  you  can.  Oh,  yes,  you 
will  go.  If  you  have  no  strength  He  has  strength  for 
you.  Oh,  yes,  you  will  go." 

Before  this  I  fell  at  once,  and  returned  home  to  tell 
them  that  I  should  go  to  America.  They  said  I  was  all 
the  weathercocks  in  creation.  But  when  I  told  them 
what  Ormiston  said  they  fell  before  it,  too.  I  go  in 
weakness,  and  no  doubt  His  strength  will  be  perfected 
in  it. 

I  was  at  Leicester  a  short  time  ago,  but  was  weakness 
itself,  and  wished  I  had  never  gone. 

Thankful  to  say  Mrs.  B.  is  much  better,  and  wonder- 
fully well. 

I  have  desired,  with  great  desire,  to  visit  Buckminster 
again,  and  hope  to  see  you  again  on  my  return. 

Give  my  love  to  your  dear  wife,  chicks,  and  the 
Browns. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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193  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 
December  20%  1898. 

My  dear  Brother  Alfred, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and 
love  be  yours  at  all  times — in  the  dark  as  well  as  in  the 
light. 

May  Euth  ii.  12  be  your  daily  enjoyment. 

Mine  has  been  a  house  of  sorrow  for  the  last  fortnight. 
My  dear  wife  has  been  at  life's  lowest  ebb  more  than 
once  during  that  time.  Thoughts  of  parting  have  made 
my  heart  soft  and  brought  tears  to  my  eyes.  I  can  tell 
you  that  a  firm  grip  of  God's  predestined  purpose  does 
not  beget  or  promote  stoicism. 

The  clearer  view  I  have  of  Him  I  love  in  His  unbend- 
ing sovereignty — the  lower  I  melt  in  adoring  humility. 

God  bless  you  all. 

Psalm  xxxiv.  3.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


193  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 

April  llth,  1899. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  good  success 
ever  attend  you. 

Many  times  I  have  thought  about  you  and  wondered 
how  you  are  faring  in  this  wilderness  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
Yet,  with  all  the  sin  and  sorrow,  where  grace  reigns 
blessings  abound,  and  there  is  really  no  curse.  Nothing 
can  hurt  or  destroy  in  God's  holy  mountain — His  Zion — 
His  Church — His  heritage. 

Since  last  I  saw  you  my  times  have  been  those  of 
much  weakness  and  weariness — so  much  worn  that  I 
have  sighed  : 

"  O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 

Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  blest ; 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 
I'd  fly  to  thee  and  be  at  rest." 

But—"  Thy  will  be  done." 

My  wife  still  keeps  to  her  room,  and  will  have  to  do  so 
until  the  cold  winds  are  over.  She  is  very  patient,  and 
continues  her  old  song  : 

"  For  mercies  countless  as  the  sands." 
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I  am  writing  to  say  that  if  you  will  have  me,  and  it 
is  quite  convenient  to  you,  I  will  be  with  you  on  Wednes- 
day, 6th,  to  stay  until  Friday. 

My  wife  sends  her  love  to  Mrs.  Porter. 

Wishing  you  and  all  yours  the  joy  of  God's  salvation, 
and  the  upholding  of  His  free  Spirit, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BEADBURY. 


193  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E. 
April  21th,  1899. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and 
love  be  yours  at  all  times  by  the  rich  anointing  of  the 
Blessed  Spirit. 

I  am  greatly  disappointed  in  not  being  with  you  now  ; 
but  I  feel  that  in  obeying  the  doctor  I  am  in  the  way  of 
God's  appointing. 

To-day  I  feel  off  the  hinges  altogether,  and  the  first 
verse  of  the  psalms  for  the  day  meets  my  case  fully  : 
"  In  my  distress  I  cried  unto  the  Lord,  and  He  heard 
me"  (Psa.  cxx.  1).  That  is  all  true  in  my  own  case. 

Distress  is  mine. 

Crying  is  mine. 

Deliverance  is  mine. 

The  world  distresses  me. 

The  flesh  distresses  me. 

The  devil  distresses  me. 

But  then  look  here,  "  Then  they  cried  unto  the  Lord 
in  their  trouble,  and  He  saved  them  out  of  their  dis- 
tresses" (Psa.  cvii.  13).  "Then  they  cry  unto  the  Lord  in 
their  trouble,  and  He  savethihem  out  of  their  distresses," 
v.  19.  "  Then  they  cried  unto  the  Lord  in  their  trouble, 
and  He  delivered  them  out  of  their  distresses,"  v.  6. 
"  Then  they  cry  unto  the  Lord  in  their  trouble,  and  He 
bring eth  them  out  of  their  distresses,"  v.  28. 

Delivered,  saved,  saveth,  bringeth.  I  like  that  last 
word,  "  bringeth."  It  makes  Him  feel  so  near. 

We  sang  on  Tuesday  night, 

"  So  near,  so  very  near  to  God, 
I  cannot  nearer  be ; 
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For  in  the  person  of  His  Son, 
I  am  as  near  as  He." 

Mrs.  B.  is  at  last,  after  five  months'  weakness  and 
suffering,  out  of  the  doctor's  hands.  She  comes  down  a 
little  each  day. 

You  say,  "  Work  a  burden."  I  say,  "  Life  a  worry  ; 
but  not  Christ  my  life." 

You  may  rest  assured — and  you  may  take  it  from 
Him — I  shall  be  with  you  as  soon  as  I  can.  "  I  have 
been  there,  and  still  would  go." 

Love  to  your  wife  and  all  the  "  chicks,"  and  the 
Browns. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Porter.  THOMAS  BEADBURY. 


H.M.S.  "  Majestic," 
Atlantic  Ocean, 

August  25th,  1899. 

My  dear  Sister  Hannah, — Grace  and  all  needful  good 
be  every  moment  yours,  from  the  Source  that  never  fails — 
the  Fount  that  ever  flows — the  Stream  that  never  dries — 
the  Hand  that  ever  gives — the  Heart  that  ever  loves. 

What  a  marvellous  difference  there  is  between  the  love 
of  our  Eternal  Lover  and  that  of  poor  changeable 
creatures,  as  we  often  find  and  feel  ourselves  to  be. 

"  My  soul  through  many  changes  goes, 
His  love  no  variation  knows." 

All  that  I  can  say  of  myself  is, 

"  Sometimes  sweet  and  sometimes  sour, 
Brisk  and  dull  in  half  an  hour." 

Aye,  in  half  a  minute,   say  I.     Many  times   I  find  my 
heart  singing,  and  I  wish  the  same  to  you, 

"  Zion's  Friend  in  nothing  alters, 

Though  all  others  may  and  do  ; 
His  is  love  that  never  falters, 
Always  to  its  object  true. 

Happy  Zion, 
Crowned  with  mercies  ever  new." 

My  visit  to  you  this  year  seems  to  have  been   very  short 
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indeed.  Gladly  would  I  have  stayed  with  you  another 
month,  but  my  times  are  portioned  out  to  me  in  all 
wisdom,  and  arranged  for  me  in  infallible  accuracy.  My 
goings  and  comings  and  restings  are  secured  to  me  in 
faithfulness,  lovingkindness  and  tender  mercy.  I  know 
all  this,  and  sometimes  when  tempted  to  murmur  and 
repine,  I  feel  that  I  deserve  damnation  for  such  folly. 
But  He  is  so  good,  and  will  never  allow  anything  of  the 
kind  to  take  place.  My  heart  pulsates  with  strange 
delight  when  I  read,  "  I  will  surely  have  mercy  upon 
him  ;  "  also,  "  I  will  not  return  to  destroy  Ephraim,  for 
I  am  God  and  not  man." 

The  service  in  the  house  at  the  funeral  of  Mrs.  De 
Freest  was  a  Godsend  to  me.  God  did  it  all ;  He  pro- 
vided every  thought  and  word,  and,  bless  Him,  He  has 
taught  me  to  ascribe  all  honour,  glory,  blessing  and 
praise  to  His  holy  name. 

But  the  crowning  point  was  reserved  for  West  Troy 
last  Sunday  night,  from  the  words,  "  Make  it  fit  for  Thy- 
self in  the  field."  That  was  good — good — good. 

I  was  truly  glad  we  were  ordered  to  your  house  on 
Tuesday  last,  before  leaving  for  home.  Indeed,  my  heart 
desired  no  other  place. 

We  have  had  a  very  nice  passage  so  far,  though  to-day 
(Saturday)  the  sea  is  very  lively,  and  the  ship  is  all  in 
motion.  This  you  can  see  by  my  bad  writing. 

My  dear  old  mate  bears  the  journey  well.  She  carries 
a  very  lively  appreciation  of  all  the  kindness  she  received 
from  you  and  from  all  the  Lord's  people  she  met  with  in 
your  direction.  She  unites  with  me  in  unfeigned  love 
and  thanks  to  you  and  Libby. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 
Miss  Hannah  Barringer.  THOMAS  BBADBUEY. 

Troy,  New  York,  U.S.A. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 

December  13th,  1899. 
My  dear  Brother  Alfred, — Grace  sustaining  be  yours 
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abundantly  in  this  your  season  of  sorrow  and  bereave- 
ment. 

The  little  kindness  I  have  been  privileged  to  express  to 
you  and  yours  is  all  of  God. 

I  do  like  that  expression  of  David  in  2  Sam.  ix.  3, 
"  That  I  may  show  the  kindness  of  God  unto  him." 

It  is  very  precious  for  me  to  be  able  to  ascribe  every 
thought,  feeling,  or  expression  of  kindness  to  God  Him- 
self. I  honestly  confess  that  I  know  nothing  of  kindness 
apart  from  Him. 

With  all  the  selfishness  and  vileness  of  my  wretched 
nature,  and  in  spite  of  all  my  heart's  hardness,  my  spirit 
weeps  with  those  who  weep  in  oneness  with  the  Man  of 
sorrows  and  acquainted  with  grief. 

You  and  your  dear  wife  have  the  heartfelt  sympathy  of 
me  and  mine. 

Many  reminders  you  will  have  of  your  own  dear  little 
Joseph.  A  little  purse  here,  and  privet  leaves  there — 
these  and  a  hundred  little  things  will  bring  the  dear  child 
to  your  remembrance — but  let  me  tell  you  how  God  has 
been  marvellously  kind  to  you  in  this  matter,  and  will 
continue  to  be  kind  to  you ;  you  know  the  once  bright 
little  fellow  as  "dear  little  Joseph,"  and  you  will  ever 
know  him  as  such.  He  will  be  always  young  to  you,  by 
which  you  may  be  led  to  think  of  the  old  truth,  "  the  new 
man  never  grows  old,"  and  thus  may  you  sing, 

"  As  a  little  child  relies 

On  a  care  beyond  his  own  ; 
Knows  he's  neither  strong  nor  wise, 

Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone. 
Let  me  thus  with  Thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  Guard  and  Guide." 

Thus  may  your  sorrow  be  sweetened  with  the  precious 
conviction  that  "a little  child  shall  lead  you;"  a  little 
child  embalmed  in  your  memory  shall  lead  your  thoughts 
to  things  above,  where  the  Lover  of  little  children  lives, 
and  where  you  hope  to  be  when  headaches  and  heart- 
aches are  felt  no  more. 

All  through  love,  blood  and  powrer. 

Give  my  love  in  Him  to  your  dear  wife  and  "chicks," 
and  forget  me  not  to  dear  brother  Clancey. 
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"  The  God  of  all  comfort  "  comfort  you  all. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 

Psalm  Ixviii.  28.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Mr.  L . 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
Dec.  29th,  1899. 

My  dear  Sister  Elvie, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love, 
with  every  needful  covenant  blessing  be  richly  yours  by 
the  Anointing  which  destroys  every  yoke  of  legal  and 
religious  bondage.  I  ought  to  have  written  to  you  weeks 
ago,  but  "  labours  more  abundant  "  than  ever,  and  the 
loss  of  ability  which  my  hand  once  had  for  writing  pre- 
vented me. 

Yet  I  have  you  in  my  heart  and  all  your  mother's 
children  and  grandchildren. 

For  some  time  I  have  tried  to  get  a  nice  copy  of 
"  Line  upon  Line  "  for  little  lona,  who  was  not  forgotten 
of  me.  Last  week  I  came  across  a  beauty  at  Bedford, 
and  ere  you  receive  this  I  hope  the  dear  little  girl's  eyes 
and  heart  will  be  delighted  with  it.  May  a  double  por- 
tion of  the  sweet  spirit  of  her  glorified  grandmother  rest 
upon  her,  and  on  Jessie  too. 

Glad  to  hear  of  God's  gracious  goodness  to  Martha  in 
the  heights  and  in  the  depths. 

1  rejoice  to  hear  that  you  are  an  unbelieving  believer, 
whose  believing  will  not  save  and  whose  unbelief  cannot 
damn. 

No,  I  do  not  say,  "  Elvie,  are  you  still  in  darkness  ?" 
Darkness  comes  at  God's  command.  See  Psa.  Ixxiv.  16  ; 
civ.  20;  cxxxix.  11,  12;  Isa.  xlv.  7.  He  knoweth  what 
is  in  the  darkness,  Dan.  ii.  2'2  ;  and  He  knows  all  about 
you  when  you  are  there. 

None  of  us  can  make  the  sun  to  shine,  but  we  can  and 
do  cry  to  Him  to  give  us  His  light.  It  is  useless  looking 
at  poor,  wretched,  worn-out  self,  yet  we  frequently  mani- 
fest our  folly  in  doing  so. 

Two  good  hymns  for  saints  in  the  depths  are  227,  "  In 
union  with  the  Lamb,"  and  476,  "  The  conquest  Jesus 
won." 
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I  am  not  very  bright  just  now,  but  I  know  the  sun  is 
shining  for  all  that.  Mrs.  B.  is,  and  has  been,  caged  to 
her  bed  with  bronchitis  for  a  fortnight.  Prov.  xx.  24. 

Give  my  love  to  everybody  that  loves  my  Lord. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Psa.  cxxxix.  17,  18.  Yours  faithfully, 

Miss  E.  Little,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Johnstown,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
March  29^,  1900. 

My  dear  Sister  Elvie, — Grace  and  all  good  from  the 
Covenant  Storehouse  be  ever  yours.  I  was  truly  glad  to 
receive  a  letter  from  you,  and  to  hear  of  your  welfare. 

You  will  be  sorry  to  hear  that  Mrs.  B.  has  been  caged 
to  the  house  since  last  October,  and  not  yet  able  to  leave 
it  for  the  cold  winds.  Thank  God  she  is  much  better, 
and  when  the  cold  is  gone  I  hope  to  get  her  to  the  sea- 
side at  Hastings,  which  always  does  her  good. 

It  is  not  at  all  likely  you  will  ever  see  her  in  America 
again.  She  is  very  glad  she  went  with  me  last  year,  and 
is  very  grateful  for  all  the  attentions  paid  to  her  for  the 
Master's  sake.  But  she  feels  too  weak  and  worn  to  try 
the  long  journey  again. 

It  is  a  great  mercy  to  know  that  you  have  a  sainted 
mother  in  heaven.  That  she  is  there  I  have  not  the 
shade  of  a  doubt.  As  to  your  rebelliousness,  I  do  not 
think  a  pitying  Father  accepts  your  feelings  as  such. 
Sorrowful  hope  is  a  marvellous  privilege,  and  when  joined 
with  natural  affection,  it  cuts,  wears,  and  runs  deep. 

On  the  1st  of  this  month  I  preached  from  John  xvi. 
22,  at  Balham,  to  the  delight  of  a  few  then  present. 
There  is  vastly  more  in  the  words,  "  I  will  see  you 
again,"  than  appears  on  the  surface,  and  they  are  far 
richer  than,  "  You  will  see  Me  again."  His  look  is  con- 
tinuous, unceasing,  eternal ;  though  it  appears  not  so  to 
us.  Look  at  this :  "  Mine  eyes  and  Mine  heart  shall  be 
there  perpetually  "  (1  Kings  ix.  3).  It  is  a  blessed  thing 
to  know  this  concerning  the  land  of  covenant  promise  in 
which  we  dwell :  "  A  land  which  the  LORD  thy  God 


Letters  to  the  Household  of  Faith.  315 

careth  for;  the  eyes  of  the  LOED  thy  God  are  always 
upon  it,  from  the  beginning  of  the  year  even  unto  the 
end  of  the  year  "  (Deut.  xi.  12). 

But  there  are  times  when  He  is  in  the  thick  darkness 
to  us,  when  clouds  and  darkness  are  round  about  Him, 
and  our  cry  cannot  be  unheeded  by  Him.  "  Look  Thou 
upon  me,  and  be  merciful  unto  me,  as  Thou  usest  to  do 
unto  those  that  love  Thy  Name  "  (Psa.  cxix.  132). 

May  you  ever  be  kept  in  mind  of  this,  that  the  dark- 
ness and  the  light  are  both  alike  to  Him.  Psa.  cxxxix. 
12.  "  I  in  them,  and  Thou  in  Me,"  is  the  sum  and  sub- 
stance and  life  of  all  the  religion  worth  possessing. 

Gen.  xxviii.  15  was  my  text  on  Sunday  night,  the  llth 
of  this  month. 

I  was  glad  to  hear  of  the  welfare  of  Uncle  Pete  and  his 
dear  old  wife,  also  of  Auntie  Mount. 

Give  my  love  to  all  who  love  me  in  Him,  Who  loveth 
us,  gave  Himself  for  us,  and  will  have  us  with  Himself  in 
glory. 

Tell  Martha  and  Mary  they  are  never  out  of  my  love. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays,  Yours  in  Him, 
Miss  Elvie  Little,  THOMAS  BEADBUKY. 

Johnstown,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  London,  S.E., 
September  llth,  1900. 

My  dear  Brother  Alfred, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and 
love  be  yours  abundantly  from  the  Fount  of  all  covenant 
blessing. 

Since  last  I  saw  you  God  has  taken*  me  long  distances 
to  minister  to  the  wants  and  weaknesses  of  His  weary 
and  wanting  children.  Many  a  weary  and  sorrowing  one 
I  met,  and  many  a  season  of  refreshing  I  enjoyed  with 
them.  The  journeys  to  and  fro  were  most  enjoyable. 
The  one  home  was  very  interesting  scripturally,  spirit- 
ually, and  historically.  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it  when 
1  am  privileged  to  see  you. 

God  is  taking  home  many  of  the  choice  spirits  who 
adorned  the  few  churches  I  visit  when  on  the  other  side 
of  the  Atlantic,  and,  thanks  be  to  His  Holy  Name,  He 
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has  also  given  signs  of  life  in  cases  of  new  creation,  grace, 
and  power. 

I  was  very  ill  part  of  the  time  I  was  at  West  Troy, 
which  has  left  me  a  bit  shaky.  What  a  mercy  to  know 
and  feel  that  our  own  God  has  a  perfect  right  to  send 
ballast  with  every  blessing  we  enjoy  from  His  loving 
hand. 

By  His  gracious  will  I  shall  be  at  Sutton-in-Ashfield 
on  Wednesday,  the  26th.  Can  I  come  to  you  on  Thursday, 
the  27th?  It  maybe  that  God  will  send  some  rare  mercy 
from  His  storehouse  of  covenant  blessing  ? 

Give  my  unfeigned  love  to  your  dear  wife  and  chicks, 
and  to  all  who  care  for  me  in  Him. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BBADBURY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  London,  S.E., 
November  19th,  1900. 

My  dear  Brother  Frank, — Grace  and  all  good  be  ever 
yours. 

I  was  sorry  not  to  see  you  yesterday,  and  more  so 
when  I  heard  of  the  cause  last  night. 

I  had  intended  to  spend  an  hour  or  two  with  you  on 
Saturday  night ;  but  He  Who  in  all  wisdom  arranged  my 
time  table,  knew  it  was  better  for  me  to  be  toiling  for  Him 
and  His  in  loving  sympathy  elsewhere. 

On  Wednesday  last  I  went  to  Bexley  and  took  the 
service  for  our  friend  Lovely,  preaching  from  John  iv.  10. 
The  chapter  was  the  lesson  for  the  evening  service.  I 
stayed  at  Eltham  until  Friday  evening.  That  night 
spoke  at  the  prayer  meeting  from  Psalm  Ixxxi.  7. 

1.  The  spirit's  trouble  and  deliverance. 

2.  The  law  weak  to  justify. 

3.  The  flesh  utterly  worthless. 

1.  The  awakened  sinner's  cry  is,  "  God  be  merciful  to 
me  a  sinner." 

2.  God's  answer  to  men  on  legal  ground  is,  "  The  law 
made  nothing  perfect." 

3.  The  saint's  perfection  is   not  in  his  good  frames, 
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deeds,  or  words.     Meek  Moses  failed  at  Meribah.     That 
is  like  me.     See  Deut.  xxxii.  36. 

On  my  arrival  at  home  from  Eltham,  a  telegram  from 
Bournemouth  asking  me  to  go  down  and  bury  Mr.  Lunn 
on  the  next  day,  Saturday.  Lunn  was  a  man  I  liked,  so 
went  down  from  Waterloo  at  U.30.  The  day  was  beauti- 
fully fine,  and  the  gleams  of  sunshine  on  the  foliage  of  the 
New  Forest  was  most  pleasing. 

The  funeral  was  at  the  New  Cemetery.  Weather  fair, 
but  just  at  the  close  of  the  service  the  wind  was  high. 

Short  address  on  1  John  iii.  2. 

Hymns  at  the  house  364,  134,  203. 

Left  at  6.45.     Home  at  10.15. 

Tired  yesterday.  Morning  text  :  Matt.  xxv.  31,  "  The 
Son  of  man."  Glad  I  know  Him. 

Love  to  yours. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  F.  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  London,  S.E.r 
February  26*A,  1901. 

My  dear  Brother  Frank, — Grace  and  peace  be  yours 
alway  according  to  covenant  settlement. 

I  desired  to  run  up  and  see  you  on  Saturday,  but  I  felt 
too  tired. 

Sunday  was  a  weary  day  to  me  physically,  yet  refresh- 
ing to  some  spiritually.  Text  in  the  evening,  Ezek.  xvi. 
14,  "  Perfect  through  My  comeliness."  Forgiven  all 
trespasses  (Col.  ii.  13)  ;  justified  from  all  things  (Acts 
xiii.  39) ;  blessed  with  all  spiritual  blessings  (Eph.  i.  3)  ; 
all  things  are  yours  (1  Cor.  iii.  21 );  "  all  the  fulness  of 
God"  (Eph.  iii.  19).  Marvellous!  (Psalm  xc.  17; 
xlv.  13;  Isa.  Ixi.  10).  Beautiful !  (1  John  iv.  17).  That 
just  suits  me. 

Yesterday  morning  I  awoke  with  the  feeling  that  I 
should  see  you,  but  breakfast  over  I  felt  cold — done. 
Doctor  ordered  me  to  bed,  which  proved  the  best  place 
for  me. 

Look  here  !  I  have  had  some  close  reckonings  up  of 
late.  Have  been  driven  into  the  old  shelter  of  sovereign 
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mercy.     The  more  1  am  afraid  of  my  God,  somehow  or 
other,  the  nearer  I  wish  to  get  to  Him. 

I  am  feeling  myself  an  awful  sinner  just  now.  I  feel 
at  times  that  the  sins  of  the  pulpit  are  enough  to  ensure 
the  damnation  of  the  whole  congregation.  That's  true  ! 
But,  you  know,  it  cannot  be. 

It  is  an  awful  thing  to  see  the  sins  of  our  regenerate 
days  cropping  up  in  quick  succession.  Do  I  think?  I  sin. 
Do  I  talk '?  I  sin.  I  know  myself  as  no  one  else  can 
know  me,  and  I  know  that  wide  awake  or  fast  asleep,  I 
am  an  awful  sinner. 

Sometimes  I  get  a  lift  where  I  least  expect  it.  I  en- 
joyed one  in  a  spot  the  other  day,  where  I  had  been  a 
thousand  times  before,  when  I  knew  nothing  of  the 
preciousness  of  that  part.  Look  at  it — Prov.  xxii.  15 : 
"  Foolishness  is  bound  up  in  the  heart  of  a  child ;  but 
the  rod  of  correction  shall  drive  it  far  from  him."  That 
means  a  child  of  mercy.  I  know  the  first  part  is  pain- 
fully true.  Then  why  should  not  the  second  part  be  true 
also  ?  Oh,  what  a  mercy  to  know  that  foolishness  is 
mine,  and  that  His  rod  of  loving  correction  drives  it  far 
from  me.  It  does.  None  but  God's  elect  know  that. 
He  who  bore  the  chastisement  of  my  peace  has  barred 
the  gates  of  hell  against  all  chastened  sons,  has  entered 
heaven  for  them — draws  them  after  Him — and  a  good 
thing  too — for  "  Sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe,  can  never 
enter  there." 

Now  I  am  tired. 

Love  to  all  your  loved  ones. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  F.  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 

May  18th,  1901. 

My  dear  Jem, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love  be'  ever 
yours  by  the  Anointing  which  breaks  every  yoke  of  legal 
bondage,  and  brings  elect  and  ransomed  sinners  into  the 
enjoyment  of  the  liberty  of  the  sons  of  God. 

I  am  truly  thankful  that  I  was  privileged  to  speak  a 
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word  again  for  the  Master  in  the  old  spot.  A  place 
fragrant  with  the  Name  which  is  above  every  name,  the 
very  thought  of  which  brings  joy  in  the  midst  of  sorrow, 
and  peace  when  conflict  is  raging. 

It  was  a  pleasure  indeed  to  see  the  faces  of  those  who 
knew  me  in  the  days  that  are  past.  Faces  then  young, 
but  now  give  evidence  of  the  fact,  that  "  Change  is  our 
portion  here." 

The  service  I  enjoyed  very  much,  and  esteem  it  no 
small  mercy,  with  a  hope  of  heaven,  to  speak  well  of 
Him  Who  gives  it  to  me. 

A  religion  of  love,  blood  and  power  is  one  to  be  highly 
prized.  Love  from  the  heart  of  God  in  the  eternal 
counsels.  Love  flowing  from  the  broken  and  bleeding 
heart  of  the  Covenant  Surety.  Love  throbbing  in  our 
heart  by  the  indwelling  of  the  Loving  Spirit.  This  three- 
fold cord  of  covenant  love  alone  can  bind  kindred  spirits 
still  closer  and  closer. 

I  am  thankful  that  thy  heart  is  in  my  heart,  and  my 
heart  is  in  thy  heart. 

I  arrived  safely  in  Wigan,  and  stayed  with  my  son 
John.  Had  a  nice  service  at  Pemberton.  Text :  Dan. 
ix.  9.  Got  to  Liverpool  on  Wednesday  in  time  to  see 
the  "  Teutonic  "  sail,  and  salute  the  Captain. 

Sweet  service  on  Thursday  night  at  Nottingham,  and 
was  very  happy  at  Mapperley  Plains  last  night. 

Arrived  safely  at  home. this  afternoon  a  little  after  two 
o'clock,  and  found  my  wife  ever  so  much  better.  Thanks 
be  to  God  for  His  sparing  mercy. 

Love  to  Mary  Stockley,  and  all  who  know  me  in  Him. 

God  bless  you  indeed.  Yours  faithfully, 

Mr.  J.  Turton.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


E.M.S.  "  Teutonic," 

July  21st,  1901. 

My  dear  Brother  Frank, — Grace  and  peace  be  ever 
yours.  You  would  never  know  anything  of  grace 
without  felt  unworthiness.  Peace — God's  peace — the 
God  of  peace — cannot  be  enjoyed  by  those  who  know 
nothing  of  conflict. 
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I  was  more  than  pleased  to  see  you  in  the  Grove  on 
Tuesday  night.  Like  loves  like.  Poor,  vile  sinners — 
those  who  are  made  to  know  themselves  such  by  the 
Spirit  of  truth  and  the  truth  of  the  Spirit,  are  not  at 
home  with  the  proper — the  polite — the  precise — the 
punctilious  in  religious  matters.  I  love  your  company, 
not  because  of  your  sin  or  vileness,  but  because  the 
Saviour  of  sinners — the  Redeemer  of  the  lost  and  helpless, 
has  been  made  precious  to  your  heart :  and  precious  to 
your  heart  He  certainly  would  not  be  if  you  did  not  need 
saving  every  moment  of  your  life. 

Lovely's  testimony  was  most  precious  to  me,  and  all 
the  more  precious  because  so  many  were  sharers  of  my 
joy.  It  is  blessed  to  be  found  in  the  house  of  God  with 
a  multitude  who  keep  holyday  with  the  voice  of  joy  and 
praise.  Lovely  is  lovely  in  his  simplicity  to  me.  I 
always  learn  something  from  him,  and  he  clothes  not  his 
language  with  fulsome  or  needless  terms.  Stark-naked 
truth  is  overwhelmingly  chaste  to  those  who  are  brought 
into  subjection  to  it.  May  the  Lord  keep  us  always 
there. 

Sunday's  work,  and  all  through  Tuesday,  wearied  me 
greatly. 

The  following  is  Tuesday's  programme  : — 

7.0  a.m.      Prayer  Meeting  :  Psa.  cxxi. 

11.0  a.m.    Psa.  Ixxxiv.  4.     Thomas  Bradbury. 

3.30  p.m.    Acts  xx.  21.     William  Sinden. 

5.0       „       Tea  in  schoolroom. 

6.0       ,,       Address  in  chapel :  T.  B. 

7.0       „       1  Pet.  i.  3,  5.     F.  C.  Lovely. 

Again  let  me  say  I  was  heartily  glad  to  see  you  there. 
I  promised  to  send  you  a  parcel,  to  help  you  on  a  little 
in  your  pilgrim  journey,  and  many  conflicts  with  the 
powers  of  darkness — see  the  contrast  Eph.  i.  3  with  vi. 
12.  The  parcel  I  sent  you  from  the  saloon  of  the  "  Teu- 
tonic "  at  Queenstown.  I  hope  God  will  give  you  many 
a  crumb  of  comfort,  and  words  of  spiritual  instruction 
therefrom. 

The  voyage  so  far  has  been  foggy  and  rough.  Yet  I 
am  comfortable  and  well. 
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Give  my  unfeigned  love  to  Mrs.  Whitlock,  Louie  and 
Eose. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  F.  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BRADBURY, 


K.M.S.  "Oceanic," 

Mid  Atlantic, 
Sunday,  August  %5th,  1901. 

My  dear  Friend,  Brother,  and  Companion  in  tribula- 
tion, and  in  the  kingdom  and  patience  of  Jesus  Christ, — 
Grace  and  peace ;  and  the  God  of  all  grace,  the  very  God 
of  peace,  give  you  much  of  His  presence  and  blessing  all 
your  journey  home.  You  have  been  frequently  in  my 
thoughts  while  travelling  by  land  and  by  water,  and 
many  have  been  my  hearty  desires  for  your  spiritual  and 
temporal  prosperity.  God  has  been  very  gracious  to  me 
during  my  wanderings,  and  I  desire  to  bless  His  Holy 
Name  at  all  times. 

We  arrived  at  quarantine,  New  York,  at  midnight  on 
Wednesday  night,  July  24th.  I  was  fast  asleep,  and  did 
not  wake  up  until  early  on  Thursday  morning.  We 
landed  about  nine  o'clock.  The  customs  were  soon 
passed,  when,  sending  my  baggage  to  the  Troy  boat,  the 
old  Mayor  of  Westwood  took  me  off  to  his  home.  That 
night  the  Master's  message  was  from  Titus  i.  1 — 4. 
Purpose  begets  promise,  and  promise  ensures  performance. 

July  26th,  Friday.  Bested  all  day.  In  the  evening 
many  came  in  from  all  quarters.  Spoke  to  them  with 
freedom  from  Titus  ii.  11 — 13.  Bringing  grace  secures 
salvation  to  those  who  mourn  their  gracelessness. 

July  27th,  Saturday.  Quiet  all  day,  and  in  the  evening 
an  increased  number  came,  to  whom  I  preached  with 
freedom,  briefly,  from  Psa.  Ixxii.  18,  19. 

Sunday,  28th,  Morning  :  1  Chron.  xxix.  10, 11.  After- 
noon :  Psa.  Ixxxix.  15,  16.  Evening :  Dan.  ix.  9. 

Monday,  July  29th.  Yesterday  was  a  good  day,  and 
this  morning  great  sorrow  was  manifested  at  this  being 
my  last  day  at  Westwood.  I  preached  at  10  a.m.  from 
Acts  xx.  30.  Left  at  2.5  for  New  York.  Left  New 
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York  for  Troy  in  the  "  City  of  Troy  "  steamer,  arriving 
at  4.50  on  Tuesday  morning.  Slept  the  better  part  of 
the  day. 

Wednesday,  July  31st.  Bested  to-day,  and  in  the 
evening  preached  with  great  acceptance  in  the  Orange 
Hall,  Troy,  from  Song  v.  1. 

Thursday,  August  1st.  Buried  dear  Ludwig  Zimmer- 
man at  Mount  Ida  Cemetery.  He  was  a  poor  pedlar,  yet 
deeply  and  clearly  taught  in  covenant  verities.  I  never 
saw  him  of  late  years  but  my  hand  fumbled  in  my  pocket 
for  something  for  him.  "  Inasmuch."  Bested  the 
whole  of  the  week  until  Sunday. 

Sunday,  August  4th.     Wynantskill  Church,  Morning, 

2  Cor.  v.   5.     Afternoon — Same  text.     Good   congrega- 
tions.    Good  hearing. 

Tuesday,  August  6th.  At  eleven  o'clock  conducted  a 
funeral  service  in  the  home  of  Mrs.  Cyphers  over  the 
body  of  her  husband.  Many  persons  were  present.  I 
spoke  from  Psa.  xxiii.  4.  The  body  was  taken  to  Johns- 
town for  interment  in  the  afternoon.  I  went  to 
Wynantskill,  and  preached  to  a  good  congregation  at 

3  o'clock  from  Psa.  Ixxii.  18,  19. 

Wednesday,  August  7th.  At  7  p.m.  preached  in  the 
Orange  Hall,  Troy,  from  Dan  ix.  9.  I  thought  much  of 
you. 

Thursday,  August  8th.  Went  by  rail  to  Johnstown 
about  fifty  miles  up  the  beautiful  Mohawk  Valley. 
Hearty  welcome  in  the  home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peter 
Snook.  Spoke  in  the  evening  with  freedom  from  Psa. 
Ixxii.  18,  19. 

Friday,  August  9th.  Drove  with  a  party  to  Quacken- 
bush's  Farm.  Beautiful  spot.  Spoke  with  acceptance 
at  3  p.m.  from  John  iii.  5. 

Saturday,  August  10th.  Many  lovers  of  truth  came  in 
to-day.  Good  congregation  at  church.  Preached  from 
John  xiv.  30.  It  was  received  with  gladness.  Thank 
God.  I  will  tell  you  something  about  that  when  1  see 
you.  Bemind  me. 

Sunday,  August  llth.  Beautiful,  sweet  day  of  sacred 
rest.  Church  full.  Texts :  Morning,  Matt.  xxv.  34. 
Afternoon,  Bom.  v.  2.  Evening,  2  Tim.  i.  12. 
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"  This  sweet  ev'ning  we  could  say, 
God  has  talked  with  us  to-day." 

Monday,  August  12th.  Farewell  service  in  the  church 
at  10  a.m.  Felt  at  home  yet  tired  in  preaching  from 
Eph.  vi.  23,  24.  More  than  one  God-given  tear  dropped 
into  God's  bottle  at  the  close.  Psa.  Ivi.  8. 

Left  Johnstown  by  horse  and  buggy  at  12.  Dined 
with  Widow  Sweet  and  her  son  at  their  charming  farm  on 
the  borders  of  the  Cayadutta  Forest.  The  extended 
view  from  the  front  of  the  house  across  the  Mohawk 
Valley  is  grand,  with  the  silvery  river  coursing  through 
pastoral  scenes  and  well  wooded  forests.  Grasshoppers 
were  innumerable.  Home  in  West  Troy  at  7.45. 

Tuesday,  August  13th.  Wynantskill  Church  at  three 
p.m.  Text,  1  Chron.  xxix.  10,  11. 

Wednesday,  August  14th.  Preached  in  the  Orange 
Hall,  at  seven  p.m.,  from  Psalm  Ixxxix.  15,  16. 

Thursday,  August  15th.  Left  Albany  for  Sharon  at 
10  a.m.,  with  Christopher  Durr.  The  drive  in  the  farm 
wagon  from  Cobleskill  was  damp.  Sharon  just  in  time. 
The  rain  came  afterwards  like  a  deluge.  A  few  came  to 
the  farm  at  night  to  whom  I  preached  with  liberty  and 
warmth  from  Psalm  Ixxviii.  38,  and  thought  of  you  and 
yours. 

Friday,  August  16th.  10.30  a.m.  Preached  in  the 
church  from  1  Pet.  i.  3 — 5.  Took  a  beautiful  drive  in  the 
afternoon,  with  which  C.  Durr  was  delighted.  We  went 
to  Sharon  Springs,  and  drank  its  clear  but  filthy  waters. 
In  the  evening  spoke  to  a  good  company  at  the  farm  from 
Luke  xxiv.  13.  Slept  well. 

Saturday,  August  17th.  Preached  in  the  church  at  10 
a.m.  from  1  Pet.  ii.  5.  Left  at  two  o'clock.  Beautiful 
drive  to  Cobleskill.  Arrived  in  Albany  at  7.15.  Electric 
car  to  West  Troy.  Tired.  Good-night. 

Sunday,  August  18th.  The  ride  in  the  electric  cars  to 
Wynantskill  very  bracing.  The  church  was  well  filled 
with  intelligent  and  devout  worshippers  morning  and 
afternoon.  Texts:  Morning,  Ezek  xxxiv.  11,  12;  after- 
noon, Ezek  xxxiv.  15,  16.  It  was  good  to  many,  and  to 
me.  A  few  of  us  went  to  the  farm  at  Greenbush,  and 
took  tea  with  Widow  Dubois.  Home  at  eight.  "  Praise 
God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow." 
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Monday,  August  19th.  Set  off  this  morning,  about 
8.30,  for  Albia,  by  the  electric  cars.  There  Mr.  Bloom- 
ingdale  met  me,  and  drove  me  to  his  farm,  situate  among 
the  hills  of  Wynantskill,  about  a  mile  from  the  church. 
Spent  a  quiet  morning,  and  dined  with  them.  At  three 
we  were  in  the  church,  when  I  preached  to  a  numerous 
company  from  Gal.  ii.  20.  Many  stayed  to  the  Lord's 
Supper.  A  very  solemn  service,  prized  by  many  an 
exercised  brother  and  sister  of  thy  Lord  and  mine.  Bless 
Him. 

Tuesday,  August  20th.  Held  our  Farewell  Service  in 
the  Orange  Hall,  Troy,  at  11  a.m.  God  gave  me  good 
words  and  comfortable  from  2  Cor.  viii.  8  and  11.  The 
people  wept.  I  was  weary  with  shaking  hands.  Dined 
with  Hannah  and  Libby  Barringer.  Cornelius  Auryansen 
joined  us.  At  8.30  sailed  in  the  "  City  of  Troy  "  for  New 
York. 

Wednesday,  August  21st.  Arrived  in  New  York 
between  seven  and  eight.  The  old  Mayor  of  Westwood 
and  several  others  were  there  to  see  me  off.  Sailed  at 
9.30  for  Liverpool.  The  "  Oceanic  "  is  a  wonderful  boat. 
Still  in  the  midst  of  restlessness.  Fog  all  day.  Thurs- 
day, Friday  and  Saturday  bright.  Sunday  dull.  Monday 
a  variety.  Tuesday,  27th,  beam  sea,  north-west  wind. 
Much  motion  of  the  ship.  We  expect  to  sight  Ireland 
at  one  o'clock.  Queenstown  between  six  and  seven. 
Liverpool  between  nine  and  ten  to-morrow.  Home  to  tea. 

Thus  far  God's  promise — Ex.  xxiii.  20 — has  been  ful- 
filled to  the  very  letter  ;  aye,  and  in  the  whole  spirit  of  it. 

Dear  Crutcher  thought  it  would  never  once  come  to 
pass — he  thought  as  he  hoped — but  "  the  covenant  of  the 
Lord  that  shall  stand." 

I  shall  call  to  have  a  chat  with  you  as  soon  as  I  con- 
veniently can.  I  do  not  deserve  such  an  honour.  Viler  than 
ever  I  feel  myself  in  the  glorious  light  of  the  unsullied  life 
of  Him  I  love.  The  moral  grandeur  of  His  words  and 
ways  makes  me  feel  small  and  insignificant.  But  He,  in 
all  these,  discovers  Himself  to  me  as  my  Covert  from 
deserved  wrath,  and  my  Security  in  all  weathers.  He 
tells  me  to  grow  in  grace,  but  I  am  often  at  a  standstill. 
He  tells  me  to  be  holy  ;  and  then,  in  the  perplexity  pro- 
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duced  by  His  command,  reveals  Himself  to  me  as  all  the 
holiness  I  need,  Lev.  xx.  7,  8  ;  1  Thess.  v.  23,  24. 

Give  my  unfeigned  love   in  Him  to  Mrs.    Whitlock, 
Louie  and  Rose. 

God  bless  you  all  indeed. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  F.  Whitlock.  THOMAS  BEADBURY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
December  21th,  1901. 

My  dear  Sister  Hannah, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love 
be  with  you  wheresoever  you  go. 

Grace — from  the  God  of  all  grace.  Mercy — from  the 
Father  of  mercies.  Peace — from  the  very  God  of  peace. 
Love — from  the  whole  Covenant  Three. 

I  feel  verily  guilty  concerning  you.  Your  continued 
kindness  to  me  and  mine  ought  to  have  called  forth 
expressions  of  gratitude  again  and  again.  Well,  if  my 
gratitude  has  not  been  gushing,  it  has  been  deep  and 
lasting. 

The  warm  and  beautiful  cover  you  sent  to  my  dear  old 
mate  has  been  greatly  admired,  and  dear  old  Ira  one  night 
felt  the  warmth  and  comfort  afforded  by  it.  Why  should 
I  say  one  night  ?  He  had  the  benefit  of  it  all  the  nights 
he  was  with  as. 

Though  I  write  not  often  to  you,  the  Lord  knows  that 
I  have  you  in  my  heart,  with  all  the  members  of  the  little 
flock  around  you,  who  worship  God  in  spirit  and  in  truth, 
and  who  lack  the  desire  of  their  heart — a  faithful  under- 
shepherd.  Well,  you  had  far  better  be  kept  waiting  upon 
God  without  man's  help  than  to  be  burdened  and  worried 
with  a  prowler  after  the  fleece  and  fat  of  the  flock. 

I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  Bedfordshire,  a  lonely 
desolate  spot,  where  God  keeps  a  few  alive  just  in  the 
same  way  you  fare  Sunday  after  Sunday. 

May  the  God  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  bless  you  with 
much  of  His  sweet  presence,  and  make  you  to  lie  down 
in  the  green  pastures  of  His  eternal  truth,  and  guide  you 
beside  the  rippling  waters  of  covenant  comfort  and  quiet- 
ness. 
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Love  to  Libby. 

I  am  tired. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  Yours  faithfully, 
Miss  H.  Barringer.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove, 
February  5th,  1902. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Sister  in  Him, — Grace,  saving, 
succouring,  sustaining,  ever  be  yours,  by  the  indwelling, 
witness,  and  seal  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

You  have  done  quite  right  in  writing  to  me  on  the 
subject  of  admission  to  the  Church  of  Christ  worshipping 
in  Grove  Chapel,  Camberwell. 

I  remember  well  your  speaking  to  me  last  year,  and 
was  much  impressed  with  the  few  words  you  said  to  me. 
It  is  a  pleasure  to  me  in  seeing  those  who  are  young  in 
years  seeking  communion  with  their  once  crucified,  but 
now  glorified  and  living  Lord.  This  is  just  as  He  would 
have  it. 

We,  as  members  of  His  body,  hold  communion  with 
Him  in  a  Commemorative  Service  of  His  own  appointing 
at  His  table.  We  do  not  appear  there  so  much  as 
seekers  of  grace,  but  as  those  who  can  say  honestly,  "  Of 
His  fulness  have  all  we  received,  and  grace  for  grace."  And 
thus  we  appear  together,  "  Giving  thanks  always  for  all 
things  unto  God  and  the  Father  in  the  Name  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  submitting  ourselves  one  to  another  in 
the  fear  of  God." 

In  the  admission  of  a  member  we  use  no  form  or  cere- 
mony, but  give  a  heartfelt  welcome  in  prayer  and  praise. 

The  presence  of  the  Lord  we  acknowledge  not  in  the 
bread  nor  in  the  wine,  but  in  the  heart  by  the  indwelling 
of  the  Blessed  Spirit. 

All  that  is  needful  for  you  to  do  will  be,  after  seeking 
guidance  of  the  Lord,  to  see  me  for  a  few  minutes  before 
the  service  on  the  Sunday  night,  when  you  cast  in  your 
lot  amongst  us. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Miss  Barfoot.  THOMAS  BRADBI'UY. 
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178  Camberwell  Grove, 

March  25th,  1902. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace  and  peace  be  ever. yours. 

You  cannot  tell  the  feelings  of  rny  heart  when  our 
friend  Barrett  told  me  of  the  distressful  event  to  little 
Edwin.  It  appears  to  you  of  late  that  deep  was  calling 
to  deep.  In  all  these  things  you  will  find  the  life  of  your 
spirit,  so  surely  as  you  belong  to  God.  It  may  be  that 
your  spirit  may  cry,  "  I  am  the  man  that  hath  seen 
affliction."  But  I  hope  you  will  not  have  to  add  with 
Jeremiah — "  by  the  rod  of  His  wrath."  Many  have 
been  my  trials  and  sorrows  of  late,  which  I  shall  never 
tell  to  any  but  to  Him  who  has  persuaded  me  so  sweetly 
that  He  has  no  wrath  for  me.  All  in  love.  My  flesh 
cannot  say  that.  Were  it  not  for  reigning  grace  I  should 
sink  to  degradation  and  disgrace.  My  flesh  would  behave 
itself  like  that.  But  the  God  of  all  grace,  by  His  grace 
in  me,  will  not  allow  me  to  ,do  so.  He  has  brought  me 
to  sit  lowly  at  His  feet  and  hum  when  I  cannot  sing  : 
"  Trials  must  and  will  befall, 

But  with  humble  faith  to  see 
Love  inscribed  upon  them  all, 
This  is  happiness  to  me." 

Will  you  kindly  drop  me  a  line  saying  how  your  dear 
wife  is  progressing,  and  how  poor  Edwin  is  faring  ? 

My  wife  is  still  caged  to  her  room,  but  patient  under 
it  all.  I  am  in  the  doctor's  hands  with  a  bit  of  a  chill. 
Writing  wearies  me.  Shall  be  71  to-morrow. 

April  13th  is  the  jubilee  of  our  wedding.  We  shall 
celebrate  it  on  the  15th  with  three  services  in  the  chapel. 

Morning — Cyril  T.  Barrett.  Afternoon — James  W. 
Dance.  Evening — F.  Cecil  Lovely. 

Give  my  love  to  your  wife,  to  Edwin,  and  the  lads. 

God  bless  you  all.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BKADBURY. 


178  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 

May  20M,  1902. 
My  dear  Brother  Henry, — Grace  and  peace  be  ever  yours. 
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It  seems  an  age  since  last  I  wrote  to  you,  or  heard  a 
word  from  the  few  and  fearing  flock  round  about  you. 

I  have  just  returned  from  Brighton,  where  I  was 
preaching  yesterday  for  our  dear  and  faithful  brother, 
Thomas  Lawson. 

He  is  much  worn  and  very  weary,  and,  according  to  my 
judgment,  not  far  from  his  heavenly  home.  He  was 
present  at  the  service,  and  enjoyed  the  message  from 
John  iii.  34.  It  was  good  to  me. 

I  heard  Baxter  in  the  evening  well  from  Luke  iv.  18,  19. 

Saw  Tom  Robinson,  and  had  a  nice  chat  with  him 
about  his  visits  to  you  and  to  Wynantskill.  He  thoroughly 
enjoyed  association  with  you  lovers  of  God's  pure  gospel. 
But  he  was  sorrowfully  surprised  when  I  told  him  that 
which  is  an  abiding  sorrow  to  me — that  I  shall  never  see 
America  again.  He  did  his  utmost  to  persuade  me  out 
of  that  conviction. 

But  that  can  not  be.  My  illness  of  last  winter  has  left 
me  shaken  in  body  and  weak  in  mind.  As  I  walk  in  the 
street  my  legs  tremble  under  me.  As  I  stand  before  the 
people  with  my  Master's  message  my  memory  fails. 
Frequently  I  wish  myself  at  home  with  Him. 

This  is  my  song  : 

"  Let  a  poor  lab'rer  here  below, 
When  from  his  toil  set  free  ; 
To  rest  and  peace  eternal  go, 
For  there  I  long  to  be." 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  kindness  and  care  you  and  dear 
Permelia  have  shown  to  me,  a  poor  unworthy  servant  of 
my  Lord,  and  I  do  hope,  ere  'He  takes  me  to  Himself, 
that  He  will  enable  me  to  give  to  P.  tangible  and  substan- 
tial proof  of  my  gratitude  to  her. 

Give  my  unfeigned  love  to  all  who  know  me  in  Him, 
and  to  all  of  you  I  say  with  unfeigned  love,  without 
partiality  or  hypocrisy,  "  And  now,  brethren,  I  commend 
you  to  God,  and  to  the  Word  of  His  grace,  which  is  able 
to  build  you  up,  and  to  give  you  an  inheritance  among  all 
them  which  are  sanctified  "  (Acts  xx.  32). 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  Henry  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 
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178  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 
October  14th,  1902. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace  and  peace  ever  be  with  you.  It  is  a 
long  time  since  we  heard  from  each  other,  yet  my  love  in 
the  truth  for  you  has  remained  unabated  and  unchanged. 

In  this  vast  metropolis  I  feel  myself  a  very  lonely  man, 
and  frequently  I  sigh  for  "  my  own  company "  in  the 
ministry  of  grace.  I  have  ofttimes  wished  you  were 
nearer  to  me,  but  I  am  stopped  from  meddling  with  God's 
arrangements.  He  knows — 

•'  All  that  concerns  the  chosen  race, 
In  nature,  providence,  and  grace, 
Where  they  shall  dwell,  and  when  remove, 
Fix'd  by  predestinating  love. 

Their  calling,  growth,  and  robes  they  wear, 
Their  conflicts,  trials,  daily  care, 
Are  for  them  well  arranged  above 
By  God's  predestinating  love." 

On  Tuesday,  November  4th,  we  intend  spending  a  day 
of  thanksgiving  and  worship  in  Grove  Chapel  for  God's 
goodness  in  preserving  to  us  so  many  Protestant  and  free 
and  sovereign  grace  privileges.  Lovely,  of  Bexley,  will 
preach  in  the  morning,  and  Dance,  of  Leamington, 
in  the  evening.  I  should  like  you  to  preach  in 
the  afternoon.  We  do  not  make  a  display  before  the 
public.  May  the  Lord  graciously  command  you,  and  in- 
cline your  heart  to  yield  willing  obedience. 

Have  not  been  well  of  late.  Am  feeling  better,  but 
soon  get  tired  and  weary.  My  wife  unites  in  love  to 
you  and  yours. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Rev.  Win.  Sykes.  THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 


178  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 

March  6th,  1903. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Sister  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Lovingkindness  and  truth  continually  pre- 
serve you. 

Thank  you  much  for  sending  me  your  change  of  address 
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from  the  21st  inst.  It  did  me  good,  and  refreshed  my 
spirit  truly,  to  hear  of  the  Lord's  dealing  in  blessing  you 
and  your  dear  sister  during  the  past  twelve  months. 

Confirmation  in  the  testimony  of  Christ  for  you. 
Separation  from  the  world,  especially  from  the  religious 
world,  to  Christ  for  her. 

These  are  precious  privileges  for  two  sisters  who  have 
had  the  gracious  discovery  that  they  are  "  heirs  together 
of  the  grace  of  life." 

"  Heirs !  "  The  powers  of  darkness  will  do  all  they 
can  to  disinherit  you. 

"  Together !  "  The  spirit  of  discord  will  be  bent  on 
your  separation. 

"  Grace  !  "  The  spirit  of  legality  will  thrust  itself  upon 
your  notice  to  draw  you  into  the  prison-house  of  spiritual 
bondage. 

"Life!"  If  Christ  is  your  Life,  then  all  opposing 
forces  may  do  their  utmost  to  ensnare,  enslave,  or  destroy 
you,  but  the  Master,  who  has  redeemed  you  with  His 
most  precious  blood,  and  who  takes  good  care  of  you, 
will  see  to  it  that  you  "  shall  not  come  into  condemna- 
tion," and  will  give  you  to  know  and  enjoy  the  blessed- 
ness of  His  own  precious  promise  :  "  No  weapon  that  is 
formed  against  thee  shall  prosper;  and  every  tongue  that 
shall  rise  against  thee  in  judgment  thou  shalt  condemn. 
This  is  the  heritage  of  the  servants  of  the  LORD  ;  and 
their  righteousness  is  of  Me,  saith  the  LORD"  (Isa.  liv.  17). 

May  He  ever  make  Grove  Chapel  His  house  and  the 
gate  of  heaven  to  you  both. 

The  Lord  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Miss  Barfoot.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 

May  llnd,  1903. 

My   dear    Brother    in    Him, — Grace    sustaining    and 
encouraging  ever  be  yours. 

Thank    you    very    much    for   your    kindness    to    me. 
Thank  your  dear  wife  for  the  kind  letter  she  sent  to  me. 
It  gave  me  the  opportunity  to  commend  you  and  yours 
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to  the  prayers  of  God's  living  people,  which  I  did  with 
all  the  feeling  of  a  heart  touched  with  His  sympathy. 

Your  loss  is  too  great  for  any  to  grasp  but  those  who 
have  trodden  that  dreary  part  of  the  pathway.  I  know 
it.  So  did  the  Man  of  sorrows.  The  feeling  sense  of 
His  Father's  absence  was  too  much  for  Him. 

In  the  midst  of  your  great  grief  there  is  one  sweet 
redeeming  relieving  feature — parts  of  your  own  redeemed 
self  are  now  in  glory,  are  like  Him,  they  see  Him  as  He 
is. 

My  poor  wife  has  suffered  much  with  bronchitis  these 
last  two  weeks.  Thank  God,  she  is  a  little  better.  I 
feel  very  worn  out  and  weary. 

Again  thanking  you  for  all  your  kindness  to  me  and 
mine, 

I  remain,  and  ever  shall  be, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Prebble.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


E.M.S.  "  Oceanic,"  Atlantic, 
August  28th,  1903. 

My  dear  sister  Permelia, — Grace  and  peace  be  ever 
yours.  May  health  and  cure  be  brought  to  you,  and 
strength  be  established  in  you. 

You  cannot  tell  the  sorrow  of  my  soul  when  Mrs.  Elmer 
told  me  of  your  slip  from  the  stoop  and  the  foot  sprained. 
I  could  have  cried  had  I  been  allowed  to  give  way  to  my 
feelings.  As  it  was  I  felt  myself  a  very  lonely  fellow  as 
I  passed  along  to  the  Troy  Eoom  without  you.  But  my 
only  consolation  was  in  knowing  that  the  slip  was  not 
by  chance,  and  that  there  was  mercy  in  it.  "  All  things 
serve  Him."  "  All  things  are  for  your  sakes."  "  All 
things  are  of  God."  "  All  things  work  together  for 
good  to  them,"  &c.  Mark  you  this  :  "  The  very  hairs 
of  your  head  are  all  numbered." 

"  No  cross  nor  bliss,  no  loss  nor  gain, 
No  health  nor  sickness,  ease  nor  pain, 

Can  give  themselves  a  birth  ; 
The  Lord  so  rules  by  His  command 
No  good  nor  ill  can  stir  a  hand, 

Unless  He  send  them  forth." 
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That  is  blessedly  true  ;  but  none  can  honestly  say  so 
but  by  the  Holy  Ghost.  "  He  tempers  the  wind  to  the 
shorn  lamb ;  "  yet  the  lamb,  shivering  in  the  wind,  may 
not  think  so.  "  He  stayeth  His  rough  wind  in  the  day 
of  the  east  wind." 

The  cloud  will  lower.  And  why  ?  "  With  clouds  He 
covereth  the  light;  and  commandeth  it  not  to  shine  by 
the  cloud  that  cometh  betwixt."  "  Dost  thou  know  the 
balancing  of  the  clouds,  the  wondrous  works  of  Him 
which  is  perfect  in  knowledge?"  "Now  men  see  not 
the  bright  light  which  is  in  the  clouds ;  but  the  wind 
passeth  and  cleanseth  them."  "  Who  maketh  the  clouds 
His  chariot."  "  The  clouds  are  the  dust  of  His  feet." 
Clouds  denote  His  nearness,  upon  whom  we  are  called 
to  cast  all  care. 

•'  When  frowns  appear  to  veil  His  face, 

And  clouds  surround  His  throne, 
He  hides  the  purpose  of  His  grace, 
To  make  it  better  known. 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take, 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 

In  blessings  on  your  head." 

"  Often  the  clouds  of  deepest  woe 

A  sweet  love-message  bear : 
Dark  tho'  they  seem,  we  cannot  find 
A  trace  of  anger  there." 

I  have  proved  the  truth  of  this  again  and  again,  and 
no  doubt  shall,  until  God  brings  me  into  His  perfect  light. 

No  doubt  Henry  will  have  told  you  how  we  fared  at 
New  York,  and  of  the  departure  of  the  "  Oceanic."  I 
was  sorry  to  part  company  with  those  two  good  fellows 
whom  you  lawfully  and  lovingly  claim  as  husband  and 
son.  I  wish,  I  wish  I  was  within  roach  of  them,  and  you 
too,  every  day  of  my  life. 

The  purser  has  given  me  a  room  to  myself. 

It  is  now  Saturday  night,  7.45  p.m.,  and  I  have  just 
been  told  that  I  must  take  the  service  and  preach  to- 
morrow. The  Lord  graciously  help  me. 

And  now,  how  can  I  express  the  gratitude  of  my  heart 
to  you  for  all  your  devotion  and  attention  to  so  unworthy 
a  servant  of  our  good  and  gracious  Lord  and  Saviour  ? 


Letters  to  the  Household  of  Faith.  333 

He  is  able  to  make  all  grace  abound  towards  you.  May 
He  blessedly  do  it — "  that  you,  always  having  all 
sufficiency  in  all  things,  may  abound  to  every  good  work." 
Love  unfeigned  to  Henry,  Elmer  and  his  little  crowd — 
and  dear  old  John.  May  the  Lord  long  spare  him  for 
many  years.  God  bless  you  indeed.  So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 

Mrs.  Henry  Winters,  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Watervliet,  N.Y.,  U.S.A. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
September  5th,  1903. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  all  good  be  ever 
yours.  Thank  you  much  for  your  kind  letter  just  to 
hand.  I  intended  to  write  all  yesterday,  but  could  not 
find  time. 

God  willing,  I  shall  be  at  Corby  on  Wednesday  by  the 
usual  train,  to  stay  with  you  until  Friday,  when  I  must 
return  home  for  the  prayer  meeting  in  the  evening. 

The  Lord  was  good  to  me  all  the  way  across  the  ocean 
and  home  again.  We  had  storm  and  tempest  all  the  way 
from  Qaeenstown  to  New  York.  It  was  very  incon- 
venient to  many ;  but  not  to  me. 

God  gave  me  a  message  on  Sunday,  July  26th,  in  the 
saloon  of  the  "  Teutonic  "  from  John  iv.  10.  The  word 
was  blessed  more  than  ever  in  the  assemblies  of  the  saints 
over  yonder. 

We  had  a  record  voyage  home  for  fine  weather. 

I  was  called  upon  to  preach  on  Sunday,  August  30th, 
which  I  did  from  the  Psalms  for  the  day — Psalm  cxlv.  16. 

Love  to  your  tribe.     God  bless  you  indeed.      So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

"  Thou  openest  Thine  hand,  and  satisfiest  the  desire  of 
every  living  thing  "  (Psalm  cxlv.  16). 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 

September  28^,  1903. 

My   dear   Brother    William, — Grace    and   truth   con- 
tinually preserve  you. 
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Just  a  line  or  two  thanking  you  heartily  for  the  ex- 
cellent message  you  brought  to  the  Grove  people  on  the 
evening  of  the  15th. 

To  me  it  was  spiritual,  scriptural,  God-sent.  I  listened 
with  rapt  attention,  and  can  truly  say,  I  never  enjoyed 
a  message  more.  The  people,  I  am  thankful  to  say,  are 
all  one  with  me  in  this  judgment,  and  I  am  sure  it  does 
not  rise  from  the  flesh. 

Yesterday  my  subjects  were  : — Abiding  Fulness — Col. 
.ii.  9.  Complete  in  Him — Col.  ii.  10.  It  was  reviving 
and  refreshing  to  me  and  to  many,  for  which  I  thank  and 
praise  our  gracious  covenant  God. 

We  want  you  to  come  again.  Can  you  preach  in  the 
Grove  on  the  forenoon  of  Tuesday,  November  3rd ?  I 
am  asking  Mr.  Laurie  to  preach  in  the  evening.  Please 
drop  a  line  asking  him  not  to  refuse. 

Hope  you  and  your  dear  wife  were  carried  home  safely 
from  us,  and  found  all  well. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Rev.  Wm.  Sykes.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 
October  3rd,  1903. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  peace  be  ever 
yours.  Thank  you  heartily  for  writing  to  Mr.  Laurie.  I 
shall  prize  it  as  a  covenant  favour  to  have  father  and  son 
in  Grove  Chapel  pulpit  on  the  same  day.  I  desire  it  not 
to  parade  before  the  world,  or  as  a  money-making  con- 
venience. "  The  kingdom  of  God  cometh  not  by  outward 
show"  (Luke  xvii.  20,  margin).  The  truth  of  God  pros- 
pers not  by  parade. 

I  have  not  forgotten  my  promise  to  be  with  you  on 
the  27th.  Am  booked  to  preach  in  Leeds  on  the  evening 
of  the  26th,  and  will  come  to  you  early  as  I  can  next 
morning. 

You  are  quite  right  on  Heb.  ii.  16.  In  His  wondrous 
Imcarnation  He  identified  Himself  in  His  flesh  with  His 
elect  brethren,  who  were  given  to  Him  by  the  Father  in 
the  eternal  counsels.  These  He  saves  with  an  everlasting 
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salvation — an    experimental    salvation — a    salvation    by 
absolute  proof — a  salvation  in  Him  with  eternal  glory. 

"  He  saves  us  at  first  and  He  saves  us  again, 
Each  day  full  a  thousand  times  o'er." 

He  took  hold— He  never  lets  go.     Look  here ! 

"  A  Pilgrim  through  this  lonely  world 

The  blessed  Jesus  pass'd  ; 
A  Mourner  all  His  life  was  He, 
A  dying  Lamb  at  last." 

"  As  man,  a  Man  of  sorrows,  Thou 

Hast  suffer'd  every  human  woe  ; 
And  thus  enthroned  in  glory  now, 
Canst  pity  all  Thy  saints  below." 

'•  The  Man  who  lived,  and  died,  and  rose 

To  perfume  heaven  with  blood; 
To  Him  my  soul  her  pardon  owes. 
And  claims  Him  for  her  God." 

"  As  Man,  He  pities  my  complaint ; 

His  power  and  truth  are  all  DIVINE  ; 
He  will  not  fail,  He  cannot  faint ; 
Salvation's  sure,  and  must  be  mine." 

"  Jesus,  who  pass'd  the  angels  by, 

Assum'd  our  flesh  to  bleed  and  die ; 
And  still  He  makes  it  His  abode, 
As  Man  He  fills  the  throne  of  God." 

"  This  is  the  Man,  the  exalted  Man, 

Whom  we  unseen  adore  ; 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  His  face, 
Our  hearts  shall  love  Him  more." 

I  must  leave  you  on  Wednesday  morning  for  Notting- 
ham. May  the  God  of  truth  preserve  you.  My  wife 
unites  in  love  to  yours  and  you. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Rev.  W.  SyJces.  THOMAS  BEADBUBY. 


178  The  Grove,  Camberwell, 

March  21st,  1904. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace,  mercy,  peace  and  love  be  multiplied 
to  you  continually. 

I  was  more  than  glad  to  see  your  handwriting  again. 
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You  are  one  of  the  fellows  I  like. 

Fellows !  yes,  that  is  quite  right.  I  love  "  the  fellow- 
ship of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,"  into  which  our  Covenant 
God  has  brought  us,  so  that  we  are  privileged  to  say, 
"  Truly  our  fellowship  is  with  the  Father,  and  with  His 
Son  Jesus  Christ." 

I  went  to  the  funeral  of  dear  Thomas  Lawson  and 
increased  my  cold.  Am  not  good  for  much. 

God  humbles  us  at  times  in  making  us  know  and  feel 
that  we  cannot  secure  the  Anointing  in  taking  old  texts 
which  were  once  fragrant  and  savoury. 

Sorry  to  hear  of  dear  Paul.  The  Lord  bring  him 
health  and  cure. 

Yes.     Davis  has  gone  home. 

Dear  Eli  Ashdown,  Minister  of  Great  Alie  Street 
Chapel,  was  laid  well  in  the  grave  to-day.  I  loved  him. 
"He  was  a  faithful  man,  and  feared  God  above  many." 
No  mixing  or  mingling  with  him. 

Faithful  men  are  very  few. 

Yesterday,  many  had  times  of  refreshing  at  the  Grove. 
Text  in  the  evening,  Jonah  ii.  4.  Have  you  noticed 
Jonah's  four  Ps  ? 

"  He  Paid  the  fare  thereof  "   (Ch.  i.  3). 

"Jonah  Prayed  unto  the  Lord"   (Ch.  ii.  1). 

"  Preach  the  Preaching  that  1  bid  "   (Ch.  iii.  2). 

Jonah  Peevish  with  God  (Ch.  iv.  3,  9). 
Does  not  that  look  like  growth  in  grace  ?     His  growth 
was  like  that  of  dear  old  Alice  Banks.     "  My  growing  is 
like  that  of  a  cow's  tail ;  the  longer  it  grows  the  nearer 
it  comes  to  the  ground." 

Growth  or  no  growth,  he  could  not  help  but  look. 

Looking — he  must  look  again ;  so  must  I. 

See  Psalm  Ixxi.  20  ;  Jer.  xxxi.  4  ;  Mark  x.  1 ;  John  xvi. 
22 ;  xiv.  3. 

We  shall  expect  to  see  you  here  on  Monday,  June  6th, 
for  the  week. 

The  Grove  Anniversary  Services  are  arranged  for 
Tuesday,  July  19th. 

We  expect  you  to  take  one  of  the  services  on  that  day. 
You  had  better  come  on  the  Monday.  Bring  Mrs.  Sykes 
and  stay  the  week. 
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I  must  stop.      Love  to  all  of   you.      God   bless  you 
indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Rev.  Wm.  Sykes.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  The  Grove,  Camberwell,  S.E., 
March  22nd,  1904. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  peace  be  ever 
yours. 

I  was  very  glad  to  receive  your  letter  this  morning,  and 
to  learn  therefrom  that  weak  as  you  are  God  finds  strength 
enough  for  you  to  wheel  about  the  best  woman  you  know. 
When  your  legs  were  wet  and  weary,  you  had  time  to  repeat 
again  and  again  Psa.  cvii.,  and  sing,  "Praise  God  from 
whom  all  blessings  flow." 

Thankful  you  enjoyed,  "I  change  not."  Pleased  I  am 
that  Mrs.  Boyce  enjoyed  it,  and  was  encouraged. 

The  secret  of  stormy  Monday  after  peaceful  Sunday 
is  revealed  in  Eccles  vii.  13,  14. 

You  are  right ;  "  Jazer  "  is  grand.  I  had  a  notion  it 
would  bring  you  out,  and  lift  you  up. 

Yes,  Job  xii.  6  is  painfully  true  ;  so  is  the  rest  of  the 
chapter  pleasantly  true,  which  gives  a  most  blessed 
description  of  Jehovah's  sovereignty  in  the  disposal  of  all 
His  creatures. 

Mrs.  B.  and  I  are  not  well.  We  have  been  much  tried 
with  racking  coughs.  She  has  been  caged  to  her  room 
the  last  fortnight,  and  came  down  to  dinner  the  first  time 
on  Sunday. 

My  perplexities  progress.    Cannot  keep  pace  with  them. 

My  little  grandson  at  Cambridge  is  wasted  to  a  shadow, 
and  is  only  waiting  with  painful  spasms  of  the  heart  his 
departure  for  home.  I  feel  sure  that  death  to  him  will 
be  certain  glory. 

"I  am  the  man  seeing  and  enduring  affliction,"  but 
not  "  by  the  rod  of  His  wrath." 

"  0  God,  we  fall  before  Thy  feet, 

Adore  Thy  wondrous  ways, 
Who  makes  our  bitter  portions  sweet, 
And  turns  our  groans  to  praise." 
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I  intend  to  come  to  you  next  week — Wednesday — by  the 
usual  train  at  Corby. 

My  wife  unites  with  me  in  kindest  love  to  Mrs.  Porter, 
E.  Clay,  and  all  of  you. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
June  30th,  1904. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  peace  abide 
with  you. 

I  was  greatly  disappointed  and  truly  sorry  when  the 
Lord's  will  had  to  be  done  in  sending  the  telegram.  The 
lumbago  was  too  severe  for  me  to  walk  at  all  without 
clinging  to  something. 

The  dyspepsia  is  somewhat  removed,  but  I  am  still 
existing  on  light  food,  and  have  to  be  careful  not  to  eat 
as  much  as  I  feel  I  need. 

It  was  the  proper  thing  to  do  to  say  "No,"  to  America. 
There,  my  work  is  done. 

I  am  sorry  for  it  in  many  respects,  yet  I  do  not  murmur. 
He  sent  me  there — gave  me  a  place  in  the  affections  of 
His  people — bringing  some  of  them  into  the  light  and 
liberty  of  His  gospel,  and  crowning  me  with  His  gracious 
goodness. 

On  Tuesday  evening  I  was  not  able  to  walk  to  chapel, 
and  the  people  passed  the  time  with  God  in  holding  a 
prayer  meeting. 

I  am  still  weak  and  weary,  yet  living  in  the  spirit  of 
Job's  words  :  "  All  the  days  of  my  appointed  time  will  I 
wait,  till  my  change  come.  Thou  shalt  call,  and  I  will 
answer  Thee  :  Thou  wilt  have  a  desire  to  the  work  of 
Thine  hands." 

My  wife  is  well  for  her,  and  unites  in  love  to  you  and 
all  yours. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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163  Ashburnham   Road, 

Clive  Vale,  Hastings, 

July  21st,  1904. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Grace  and  peace  be  for 
ever  yours. 

You  cannot  tell  how  sorry  I  was  not  to  be  with  you  at 
the  end  of  June  ;  but  He  knew  all  about  it,  and  I  did  not 
rebel.  For  six  weeks  I  have  been  off  nay  food,  and  have 
gone  much  thinner. 

"  All  things  serve  Him."     That  is  my  comfort. 

We  had  a  blessed  day  at  the  Grove  on  Tuesday. 

7.0  a.m.     Breathing  from  and  to  God. 

11.0  a.m.      God  helped  me  much  from  John  xiv.  8,  9. 

3.30  p.m.  Sykes  was  grand  on  Ex.  xxv.  8.  Didn't 
I  wish  you  were  there. 

6.0  p.m.  Savage  was  beautiful  on  Gal.  vi.  6.  I  felt 
myself  small. 

7.0  p.m.      Lovely  was  lovely  to  many  on  Gen.  xxxii.  30. 

Yesterday  my  wife  and  I  came  here — for  real  rest  and 
quiet.  We  intend- to  come  to  you  on  August  8th,  to  stay 
with  you  over  Sunday  14th. 

May  our  own  God  crown  the  whole  with  His  gracious 
goodness. 

Love  to  all. 

God  bless  you  indeed.     So  prays, 

Yours  faithfully, 
Mr.   W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBUEY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
September  15th,  1904. 

My  dear  Daughter, — Grace  sufficient  for  your  days  be 
yours,  for  you  greatly  need  it. 

I  still  continue  in  much  weakness  and  weariness  of  the 
flesh,  yet  the  doctor  said  yesterday  that  my  pulse  was 
firmer  than  it  has  been  for  some  time,  and  I  am  able  to 
retain  a  little  substantial  food  in  my  rebellious  stomach. 

I  was  very  sorry  to  hear  of  poor  Tom's  sufferings*  As 
I  read  your  letter,  my  first  feeling  was  to  run  over  to 
Cambridge  to-morrow,  but  when  I  rose  from  my  chair 
and  could  only  creep  the  length  of  the  room  I  learned  the 
folly  of  my  feeling. 
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Mother  has  been  in  bed  all  this  week,  but  is  a  little 
better  to-day. 

Sorry  to  hear  of  Alice  and  her  sickness.  Hope  through 
mercy  she  will  soon  be  better. 

I  do  not  think  George  is  wrong  in  his  feeling  that 
home  is  the  best  place  while  dear  Tom  is  so  ill,  yet  the 
nooks  and  corners  of  this  house  are  as  welcome  as  ever, 
whenever  God  opens  His  way,  and  makes  it  plain  before 
your  face  to  come. 

Read  this  verse  for  Tom  : — 

"  Jesus,  Thy  Name  indeed  is  sweet. 
In  every  scene,  at  every  hour  ; 
All  that  we  need  is  there  complete  ; 
Love  all  divine,  Almighty  power  ; 
Yet  full  of  tenderest  sympathy — 

Our  souls  would  rest  their  all  on  Thee." 

Your  mother  is  much  better  this  afternoon  (Friday) . 
God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays  your  worn-out  old  father, 
Mrs.  Doggett.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
September  21st,  1904. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  Faith  and  Fear  of 
God's  Elect, — Grace,  right  judgment  and  good  success, 
be  yours  all  along  the  path  of  tribulation. 

Thanks  for  your  kind  letter.  Yours  are  always 
acceptable. 

I  am  certainly  better  than  I  was  when  you  were  here. 
But  I  make  slow  progress.  I  remain  weak  and  weary. 
My  texts  on  Sunday  were — Morning  :  1  Sam.  xviii.  4. 
Evening  :  Rev.  xxii.  '20.  Last  night's  text  was  John  iii. 
31 — 33.  I  am  very  tired  to-day. 

Yes,  I  was  wonderfully  helped  on  the  30th  Anniversary. 
The  afternoon  sermon  on  1  Cor.  i.  9  was  reported,  and  is 
to  be  printed. 

I  am  just  off  to  the  cemetery  to  bury  dear  James 
Sayles,  who  entered  heaven  on  Monday,  at  5.10  a.m. 

Have  been  and  seen  the  earthy  part  of  dear,  blessed 
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brother  Sayles  laid  quietly  to  rest  in  Camberwell  Ceme- 
tery. A  goodly  company  of  God's  choice  were  in  the 
chapel,  and  round  the  grave.  The  Abolisher  of  Death — 
the  Spoiler  of  the  Grave — the  Sin-Abolisher,  was  with  me, 
and  gave  me  good  words  and  comfortable  for  God's  own 
present.  I  feel  done  up.  Love  to  all. 
God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  yours  faithfully, 
Rev.  William  Sykes.  THOMAS  BRADBUEY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
October  14th,  1904. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Loving-kindness  and  truth 
continually  preserve  you. 

You  have  my  hearty  thanks  for  your  last  letter  and 
notes  on  Psa.  Iv.  22.  "  Gift,"  in  the  margin,  has  had  a 
charm  for  me  for  many  a  long  year.  Allotment  is  better. 
It  takes  in  everything. 

You  will  be  sorry  to  know  this  is  about  the  most 
poorly  week  I  have  had  since  taken  ill.  Yesterday  and 
to-day  my  stomach  has  rebelled  against  all  solid  food. 
What  will  the  end  be?  He  knows.  Lam.  iii.  32  is  mine 
just  now. 

In  my  present  state  of  debility  I  cannot  be  with  you 
this  month,  nor  this  winter,  for  which  I  am  sorry. 

My  love  unfeigned  to  you.     God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  yours  faithfully, 
Eev.  William  Sykes.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
November  25th,  1904. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — God's  rest  be  ever  yours. 

I  was  more  than  pleased  to  receive  yours  this  morning. 
You  were  no  more  disappointed  than  myself  in  my  non- 
appearance  among  you  on  Wednesday. 

But  He  knows,  and  in  that  alone  we  find  our  rest  and 
consolation. 

"  Fire  and  hail ;  snow  and  vapours ;  stormy  wind  ful- 
filling His  Word."  That  is  true,  not  only  in  the  incon- 
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veniences  caused  to  poor,  proud,  puny  man,  but  in  the 
blessed  repose  of  soul  and  sweet  tranquillity  of  spirit  He 
is  pleased  to  work  in  His  own  when  heart  and  flesh  are 
ready  to  fail.  "  The  Lord  hath  His  way  in  the  whirl- 
wind and  in  the  storm,  and  the  clouds  are  the  dust  of  His 
feet." 

Yet  He  is  good,  a  strength  in  the  day  of  trouble,  and 
He  knoweth  them  that  trust  in  Him.  That  does  me 
good  just  now. 

Do  not  be  surprised  never  to  see  me  again  at  Buck- 
minster. 

I  cannot  eat. 

Grow  weaker  every  day. 

Gradually  less. 

"I  am  Thine,  save  me." 

Cannot  go  to  Prayer  Meeting  to-night. 

Love  to  all.     God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  W.  Porter.  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E., 
December  13th,  1904. 

My  dear  Friend  and  Brother  in  the  way  of  our 
Father's  plan, — Grace  and  all  good  be  ever  yours. 

Thank  you  for  your  kind  and  continued  thought,  and 
expression  of  love  to  me  and  mine. 

I  am  still  feeling  much  of  the  weariness  of  the  flesh, 
and  do. not  expect  much  difference  until  my  Best  Friend 
has  me  safe  with  Himself  in  glory.  I  remember  singing 
in  your  Room  in  Thurland  Street, 

"  Weary  of  earth,  myself  and  sin, 

Dear  Jesus,  set  me  free  ; 

And  to  Thy  glory  take  me  in, 

For  there  I  long  to  be." 

I  sang  it  then.     I  mean  it  now. 

It  is  much  to  me  if  you  will  ever  see  me  in  your 
hospitable  abode  again. 

This  earthly  hut  has  undergone  a  dissolving  indeed. 

My  great  trial  is  want  of  patience.  So  much  unlike 
Him  I  love. 
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But  I  feel  sure  He  will  make  me  like  Himself  before 
long. 

This  corruption   must    put    on   incorruption.       Love, 
blood,  and  power  will  effect  all  this. 

Pardon  weariness. 

My  wife  unites  in  love  to  Mrs.  L.  and  to  you  all. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BEADBUBY. 

Psa.  xcix.  8. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E.r 
April  14th,  1905. 

My  dear  Brother  William, — Loving-kindness  and  truth 
continually  preserve  you. 

It  seems  an  age  since  last  we  saw  each  other.  But 
spiritual  acquaintances  cannot  be  long  out  of  thought — 
never  out  of  heart. 

For  a  long  time  now  I  have  been  sadly  out  of  sorts. 
Spent  nearly  seven  weeks  in  Hastings  during  February 
and  March.  Have  preached  little  this  year.  Last  Sun- 
day the  Lord  helped  me  to  preach  at  both  services. 
Morning,  Psa.  Ixxi.  16 ;  Evening,  li.  4.  It  was  good. 

I  am  writing  now  asking  you  to  help  me.  Will  you 
preach  here  on  Tuesday,  May  2nd,  and  at  the  Anni- 
versary on  July  18th  ?  Do ;  and  the  God  of  love  and 
peace  come  with  you.  Our  people  will  be  delighted  to 
see  and  hear  you. 

I  am  tired.     Pardon  brevity.     God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  yours  faithfully, 
Rev.  William  Sykes.  THOMAS  BEADBUBY. 


178  Camberwell  Grove,  S.E.T 

June  IQth,  1905. 

My   dear  Brother  Alfred, — Grace  and  pea.ce  be  ever 
yours. 

Thank  you  heartily  for  your  kind  and  brotherly  letter, 
and  the  welcome  enclosure. 

It  appears  to  be  the  appointment  of  our  own  God  that 
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my  stay  in  these  cold  regions  of  sin  and  death  will  soon 
end.     And  I  do  not  object. 

It  is  now  a  year  since  I  had  a  substantial  meal,  and 
am  a  shadow  of  my  former  self.  But  my  natural  strength 
has  all  gone. 

I  sit  in  the  corner  all  the  day,  and  thank  God  for 
enabling  me  to  read  with  much  clearness  of  mind  and 
thought. 

He  has  been  very  good  to  me  all  my  life  long,  and  now 
I  am  old  and  feeble  He  appears  to  pay  particular  atten- 
tion to  His  poor  weakling. 

He  keeps  our  congregation  together  in  peace,  though  I 
cannot  attend  to  it.  He  does  that  Himself. 

My  heart  is  often  with  you,  and  I  remember  the  happy 
seasons  I  have  spent  with  God's  few  in  Thurland  Street. 

My  spirit  yearns  to  spend  a  few  days  with  you,  but — 
that  appears  impossible. 

God  keeps  me  free  from  pain — indulges  me  with  much 
of  His  blessed  company,  and  enjoyment  of  His  unmixed 
truth. 

Covenant  Love — Covenant  Blood — and  Covenant  Power 
I  live  upon. 

When  He  appears  to  take  me  home  I  shall  be  more 
than  pleased  to  see  Him. 

Writing  wearies  me.     It  saps  my  brain. 

God  bless  you  indeed. 

So  prays,  yours  faithfully, 
Mr.  L .  THOMAS  BRADBURY. 


MONUMENT    ERECTED    IN    FOREST    HILL    CEMETERY. 


ADDENDA. 


A  VERY  old  and  valued  friend  of  my  father's,  the  Eev. 
Thomas  Dickinson,  Kector  of  Higher  Openshaw,  Man- 
chester, sent  me  the  following  letter,  too  late  to  be  in- 
serted where  it  otherwise  would  have  appeared,  it  having 
only  recently  come  into  his  possession.  It  is  interesting, 
as  it  gives  in  my  father's  own  words  an  account  of  his 
visit  to  Oxford,  and  first  visit  to  London.  The  lady  to 
whom  it  was  written  was  a  dear  friend  of  the  Rev.  P.  J. 
O'Leary,  and  also  of  the  Rev.  William  Parks,  the  late 
Rector  of  Openshaw. 

Barrow  Hill,  Chesterfield, 
November  27th,  1871. 

My  dear  Miss  Bancroft, — I  had  fully  purposed  calling 
to  see  you  last  week  during  my  visit  to  Manchester,  but 
was  hindered  through  a  very  severe  cold,  which  seems  to 
have  settled  upon  me.  Eight  weeks  ago  on  Friday  last  I 
got  wet  to  the  skin  in  Manchester,  and  returned  home 
full  of  a  cold  which  has  settled  in  my  throat  and  chest, 
and  seems  to  defy  all  attempts  to  remove  it.  1  have  said 
nothing  to  Polly  about  it,  and  endeavoured  as  much  as  I 
could  to  hide  it  from  her  at  Handforth  last  Thursday.  I 
did  not  call  at  any  place  last  week  only  where  my  pre- 
sence was  necessary. 

I  have  a  budget  of  news  to  unfold  to  you,  and  would 
only  have  been  too  glad  to  relate  by  word  of  mouth,  but 
as  I  read  in  the  first  lesson  last  night,  "  There  are  many 
devices  in  a  man's  heart;  nevertheless  the  counsel  of  the 
Lord,  that  shall  stand"  (Prov.  xix.  21). 

On  Friday  morning,  the  10th  inst.,  I  left  home  for 
Tansley  Rectory,  where  I  spent  the  day  with  my  dear 
friends  in  the  Lord  very  profitably.  Mr.  Smith,  with  that 
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condescension,  kindness,  and  Christian  courtesy  which 
has  ever  characterised  him  in  his  dealings  with  me,  gave 
me  an  outline  of  Oxford  and  Oxford  life,  which  helped 
me  much  in  my  visit  to  that  learned  and  beautiful  city. 
With  the  prayers  and  good  wishes  of  the  good  folk  of 
Tansley  Eectory,  I  left  that  abode  of  Christian  humility 
on  the  Saturday,  and  from  Matlock  Bridge  Station  I  sped 
along  by  train  to  Oxford.  By  the  good  hand  of  God 
upon  me  I  arrived  there  a  little  after  four  o'clock,  and 
was  met  at  the  station  by  an  old  friend,  Mr.  Thomas 
Dickinson.  I  was  very  cold  on  my  arrival,  but  Dickin- 
son's warm  and  comfortable  quarters  soon  set  me  to 
rights.  During  the  evening  Mr.  F.  Harper  and  the  Eev. 
-  Bazeley  called  upon  me,  and  with  them  and  Dickinson 
I  spent  a  very  comfortable  evening.  Dickinson  I  have 
known  many  a  long  year  ;  he  read  with  Dr.  Hewlett,  and 
is  now  at  Queen's  College,  intending  to  enter  the  ministry 
of  the  Church  of  England.  Harper  is  a  dear  fellow, 
quite  a  gentleman.  It  was  he  who  wrote  asking  me  to 
Oxford  before  Dickinson  went  there.  He,  too,  intends 
entering  the  ministry  as  a  clergyman  of  England's  Church. 
Bazeley  has  been  some  time  at  Oxford,  took  a  first-class 
position  at  Brazenose  College,  and  bid  fair  to  occupy  a 
brilliant  position  in  the  Church  of  England.  But  he  was 
brought  to  the  conclusion  that  he  ought  to  remain  in 
Oxford  preaching  God's  gospel,  which  undoubtedly  he 
would  not  do  if  he  were  ordained.  He  has  therefore 
given  up  his  position  at  College,  and  renounced  ordina- 
tion at  the  hands  of  the  bishop.  He  now  preaches  God's 
truth  in  a  Presbyterian  Chapel,  which  he  has  taken  at  his 
own  cost.  He,  together  with  Harper  and  Dickinson, 
visits  the  poor  in  their  dwellings,  reads  God's  Word,  and 
expounds  God's  plan  of  salvation  to  them.  Bazeley  has 
also  taken  a  barn  at  a  village  about  two  miles  from 
Oxford,  called  Cowley,  where  they  conduct  Divine  service 
every  Sunday  morning  and  evening.  The  barn  is  white- 
washed, and  texts  of  Scripture  setting  forth  salvation  by 
grace  are  fixed  on  the  walls  round  the  place.  It  is  neatly 
seated,  and  a  kind  of  raised  platform  supplies  the  place 
of-  a  pulpit. 

When  I  arrived  at  Oxford,  I  found  my  name  advertised 
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far  and  wide  to  preach  the  gospel  of  God's  grace  in  the 
barn  and  in  the  Town  Hall.  On  Sunday  morning 
Bazeley  went  to  his  chapel,  while  Harper,  Dickinson  and 
I  went  to  the  barn,  arriving  there  about  eleven  o'clock. 
In  a  few  minutes  the  barn  was  well  filled.  Dickinson 
commenced  the  service  by  giving  out  a  hymn  and  engag- 
ing in  prayer,  which  prayer  did  my  heart  good.  After 
another  hymn  God  enabled  me  to  preach  His  truth  from 
Song  of  Sol.  i.  1 — 4.  I  enjoyed  much  liberty,  and  at  the 
close  the  people  begged  of  me  to  preach  to  them  again  in 
the  evening,  which  I  would  not  promise  to  do.  At  three 
o'clock  we  went  to  the  Town  Hall ;  every  seat  in  the  large 
room  was  filled.  Bazeley  gave  out  a  hymn,  Harper 
prayed  very  sweetly,  and  I  delivered  the  message  given  to 
me  from  2  Sam.  vii.  18 — 20.  About  a  dozen  persons  left 
the  hall  indignantly  ;  the  dose  was  too  strong  for  them  ; 
but  all  the  rest  quietly  remained  to  the  close,  many  thank- 
ing me  for  the  truth  they  had  been  privileged  to  hear. 
At  6.30  p.m.  Bazeley  again  went  to  his  chapel,  Dickinson 
to  preach  in  the  barn  at  Co wley,  Harper  and  I  to  a  Tem- 
perance Hall  in  the  slums,  the  lowest  part  of  the  city. 
Here  a  gentleman  named  Scott,  a  chemist  and  druggist 
by  profession,  in  religion  a  Baptist,  has  gathered  together 
a  congregation  of  the  lowest  of  the  low,  to  whom  he  reads 
God's  blessed  Word,  and  expounds  the  way  of  salvation. 
I  was  desirous  of  seeing  and  hearing,  but  was  disap- 
pointed, for  the  very  moment  we  entered  the  hall  Mr. 
Scott  left  the  pulpit,  came  to  us,  and  shook  me  warmly 
by  the  hand,  thanking  me  much  for  the  discourse  at  the 
Town  Hall,  saying  at  the  same  time,  "  And  now  you 
must  preach  to  us."  I  protested  against  this,  but  he 
meant  it,  and  into  the  pulpit  I  went,  God  enabling  me  to 
speak  in  His  name  from  Num.  xiv.  8.  The  congregation 
was  a  very  attentive  one,  and  Mr.  Scott  expressed  his 
great  pleasure  and  thankfulness  to  God  for  His  sending 
His  truth  to  them  by  my  mouth.  At  8.30  p.m.  we  were 
at  the  Martyrs'  Memorial,  a  beautiful  monument  erected 
on  the  spot  where  Cranmer,  Ridley  and  Latimer  were 
burnt  at  the  stake,  and  sealed  the  truth  with  their  blood 
over  three  hundred  years  ago.  I  cannot  describe  my  feel- 
ings as  I  took  my  stand  there  to  declare  those  very  truths 
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for  which  so  many  in  days  gone  by  shed  their  blood. 
How  should  I  stand  the  test  ?  God  help  me  and  keep 
me  faithful  to  Himself.  Bazeley  gave  out  the  hymn  by 
Hart,  "  Come  ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched"  and  then 
prayed ;  after  which  I  addressed  a  great  multitude  from 
John  xii.  32.  God  helped  me  much  here.  In  the  great 
crowd,  Bazeley  and  Harper  counted  over  300  under- 
graduates in  their  caps  and  gowns.  I  could  not  refrain 
from  asking  the  question,  "  Who  am  I,  and  what  is  my 
house,  that  Thou  hast  brought  me  hitherto?" 

On  returning  to  Dickinson's  quarters,  I  was  fairly  done 
up,  having  preached  four  times  during  the  day.  God 
gave  sweet  refreshing  sleep  to  my  eyes,  and  in  the  morn- 
ing I  awoke  with  a  grateful  heart  to  thank  Him  for  all 
His  mercies. 

Monday  morning,  at  9.20,  I  left  Oxford  for  London, 
arriving  at  Paddington  Station  at  10.30.  My  dear  friend 
in  the  truth,  Mr.  William  Parks,  was  waiting  for  me,  and 
was  heartily  glad  to  see  me.  With  him  I  called  to  see 
my  friend,  Edward  Kelso,  126  Hyde  Park  Square,  when, 
after  arranging  to  meet  him  on  the  morrow  to  spend  the 
day  with  him,  Mr.  Parks  and  I  wended  our  way  to  the 
British  Museum.  I  enjoyed  my  saunter  through  the 
various  departments  very  much.  We  then  went  to  the 
depot  of  the  Sunday  School  Union,  where  Mr.  Parks 
introduced  me  to  Mr.  Butt,  the  senior  deacon  of  the 
Surrey  Tabernacle.  After  some  conversation  on  the  best 
of  subjects,  Mr.  Butt  said,  "  When  will  you  come  and 
preach  at  our  Tabernacle?"  It  was  arranged  that  I 
should  go  on  Sunday,  January  14th,  to  preach  twice  on 
that  day,  and  once  on  Wednesday,  17th.  On  Thursday  I 
must  leave  them  for  Handforth  to  preach  there  in  the 
evening. 

From  here  we  went  to  Newington  Crescent,  where  Mr. 
Parks  lives.  Here  I  was  cosy  and  comfortable  at  once, 
my  old  friend  Mrs.  Parks  having  given  me  a  hearty 
welcome. 

On  Tuesday,  at  noon,  I  met  my  friend,  Edward  Kelso, 
and  with  him  went  through  the  Tower  of  London.  I 
enjoyed  my  visit  here  very  much.  Went  from  the  Tower 
to  London  Bridge,  and  by  steamer  up  to  Westminster  ; 
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saw  the  Abbey  and  the  Houses  of  Parliament.  Strolled 
along  the  Strand  to  the  Admiralty,  where  we  took  tea 
with  a  Mrs.  Skyring,  an  old  pilgrim,  who  seeks  for  a 
crumb  on  Sundays  at  Gower  Street  Chapel.  I  was 
delighted  with  the  old  lady's  godly  conversation. 

We  then  trudged  along  Eegent  Street,  where  I  felt 
truly  sick  of  the  "  fashion  of  this  world  which  passeth 
away."  A  cab  brought  us  to  the  Kelso's  a  little  before 
seven  o'clock  ;  here  I  was  booked  to  dine. 

God  ran  away  with  Edward  Kelso's  heart  while  he  was 
a  pupil  of  my  friend,  Mr.  Smith,  at  Tansley.  Many  were 
the  pleasant  seasons  Kelso  and  I  enjoyed  at  Tansley,  and 
our  rambles  among  the  hills  and  dales  of  Matlock  and  its 
neighbourhood  were  sanctified  by  the  Word  of  God  and 
prayer,  the  Friend  of  sinners  now  and  then  giving  us 
sweet  intimations  of  His  company.  1  stayed  with  them 
the  night,  and  left  with  Edward,  who  walked  with  me  as 
far  as  to  Regent  Circus,  where  we  parted.  I  returned  to 
Newington  Crescent,  where  my  friends  the  Parks's  again 
welcomed  me. 

On  Thursday  I  was  carried  home  safely,  and  my  wife 
and  youngsters  were  not  sorry  to  see  me.  • 

Now  I  must  say  good-bye,  and  God  bless  you  indeed. 
Yours  faithfully  only  in  Him, 

THOMAS  BEADBUEY. 


NOTES   OF    A    SERMON 

preached  by  my  Father  in  the  saloon  of  the  R.M.S. 
"Britannic"  during  one  of  his  journeys  to  New  York. 


R.M.S.  "Britannic," 
Mid  Atlantic, 
July  27th,  1891. 

My  dear  Brother  Frank, — Grace  and  all  needful  good 
be  ever  yours. 

You  have  been  much  on  my  mind  since  I  left  home, 
and  not  a  day  has  passed  since  we  sailed  from  Queens- 
town  but  you  and  yours  have  been  as  fresh  as  ever  in  my 
memory.  You  know  who  to  thank  for  that.  Well,  it 
is  very  pleasant  not  to  be  forgotten,  especially  in  the  best 
of  all  places — before  Him.  There,  in  the  secret  of  His  pre- 
sence, where  deceit,  guile,  and  hypocrisy  hide  their  dimin- 
ished heads,  the  redeemed  sinner  lisps  the  names  of 
those  he  loves,  and  who  hang  upon  his  heartstrings.  Yes, 
there  are  such  in  the  world,  whom  we  cannot  forget,  or 
drive  from  our  memories,  if  we  would.  Thank  God  for 
that.  Himself  hath  done  it  in  your  case  and  mine,  and 
in  His  faithful,  loving  hands  we  are  more  than  willing  to 
leave  the  whole  matter. 

Since  we  left  Queenstown  we  have  had  glorious  weather. 
Dolphins  leaping,  whales  sporting,  heaven  smiling,  and 
God  guiding  and  guarding. 

Last  Friday  morning  the  Purser  waited  for  me  as  I 
retired  from  the  breakfast  table,  and  very  politely  asked 
me  to  take  the  service  on  Sunday  morning.  I  tried  to 
get  out  of  it,  but  felt  I  could  not,  -so  reluctantly  con- 
sented. 

Sunday  morning  came.  I  felt  very  nervous.  A  good 
company  assembled  in  the  saloon.  I  went  through  the 
whole  of  Morning  Prayer  without  a  stumble  or  falter. 
After  the  hymn  before  the  sermon  I  repeated  the  collect, 
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and  felt  its  power  and  truthfulness :  "  Prevent  us,  O  Lord, 
in  all  our  doings  with  Thy  most  gracious  favour,  and 
further  us  with  Thy  continual  help ;  that  in  all  our  works, 
begun,  continued,  and  ended  in  Thee,  we  may  glorify  Thy 
holy  name,  and  finally  by  Thy  mercy  obtain  everlasting 
life,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.  Amen."  Whoever 
does  not  like  that  is  nothing  to  me.  I  do.  I  read  for 
my  text,  "  Wherefore  also  we  pray  always  for  you,  that 
our  God  would  count  you  worthy  of  this  calling,  and  ful- 
fil all  the  good  pleasure  of  His  goodness,  and  the  work 
of  faith  with  power.  That  the  name  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  may  be  glorified  in  you,  and  ye  in  Him,  according 
to  the  grace  of  our  God  and  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  " 
(2  Thess.  i.  11,  12). 

I  felt  a  holy  and  hallowed  confidence  as  my  spirit  was 
energized  to  bring  forth  the  truths  of  the  gospel  and  the 
mysteries  of  the  kingdom  from  this  precious  portion  of 
revealed  truth. 

I.  PAUL.  He  was  a  very  remarkable  man.  Saul  the 
persecutor  up  to  the  gates  of  Damascus.  Paul  the  per- 
secuted up  to  the  heights  of  glory.  He  knew  the  terrible 
truth  of  Divine  retribution  as  set  forth  in  his  own  words, 
"  Seeing  it  is  a  righteous  thing  with  God  to  recompense 
tribulation  to  them  that  trouble  you"  (2  Thess.  i.  6). 

Paul  was  an  apostle,  but  he  owned  no  superior  but 
Jesus  Christ. 

Paul  was  a  minister — not  the  slave  or  drudge  of  a 
church,  but  a  minister  of  Christ. 

Paul  was  a  preacher  ;  not  according  to  articles,  creeds, 
or  human  regulations,  but  by  the  anointing  and  guidance 
of  God  the  Holy  Ghost.  In  the  synagogue  of  Antioch 
of  Pisidia,  he  conformed  to  its  rules,  and  preached  Christ 
from  the  Scriptures  of  the  prophets.  On  Mars  Hill  he 
preached  without  noticing  the  law  or  the  prophets.  He 
quoted  the  Grecian  poets  :  "  For  in  Him  we  live  and 
move  and  have  our  being,  as  certain  also  of  your  own 
poets  have  said,  For  we  are  also  His  offspring  "  (Acts 
xvii.  28).  He  directed  their  attention  to  their  altar  with 
this  inscription,  "  To  THE  UNKNOWN  GOD."  "  Whom," 
said  the  apostle,  "  ye  ignorantly  worship,  Him  declare  I 
unto  you."  From  nature  the  apostle  led  them  to  the 
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consideration  of  nature's  God,  and  from  nature's  God  to 
the  contemplation  of  the  God  of  revelation  in  the  Person 
of  a  risen  and  reigning  Jesus,  though  he  did  not  mention 
His  name.  God,  in  the  books  of  creation,  providence  and 
revelation,  is  One.  He  never  contradicts  Himself;  His 
wisdom,  omnipresence  and  power  are  exhibited  in  His 
works,  so  that  all  out  of  Christ  are  left  without  excuse 
for  their  neglect  of  Him.  See  Psalm  xix.  1 — 6  ;  Rom.  i. 
19 — 22.  Paul  knew  all  this,  and  by  the  grace  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  he  preached  Christ  either  from  the  book  of 
revealed  truth  or  from  the  book  of  creation.  In  the  latter 
He  can  never  be  known  in  His  justice  hating  and  punish- 
ing sin,  or  in  His  mercy  saving  sinners,  or  in  His  grace 
seeking  the  lost — saving  the  sinful — succouring  the  temp- 
ted— supporting  the  fainting — strengthening  the  weak — 
soothing  the  sorrowful — satisfying  Zion's  poor  with  bread 
— His  own  inexhaustible  fulness.  But  it  mattered  not  to 
Paul  where  he  found  his  text.  In  creation  ?  Christ  was  the 
Creator.  In  revelation  ?  Christ  was  the  Revealer.  He 
could  honestly  say  and  so  can  I,  "  Christ  is  All  and  in 
all." 

Paul  was  well  schooled  in  divine  mysteries.  He 
preached  according  to  his  Father's  plan.  He  wrote 
according  to  the  purpose  of  Him  who  worketh  all  things 
after  the  counsel  of  His  own  will ;  the  apostle's  creed  did 
not  cause  him  to  cease  confiding  in  his  God.  His  preach- 
ing was  always  accompanied  with  fervent,  heartfelt 
prayer.  From  the  moment  Ananias  heard  from  the  lips 
of  Jesus  the  truth  concerning  him,  "Behold,  he  prayeth," 
until  he  found  himself  lost  in  love  unceasing,  he  was  a 
man  of  prayer.  Did  he  anticipate  a  journey  ?  he  prayed. 
Did  he  preach  the  gospel  of  the  grace  of  God  ?  he  prayed. 
Did  he  write  to  loved  ones  at  a  distance  ?  he  prayed. 
Yet,  though  he  was  carried  to  the  third  heaven  and  privi- 
leged with  communications  unutterable ;  though  inter- 
ested in  mysteries  and  unfathomable  depths,  and  favoured 
with  a  knowledge  of  the  divine  mind  far  above  the  aver- 
age, he  took  a  very  low  place  in  the  school  of  Christ,  with 
very  low  views  of  himself,  confessing  in  that  glorious 
eighth  of  Eomans — "  Likewise  the  Spirit  also  helpeth 
our  infirmities :  for  we  know  not  what  we  should  pray 
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for  as  we  ought ;  but  the  Spirit  Himself  maketh  inter- 
cession for  us  with  groanings  which  cannot  be  uttered." 
Like  all  the  rest  of  God's  living  children,  he  knew  that 
he  could  not  pray  at  will — that  true  prayer  was  not  the 
prating  of  the  lips  tending  to  penury,  but  the  utterance  of 
the  heart,  the  true  import  of  which  is,  the  possession  of 
eternal  life  and  riches.  David  knew  this  when  he  cried, 
"  Lord,  all  my  desire  is  before  Thee,  and  my  groaning  is 
not  hid  from  Thee  "  (Psa.  xxxviii.  9).  So  did  God-fear- 
ing Nehemiah,  when  he  prayed,  "  0  Lord,  I  beseech 
Thee,  let  now  Thine  ear  be  attentive  to  the  prayer  of  Thy 
servant,  and  to  the  prayer  of  Thy  servants  who  desire  to 
fear  Thy  name  "  (Neh.  i.  11).  This  is  a  very  low  evi- 
dence of  life. 

Paul  was  a  praying  man;  his  were  prayers  indeed, 
very  much  unlike  our  puny  utterances  in  public  and  pri- 
vate. When  he  prayed  he  said  what  he  meant,  and 
meant  what  he  said.  There  was  nothing  half-hearted 
about  him.  He  was  thorough.  Friendship  with  him 
secured  honourable  mention  at  court.  Look  at  his  pre- 
cious heart-breathings  in  Romans  i.  9 — 12,  "  God  is  wit- 
ness, whom  I  serve  with  my  spirit  in  the  gospel  of  His 
Son,  that  without  ceasing  I  make  mention  of  you  always 
in  my  prayers  ;  making  request,  if  by  any  means  now  at 
length,  I  might  have  a  prosperous  journey  by  the  will  of 
God  to  come  unto  you."  That  journey  was  prosperous ; 
but  not  according  to  the  judgment  of  the  flesh,  as  the 
shipwreck  at  Malta  will  abundantly  testify.  "  For  I  long 
to  see  you,  that  I  may  impart  unto  you  some  spiritual 
gift  " — ministerially  and  testimonially — "  to  the  end  ye 
may  be  established ;  that  is,  that  I  may  be  comforted 
together  with  you,  by  the  mutual  faith  both  of  you  and 
me."  Notice  also  those  heaven-born,  exalted  and  sub- 
lime prayers  of  his  for  the  saints  of  God  at  Ephesus. 
Before  these  our  prayers  dwindle  into  insignificance. 
"  Wherefore  I  also,  after  I  heard  of  your  faith  in  the 
Lord  Jesus,  and  love  unto  all  the  saints,  cease  not  to  give 
thanks  for  you,  making  mention  of  you  in  my  prayers  ; 
that  the  God  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Father  of 
glory,  may  give  unto  you  the  Spirit  of  wisdom  and 
revelation  in  the  knowledge  of  Him ;  the  eyes  of  your 
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understanding  being  enlightened,  that  ye  may  know  what 
is  the  hope  of  His  calling,  and  what  the  riches  of  the 
glory  of  His  inheritance  in  the  saints,  and  what  is  the 
exceeding  greatness  of  His  power  to  usward  who  believe, 
according  to  the  working  of  His  mighty  power,  which  He 
wrought  in  Christ  when  He  raised  Him  from  the  dead, 
and  set  Him  at  His  own  right  hand  in  the  heavenly 
places,  far  above  all  principality,  and  power,  and  might, 
and  dominion,  and  every  name  that  is  named,  not  only  in 
this  world,  but  also  in  that  which  is  to  come  ;  and  hath 
put  all  things  under  His  feet,  and  gave  Him  to  be  Head 
over  all  things  to  the  Church,  which  is  His  body,  the  ful- 
ness of  Him  that  filleth  all  in  all "  (Eph.  i.  15—23).  We 
not  only  fall  short  of  the  sublimity  of  Paul's  language, 
but  very  many  of  us  are  ignorant  of  the  teaching  con- 
tained therein.  Now  let  us  turn  to  his  ardent  desires 
expressed  in  Eph.  iii.  14 — 19  :  "  For  this  cause  I  bow  my 
knees  unto  the  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  of  whom 
the  whole  family  in  heaven  and  earth  is  named,  that  He 
would  grant  you  according  to  the  riches  of  His  glory,  to 
be  strengthened  with  might  by  His  Spirit  in  the  inner 
man  ;  that  Christ  may  dwell  in  your  hearts  by  faith ;  that 
ye,  being  rooted  and  grounded  in  love,  may  be  able  to 
comprehend" — or  rather  apprehend — "with  all  saints 
what  is  the  breadth,  and  length,  and  depth,  and  height ;  and 
to  know  the  love  of  Christ  which  passeth  knowledge,  that 
ye  might  be  filled  with  all  the  fulness  of  God."  This  is 
praying  with  a  will,  and  that  the  will  of  God. 

But  no  prayers  of  the  apostle  surpass  those  to  the 
Thessalonian  saints  for  pastoral  affection  and  tender 
solicitude.  As  a  nurse  and  mother  he  gently  cherished 
them  (1  Thess.  ii.  7 — 9).  As  a  father  he  exhorted,  com- 
forted and  charged  them  as  his  own  to  "  walk  worthy  of 
God,  who  had  called  them  unto  His  kingdom  and  glory  " 
(ch.  ii.'  11,  1'2).  Notice  the  delight  of  his  heart  in  their 
spiritual  prosperity,  as  expressed  in  1  Thess.  i.  2,  3,  "  We 
give  thanks  to  God  always  for  you  all,  making  mention  of 
you  in  our  prayers  ;  remembering  without  ceasing  your 
work  of  faith,  and  labour  of  love,  and  patience  of  hope  in 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  in  the  sight  of  God  and  our 
Father."  Look  at  him  again  in  2  Thess.  i.  3  :  "We  are 
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bound  to  thank  God  always  for  you,  brethren,  as  it  is 
meet,  because  that  your  faith  groweth  exceedingly,  and 
the  charity  of  every  one  of  you  all  toward  each  other 
aboundeth."  We  do  not  meet  with  much  of  that  growing 
and  loving  nowadays.  But  this  .brings  us  to  the  next  part 
of  our  subject  : 

II.  PAUL'S  PRAYER.  Because  the  grace  of  God  flourished 
in  the  Thessalonian  saints,  and  God  was  the  avenger  of 
all  the  wrongs  of  His  people,  and  Christ  will  be  glorified 
in  all  His  saints  and  admired  in  all  true  believers  at  His 
coming  to  judge  the  world  in  righteousness,  Paul  prayed 
for  his  beloved  Thessalonians.  And  what  a  prayer  ! 
"  That  our  God  would  count  you  worthy  of  this  calling." 
"Our  God."  That  is  a  title  given  to  Him  by  all  those  in 
covenant,  spiritual  relationship  with  Him.  In  the  con- 
templation of  the  excellencies  and  exploits  of  Zion's 
God,  David  cried,  "  This  God  is  our  God  for  ever  and 
ever  ;  He  will  be  our  Guide  even  unto  death  "  (Psa.  xlviii. 
14).  In  the  enjoyment  of  the  land  of  spiritual  promise, 
he  cried,  "  The  earth  shall  yield  her  increase,  and  God, 
even  our  own  God,  shall  bless  us"  (Psa.  Ixvii.  6).  After 
the  experience  of  many  gracious  deliverances,  he  con- 
fessed, "  Our  God  is  the  God  of  salvation  ;  and  unto  God 
the  Lord  belong  the  issues  from  death  "  (Psa.  Ixviii.  20). 
Our  God  is  the  covenant  God  of  His  people  ;  choosing  to 
save,  and  saving  from  every  sin  and  foe.  But  for  his 
friends,  Paul  prayed  that  God  would  count  them  worthy 
of  this  calling.  "  This  calling."  God's  call  of  His 
people  is  set  before  us  in  His  holy  Word  in  a  variety  of 
phrases.  Looking  at  it  manward,  it  is  anything  but 
dignified.  We  see  this  in  1  Cor.  i.  26 — 28,  where  the 
called  are  described  as  foolish,  weak,  despised,  con- 
temptible. But  such  as  are  God's  choice  are  called  to 
unspeakable  dignity  and  eternal  glory  (1  Thess.  ii.  12). 
It  is  a  holy  calling — a  heavenly  calling — a  high  calling. 
Paul  says,  "  Who  hath  saved  us,  and  called  us  with  a  holy 
calling,  not  according  to  our  works,  but  according  to  His 
own  purpose  and  grace,  which  was  given  us  in  Christ 
Jesus  before  the  world  began"  (2  Thess.  i.  9).  God's 
own  are  called  from  sin  to  holiness.  How  could  it  be 
otherwise  when  they  are  called  by  a  holy  God  ?  When 
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called  into  the  light  of  His  presence,  they  discover  their 
sinfulness  and  vileness,  and  the  more  they   are   brought 
into  fellowship  with  a  God  of  purity  and  enjoy  the  sweets 
of  pardoning  mercy,  the  more  ready  are  they  to  acknow- 
ledge the  truth  of  the  opening  words  of  this  morning's 
service — "  If  we  say  that  we  have  no  sin  we  deceive  our- 
selves, and  the  truth  is  not  in  us.     If  we  confess  our  sins, 
He  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive    us  our  sins,  and  to 
cleanse  us  from  all   unrighteousness"    (1   John   i.  8,   9). 
Yes,  the  more  we  have  to  do  with  a  holy  God,  the  more 
sensible  we  are  of  our  sinfulness,  and  the  more  miserable 
we    are   in    failing  to    find    holiness    in    ourselves,    our 
frames,    or    our   feelings,    until   the    scriptural   truth   is 
revealed  to  us  by  the  Holy  Ghost  that  all  the  holiness  we 
need  is  in  Christ,  Who  is  made  of  God  to  us  all  the  sancti- 
fication  we  need  (1  Cor.  i.  30).     This  is  also  a  heavenly 
calling,  as  we   read    in  Heb.   hi.    1 :  "  Wherefore,    holy 
brethren,  partakers  of  the  heavenly  calling,  consider  the 
Apostle  and  High  Priest  of  our  profession,  Christ  Jesus." 
We  are  begotten  again  to  an  inheritance  incorruptible 
and  undefiled,   reserved  in  heaven  for  God's  kept  ones 
(1  Pet.   i.  3 — 5).     Our  conversation    (citizenship)    is  in 
heaven  (Phil.  iii.  20).     Our  Father  is  there  (Matt.  vi.  9). 
Our  home  is  there  (2  Cor.  v.   1,  2).     Our  treasure  is  in 
heaven,  and  our  best  gifts,  all  perfect,  come  down  to  us 
from  our  Father  there  (James  i.  17).     This  is  also  a  high 
calling.     How    high  ?     Bead    Eph.    iv.    10 :    "  He   that 
descended  is  the  same  also  that  ascended  up  far  above  all 
heavens,  that  He  might  fill  all  things."     He  has  gone  to 
the  very  heights  of  Deity,  there  to  possess  a  place  for  all 
His   elect,  redeemed    and  regenerate  people,   and  there 
every  one  of  them  will  dwell  with   Him  to  the  ages  of 
eternity.     This  calling  is  effectual  and  sure   (Bom.  vii 
30).     It  can  never  be  revoked  nor  frustrated  (Bom.  xi.  29). 
But  the  prayer  is  that  God  would  count  or  vouchsafe 
the  saints  worthy  of  this  calling.     How  does  He  do  this  ? 
By  creating  desires  in  them  which  He  will  fulfil.     By 
giving  them  promises  which  He  will  perform.     By  sur- 
rounding them  with  dangers  in   which  He  will  defend 
them.     By  bringing  them  into  distresses  out  of  which  He 
will  deliver  them. 
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"  And  fulfil  all  the  good  pleasure  of  His  goodness."  It 
is  a  rare  mercy  to  be  interested  in  the  good  pleasure  of 
Jehovah.  He  taketh  pleasure  in  them  that  fear  Him,  in 
those  that  hope  in  His  mercy  (Psa,  cxlvii.  11).  "The 
Lord  taketh  pleasure  in  His  people  ;  He  will  beautify  the 
meek  with  salvation  "  (Psa.  cxlix.  4).  The  good  pleasure 
of  God,  which  is  the  salvation  of  His  people,  prospers  in 
the  hands  of  Christ.  "  It  pleased  the  Lord  to  bruise 
Him  "  (Isa.  liii.  10).  It  pleased  the  Father  that  in  Christ 
all  fulness  should  dwell  for  us  (Col.  i.  19).  We  are 
placed  as  members  in  the  body  of  Christ  as  it  hath  pleased 
Him  (1  Cor.  xii.  1§).  It  will  never  please  Him  to  lose 
one  of  them. 

"  And  the  work  of  faith  " — God's  work. 

"  With  power  " — the  power  of  the  Spirit. 

"  That  the  name  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ."  Christ 
is  revealed  by  the  Holy  Ghost  suited  to  our  necessities. 

"  May  be  glorified  in  you  " — saving — teaching — deliver- 
ing— upholding — cheering. 

"  And    ye    in   Him"  —chosen — redeemed — saved— 
justified — succoured — glorified  (1  Cor.  i.  30,  31). 

"  According  to  the  grace  of  our  God  and  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ."  No  other  way. 

"  The  Lord  is  good,  a  stronghold  in  the  day  of  trouble, 
.and  He  knoweth  them  that  trust  in  Him." 

May  He  bless  you  indeed. 

Yours  faithfully, 

THOMAS  BRADBUEY. 
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"  For  it  pleased  the  Father  that  i/z    Him  should  all 
fulness  dwell." — COL.  i.  19. 

All  fulness  dwells  in  Thee,  Lord, 

Thy  rich  and  glorious  grace 
Thou  hast  bestowed  on  me,  Lord, 

A  sinner  vile  and  base. 
All  fulness  of  affection 

Thou  hast  so  sweetly  shown, 
For  sovereign,  free  election 

Has  made  me  Thine  alone. 

Before  the  world's  foundation 

In  Thee  we  were  complete  ; 
Thy  wondrous  incarnation 

Secured  all  hell's  defeat. 
In  spite  of  all  our  failing, 

In  Thee  we  firmly  stood  ; 
Hell's  craft  is  unavailing 

Through  Thy  most  precious  blood. 

Thy  Spirit,  Lord,  hath  taught  us 

How  glorious  is  Thy  grace, 
How  Thou  in  love  hast  brought  us 

To  see  Thee  face  to  face. 
In  our  predestined  station 

We  praise  and  bless  Thy  name, 
Thou  God  of  our  salvation, 

Thou  glorious,  great  I  AM. 

Jesus,  Thou  King  of  glory, 

We  soon  shall  dwell  with  Thee, 

And  sing  the  wondrous  story 

'    Of  grace,  so  full,  so  free. 

Fulness  of  grace  from  Thee,  Lord, 
Comes  shining  from  above ; 

And  draws  our  heart  to  see,  Lord, 
The  fulness  of  Thy  love. 

THOMAS  BRADBURY. 
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A   NEW   TEAK'S   GEEETING. 


Happy  New  Year  !  when  very  poor 
I  halted  at  sweet  Mercy's  door 

To  tell  my  mournful  case  ; 
In  all  my  helplessness  and  sin, 
A  precious  Jesus  took  me  in, 

And  saved  me  by  His  grace. 

Happy  New  Year  !  when  first  I  saw 
The  curse  and  fury  of  the  law 

On  Christ  my  Surety  laid  ; 
From  "  sin  abounding  "  I  was  free, 
And  "  grace  abounding  "  gave  to  me 

My  ransom,  fully  paid. 

Happy  New  Year !  sin,  death  and  hell, 
Were  all  destroyed  when  Jesus  fell 

On  mournful  Calvary ; 
In  Him  they  lost  their  damning  power, 
And  now  He  lives  on  us  to  shower 

His  blessings  rich  and  free. 

Happy  New  Year  !  JEHOVAH  reigns 
To  save  His  church  from  toil  and  pains, 

And  sorrow's  bitter  tear ; 
Brought  safely  home  by  sovereign  grace, 
The  saints  shall  see  their  Saviour's  face — 

A  glorious,  glad  New  Year. 

THOMAS  BRADBURY. 

Grove  Chapel,  Cainberwell, 

January   1st,   1885. 
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